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BI HEN the falſe Edition of theſe Po- 
ens ſtole into the Light, a Friend 
of that incomparable Lady's that 
oy made them, knowing how averſe 
mae was to be in Print, and there- 
| fore being ſure that it was abſolute- 
ly againſt her Conſent, as he believ'd it utterly 
Vine ut her Knowledge, (ſhe being then in 
Wales, above 150 Miles from this Town) went 
preſently both to the Gentleman who licens'd it, 
upon. the Stationer's Averment that he had her 
Leave, and to the Stationer himſelf for whom 
it was printed, and took the beſt Courſe he 
could with both to get it ſuppreſs'd, as it preſent- 
ly was, (tho? afterward many of the Books were 
privately ſold) and gave her an Account by the 
next Poſt of what he had done. A while after 
he received this Anſwer, which you have here 
taken from her own Hand) under that diſguiſed 
ame ſhe had given him, it being her Cuſtom«o 
uſe ſuch with moſt of * particular F jend 5 : 
5 MOM Mar- 


- 


* NE FACE. * | 
* Worthy Poliarchus, - $5 | 


1 II is very well that you chid me ſo much for 
OT *«« endeavouring to expreſs a part of the 
« Senſe I -have of your Obligations ; for while 
you go on in conferring them beyond all poſ- 
„ ſibility of Acknowledgment, it is convenient 
« for me to be forbidden to attempt it. Your 
laſt generous Concern for me, in vindicati 
«© me from tlie unworthy Uſage I have'recerv? 


*at London from the Preſs, doth as much tran- 
« ſcend all your former Favours, as the Injury 
done me by that Publiſher and Printer exceeds 
all the Troubles that I remember I ever had. 
All I can ſay to you for it, is, that tho? you aſ- 
ſert an unhappy, it is yet a very innocent Per 
« ſon, and that it is impoſſible for Malice it ſelf 
© to have printed thoſe Rhimes (you tell me are 
« gotten abroad fo impudently) with ſo much 
*« Abuſe to the Things, as the very Publication 
of them at all, tho? they had been never fo 
correct, had been to me; to me (Sir) who 
„ never writ any Line in my Life with an Inten- 

* tion to have it printed, and who am of my 
Lord Falkland's Mind, that faid, ' + 


c Fe Danger fear'd than Cen ſure leſs, | 
„Nor could he dread a Breach like to a Preſs. ' 


* And who (I think you know) am ſufficiently 
e diſtruſtful of all, that my own want of Com- 
« pany and better Employment, or others Com- 
t mands have ſeduc'd me to write, to endeavour. 
6: rather that they ſhould never be ſeen at — 
e „ . F\ 55 4 Sv * . * than 


N * iD 
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than. that they ſhould be expos'd to the World 
with ſuch Effrontery as now they moſt unhap- 
c pily are. But is there no Retreat from the 
« Malice of this World? I thought a Rock and 
«« a Mountain might have hidden me, and that 
* tt had been free for all to ſpend their Solitude 
it what Reſverzes they pleaſe, and that our 
kt Rivers (th they are babling) would not have 
„ betray'd the. Follies of impertinent Thoughts 
upon their Banks; but *tis only I who am that 
cc unfortunate Pexſon that cannot fo much as 
<« think in private, that muſt have my.Imaginati- 
© ons rifle and- expos'd to play the Mounte- 
ce banks; and dance upon the Ropes to enter- 
<« tain — * Rabble; to undergo all the NRail- 
&« /ery of che Wits, and all the Severity of the 
«.Wiſe, and to be the Sport of ſome that can, 


s and ſome that cannot read a Verſe. This is 


C a moſt cruel Aceident, and hath made ſo pro- 
tc portionate an Impreſſion upon me, that really 
te it hath coſt me a ſharp fit of Sickneſs ſince [ 
cc heard it, and I believe would be more fatal 


- » but that I know. what a Champion I have in 


cc you,, and that I am ſure your Credit in the 
World will gain me a Belief from all that are 
c knowing and civil, that I am ſo innocent of 
ec that wretched Artifice of a ſecret Conſent (of 
« which I am, I fear, ſuſpected) that whoever 
« would have brought me thoſe Copies corre- 
c ed and amended, and a thouſand Pounds to 
c have bought my Permiſſion for their being 
printed, ſhould not have obtain'd it. But tho? 
chere are many things, I believe, in this wick- 
* ed Impreſſion of thoſe Fancies, which the Ig- 

F 3 © norance 


The PREFACE. * 


ce norance of what occaſion'd them, and the 

Falſeneſs of the Copies may repreſent very ri- 
* diculons and extravagant,* yet I could give 

ce ſome Account of them to the ſevereſt Caro, 
<« and I am fure they muſt be more abus'd than 1 
think is poſſible (for I have not ſeen the Book, 
« nor can imagine what's in't) * they can 
« be render'd otherwiſe than Sir Zdward Drer- 
« ;ng ſays in his Epilogue to Pompey. , | 


Vs bolder Thought can tax 1 th 
<« Theſe Rhimes of Blemiſh ts the bluſhing Ser, 
4 As chaſte the Lines, as harmleſs is the Senſe, 
Hs the firſt Smiles of Infant Innocence. © 


So that I hope there wilt be no need $f juſtify- 
< ing them to Virtue and Honour; and I am ſo 
little concern'd for the Reputation of writing 
e Senſe, that provided the W 6rld would believe. 
« me innocent of any manner of. knowledge, 
much leſs Connivance at this Publicatiom f 
« ſhall willingly compound never to trouble em 
with the true Copies, as you adviſe me to do: 
« Which if you {till ſhou'd Judge abſolutely ne- 
« ceflary to the Keparation of this Misfortune, 
e and to general Satisfaction; and that, as you | 
<« tell me, all the reſt of my Friends will preſs 
«me to it, I ſhould yield to it with the fame 
<« Reluctancy as 1 would cut off a Limb to faye - 
my Life. However I hope you will fatisfie alf 
« your Acquaintance of my Averſion to it, and 
« did they know me as well as you do, that 55 
e pology were very needleſs; and 1 am ſo far 
from expecting Applauſe for any thing ferib- 


44 hle, 
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es ble, that I can hardly expect Pardon and 
« ſometimes I think thit Employment ſo far a- 
<« bove ty Reach, and unfit for my Sex, that 1 


cc am poing to reſolve againſt it for ever; and 
te cod F have recovet'd thoſe fugitive Papers 
ce that have eſcap'd my Hands, I had long ſince 


© made a Sacrifice of them all. The Truth is, 
J have an 8 lination to that Folly 
© of Rhimitig, and intending the Effects of that 
40 our, only for. my own Amuſement in a 
«retir'd Life, I did not fo much reſiſt it as a 
. *© wiſer Woman wou'd have done; but ſome of 
«« my deareſt Friends having found my Ballads, 
* (for they deſerve no better Name) they made 
<« me ſo much believe they did not diſlike them, 
that I was betray'd to permit ſome Copies for 
« their Divertiſement ; but this, with fo little 
« concern for them, that I have loſt moſt of the 
Originals, and that I ſuppoſe to be the Cauſe 
aof my preſent Misfortune; for ſome Infernal 
er Spirits or qther have carch'd thoſe of Pa- 
by pet, and what the careleſs blotted Writing 
« kept them from underſtanding, they have ſup- 
<« plied by ConjeQture; till they. put them into 
<« the Shape wherein you faw them, or elſe 1 
* know not which way it is poſſible for them to 
de collected, or ſo ãbominably tranſcrib'd as I 
© hear they are. I believe alſo there are ſome 
* among them that are not mine, but every way 
I have ſo much Injury, and the worthy Perſons 
< that had the ill Tuck of my Converſe, and ſo 
their Names expds'd in this Impreſſion with- - 
c gut their leave, that few Things in the pow'r 
* of Fortune cou'd have giv'n me ſo great a 
6 ws Tor- 
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Torment as this moſt afflictive Accident. I 
© know you, Sir, ſo much my Friend, that * 
e need not ask your Pardon for making this, te- 

- . * djous Complaint; but methinks it is a great 
e Jnjuſtice to revenge my ſelf upon you by, this 
<c — for the Wrongs | have receiv'd from 
others; therefore I will only tell you that the 
« ſole Advantage I have by this cruel News, is 
« that it has given me an Experiment; That no 
« Adverſity can ſhake the Conſtancy of your 
Friend ſhip, and that in the worſt Humour 
cc that ever I was in, I am ſtill, L pe 23. 


| Worthy Poliarchuc, n 
ca, | Tour moſt faithful, moſt oblig s 
wo 2 N.. Friend, and moſt humble. Servant, 


ORTINDA: 
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She writ divers Letters to many of her other 
Friends: full of the like Reſentments; but this 
is enough to ſhew how little ſhe deſir d the Fame 
of being in Print, and how much ſhe was. trou- 
bled to, be ſo expos' d. It may ſerve likewiſe to, 
give a taſte of her Proſe to thoſe that have ſeen 
none of it, and of her way» of writing familiar 
Letters, which the did with ſtrange Readineſs 


and Facility, in a very fair Hand, and perfect 
Orthography; and if they were collected, with 
thoſe excellent Diſcourſes ſhe writ on ſeveral 
Subjects, they would make a Volume much lar- 
ger than this, and no leſs worth the reading. 


About ; 


Perſuaſions if ſhe had iv'd. | 


The PREFACE. 
About three Months after this Letter ſhe came 
to London, wherè her Friends did. much ſollicit 
her to redeetn her ſelf by a correct Impreſſion; 
wet ſhe continu'd ſtill averſe, though 1 in 


time ſhe might have been over-rul? 


But the ſmall Pox, that malicious Diſeaſe (as 
knowin 


+ cern'd for her Handſomneſs, when at the beſt) 
was nor ſatisfy'd to be as injurious a Printer of 


will for ever make her to be honour'd as the Ho- 
nour of her Sex, the Emulation of ours, and 


her Face, as the other had of her Poems, 
but treated her with a more fatal Cruelty than 
the Stationer had them; for tho” he to her moſt 
ſenſible Affliction ſurreptitiouſly poſſeſs'd him- 
ſelf of a falſe Copy, and ſent thoſe Children of 


her Fancy into the World, ſo martyr'd, that 


they were more unlike themſelves than ſhe cou d 


have been made had ſhe eſcap'd; that murthe- 


rous Tyrant, with greater Barbarity ſeiz d unex- 
pectedly upon her, the true Original, and to the 
much juſter Affliction of all the World, violent- 


ly tore her out of it, and hurry'd her untimely 
to her Grave, upon the 22d of June 1664, ſhe , 


being then but 3x Years of Age. IF 
But he-cou'd not bury her in Oblivion, for 
this Monument which-ſhe erected for her ſelf, 


the Admiration of both. That unfortunate Sur- 
prize hath-robb'd it of much of that Perfection 
it might elſe have had, having broke off the 
Tranflation of Horace before it was finiſh'd, 


much leſs review'd, and hindred the reſt from 


being more exactly corrected, and put into the 
* Order 


* 
* 


* 


by their 


how little ſhe wou'd have been con- 
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Order they were written in, as the poſlibly her 
ſelf word have done, had ie. conſented to 4 
Second Edition. Tis probable the wou'd alſo 
have left out ſome of thoſe Pieces that were 
| written with leſs Care and upon Oecaſions leſs 
ft to be made publick, and ſhe might alſo have 
added more : But all Induſtry has usd to 
make this Collection as full and as perfect as - 
might be, by the Addition of many that were 
not in the former Impreſſion, and by divers , 
Tranſlations, whereof the firſt has the Original 
in the oppoſite Page, that they who have à mind 
to compare them, may by that Pattern find how 
juſt ſne has been wy the — ö _ 
guages, exactly r g t 6 the 
one, without tying her ſelf to the Words, and 
clearly evincing the Capaciouſneſs of the other, 
by compriſing it fully in the famE Number of 
Lines, tho” in the Plays half the Verſes of the n 
French are of thirteen Syltables, and the reſt of | t 
twelve, whereas the Eagliſb have no more but 
ten. In ſhort, tho' ſomè of her Pieces may per- 
haps be loſt, and others in Hands that have not 
produc'd them; yet none that wpor! 2 
cou'd be known to be hers, arè left out; for 
many of the leſs conſiderable ones were publith'd 
mn the other; but thoſe, or others that ſhall be 
judg'd fo, may be excus'd by the Politeneſs of 
the reſt which have more of her true Spirit, and 


of her Diligence. Some of them word b& no 
- Diſgrace to any Man that amongſt us is moſt 
eſteemed for his: Excellency in this kind, and 
there are none * · [ Mr paſs with Favour, 


when it is remember'd 


as they. Were 


ferior) or as the fadi 
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the Pen but of a Woman. We might well have 


calPd her the 
male Poets of formen A 
fes and her Virtues both, the moſt highly to be 
valed ; but the has calpd her ſelf ORIND A; 
2 Name that deſerves to be added to the number 
of mg re ns os as long 

known . 


$ me of all the fe- 
2 5 for her Ver- 


to the et —— Greek and 
— or as the French is now, her Verſes cou'd 


themſelves as far as 
the Continent has Inhabitants, or the Seas have 
ay Shore. - As for her. Virtues, they as much 
ſurpaſy/d thoſe of Seppho as the Theological ds 
the Moral, (wherein yet Orinde was not r In- 
Immortality of an earch - 
ly Lawrel, which the of Men cannot de- 
ny to her excellent Poetry, is tranſc 75 Dy 
that ineotruptible and eternal Crown of Glory, 

wherewith 


ſhou'd have had a Statue of Po hiry w rought 
by ſome great Artiſt, equal in Skill to Michael 
Angelo, that might have transferr'd to Poſterity 
the laſting Image of ſo rare a Perſon: But here 
is only a poor Paper Shadow of a Statue made 
after a Picture not like ber, to accompany + 
that ſhe has drawn of her felf in theſe Poems, 
and which .repreſents the Beauties of her Mind 


with a far truer Reſemblance, than that does the 


Lineaments of her Face. They had ſooner per- 

formed this Right to her Memory, if that raging 

Peſtilence which, not long after her, ſwept 1 
| 0 


were anc 


| confin'd within the narrow Limits of our - 
— but wow'd 
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ſo many thouſands here and in other Places, of 


this Kingdom; that devouring Fire, which ſince 
deſtroy'd this famous City;. and the harſh Sounds 
of War, which, with the thunderings of Can- 
non, deafen'd all Ears ta the gentle and tender 
Strains of Friendſhip, had not made the Pubk. 
cation of them hitherto unſeaſonable. But they 


| have out-liv'd all theſe diſmal things to ſee the 
Bleſſing of Peace, a Conjuncture more ſuitable 


to their Nature, all compos'd of Kindneſs; ſo 
that I hope Time it ſelf ſhall have as little Power 


againſt them, as thoſe other Storms 


Moor? worn have had, and then * Ovid's Con- 
' zerit ferrum, vee cluſion of his Metamorphoſis may 
edax abolere ve- with little Alteration, mote Truth, 
tan Se. and leſs Vanity than by him to him- 
ſelf, 'be apply'd to theſe once transformed, or 

rather deformed Poems, which are here in ſome 
meaſure reſtor d to their native Shape and Beau- 
ty, and therefore certainly cannot fail of a wel- 
come Reception now, ſince they wanted 1t not 
— when they appear d in that ſtrange Diſ- 

e. a | e 


any. 
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, „Man 4. | | 
HEN I but knew you by Report, | 
I fear'd the Praiſes of th admiring Court 
Were but their Compliments ; but now 1 muſt | 
Confeſs, what I thought civil is ſtarce juſt : 
For they tmperfeft Trophies to you raiſe, 
Tou deſerve Wonder, and they pay but Praiſe; 
A Praiſe, which is as ſhort of your great due, 
As all which yet have writ come ſhort of vou. 
Tow, to whom Wonder's paid by double Right, + 
Both for your V. erſes Smoothneſs and their Height. 
In me it does uot the leaſt Trouble breed, Kees 

That your fair Sex does Ours in Verſe exceed, 
Since ev'ry Poet this great Truth, does prove, 
Nothing ſo much inſpires a Muſe as Love; 
Thence has your Sex. the beſt Poetick Fires, 

For what's inſpir'd muſt yield to what inſpires. 


And as Our Sex reſigns to Tours the due, 


So all of your bright Sex muſt yield to Ton. 
Experience ſhows, that never Fountain fed 
A Stream which cou d aſcend above its Head; 


For 


Le 
Shar'd in thoſe Elements infuſed it; 


Dic aloue Praiſe as much as Flattery; . 
Aud when in that we have drain d all . F 


For thoſe whoſe Wit fam'd Helicon does give, 
To riſe above its Height durſt never frive, w* 


. Their double Hull too, though tig often clear, 


Tet often on it Clouds and Storms appear. 
none admire then that the ancient Wit 


Nor that your Muſe thantheivs aſcends much * n 
She ſhareng ws ng Element but Fire. . 
gel Ager cow'd not think thoſe things you do, + 
For their Hill was their Baſis and Height tos: 


f So that tis Truth, not Compliment, to tell, 
Tour loweſt Height their higbeft did excels | 
Toer nabler Thoughts, ware d by A heev'nly Fire, 


To their braght Centre conflantly aſpire; 


And by the Place to which they take their Flight, 
Leaueusvodowbt from whence they beve their light- 


Tour Merit has attarw'd this bigh degree, N 


All grant from this nought can be diſfant mote. 


Tho' yow hove flung of Triendſhip s Pov fowell, 
 'That you in that, as you in Wit excel, 


Tet my own Intereſt obliges me 
To. praiſe your Prattice more than Thearys 
For by that Kiwdueſs you your Friend did ſhow 
* The Honour I obtaie'd of knowing you. 


In Piftiares none hereafter will delight, = 
Tou draw more to the Life in black and white; 


. # g 


"Al 


The 


The Pencil rg. _—_ 
This ar aws the Soul, where that draus but the Face. 


Exalt his Fame, ie than your Verſes now. 


Pen muſt yield the Place, 


Of bleſt Retirement ſuch great Traths you:write, 
That 'tis my Wiſh as mach as your Delight; 


| 27 — praiſe it does think fit, 


Since all you write are but Efefts of it. MG 
Tos Exgh/p Cotneil's Pampey with fach Flame, 
That you both raiſe our Wonder and his Fame; 


If he cond read it, ir lite us u call © | 
The Copy greater than th Original. 1 


Tou cannot what is already done, 
Unleſr you'll finiſh what you have begun: 
Who your Tranſlation ſds, Ds | 
That tir Orinda' Work," and but his Play. 
The French ro lears our Language now will ſeek, 
To hear their greateſt Wit mare nobly ſpeak; 

Rome too os 
Cæſar ſpeaks better int than in his own.- 
Aud all thoſe Wreaths once cirel'd Pompey” 


4 


s Brow, 


From theſe clearTruths all muſt acktowledge 1 thus, 
If there be Helicon, in Wales it 1. 
Oh happy Country which to our Prince gives 
His Titles KW Ortaty Gore? | 


* 


THE 


'dgrant were ve Tongue to her known, | 


— 


* 
” 


For thoſe whoſe Wit fam'd Helicon does gives 
To riſe above its Height durft never frrive, 
Their double Hull too, though tig often clear, F 
Tet often on it Clouds and Storms appear. 
Let none admire then that the ancient Wit 
Shar'd in thoſe Elemente infuſed it; ah 
Nor that your Muſe than theivs aſcends much high * 
She ſharing ws nq Element but Fire. 
Poſt Ages cou'd not think thoſe things you do, 
For their Hill was their Baſis and Height tos: 
So that tis Truth, not Compliment, to tell, 
Tour lowgft Height their bigbeſt did excel; 
Dur nobler Thoughts, auarm A heev'nly Fire, 
| 75 their bright Centre conflantly «ſpire; , 

And by the Place to which they tate their Flight, 
Leave us vodoubt from whence they beve their light- 
Tuur Merit has attain d this bigh degree, RF 
"Tis abpue Prasſe as much as Flattery; , 


That you in that, as you in Hit excel, 
Tet my own Intereſt abliget me 
To. praiſe your Prattice more than Theory: 
For by that Kindueſs you your Friend'did ſhow 
* The Honour I obtaie'd of knowing you. 

In Pictures none hereafter will delight, 
Tou draw more to the Life in black and white ; 


. # 1 


Aud whes is that we have train'd all Nl 4 
All grant from this nought can be diffant more. | 
T) vou buve ſung of Friend ſhip s Pour fowell, 


The 


The Pencil tg pour Pen muſt yield the Place, 


This draws the Soul, where that draus but the Face. 
Of bleſt Retirement ſuch great Truths you:write, 
That tis my Wiſh as mach as your Delight ; 


Our Gratitude to praiſt it does think fit, 


Since all you write are but Effefts of it. Ny 
vu Egli Cotneil's Pampey with ſuch Flame, 
That you both raiſe our Wonder and his Fame; 
If he cu read it, he like us und call © 
The Copy, greater than th Original. | 
Ton cannot mend what is already done, 
Unleſs you'll finiſh what you have begun: 
Who your Tranſlation ſors, cannot but = 
That tis Orinda's Work, and but his ÞP 
The French to learw our Language now will get, | 
To hear their greateſt Wit more nobly ſpeak; | 
Rome 700 won d grant. were o ongue to her known, 
Cæſar ſpeaks better i than in bis own.” 
And all thoſe Wreaths once cirel'd Pompey' 


* 


s Brow, 


Exalt his Fame, leſs than your Verſes now. 8 


From theſe clear Truths all muſt acknowledge 1 this, 
If there be Helicon, in Wales it js. 

Oh happy Country which to our Prince gives = 
His Title, and in which Orinda lives. ! 
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No Arms, but its on Innocence - N 

2 wp n e eee r 

2 only: READY Ry Free en r 
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0 An honeſt Mind, fely, alone 8 ee 
May travel through the burning Zone, N 3 A 
Or through the deepeſt qr bias Snow 
Or een een bee n 


II. EASY We Wo 


f 


While (rul'd by a refiſtieſs Fire) ak eat 
Our great ORINDA Les, e aps 40 


' | The hungry Wolves th fe me , N SANS 
3 Unarm'd, and angle, n 2 | 
Samen the remoteſt Place OE i OLE 
That ever Neprone did I e 
* 


FU... 


W hen there her REEN fill my Breaſt, . 
Helicon is not half ſo wt | 


Leave me vpot ſome Blue 1 
So ſhe my Fancy entertain, 8 | 


And when the-thirſty Monſters meet, 


They'll all pay Homage to my Feet. 


„ 
The Magick of ORINDA's Name, 


Not only can their Fierceneſs tame, 


But, if that mighty Word I once rehearſe, 
They ſeem fubmiſſively to roar in Verſe. 


* * * ä — m — 


18 UPON LP 
Mrs. K PHILIPS her Poems. 


W- allows : you Beauty, and we did ſubmit 
To all the Tyranmes of it. ' 


Ab cruel Sex ! will you depoſt us too in Wit? 
Orinda does in that too reign, 


Does Man behind her in proud Triumph draw, 


Aud cancel great Apollo's Salick Lew. 


We our old Title plead in vain: x 
Man may be Head, but Woman's now the Brain. 

Verſe was: Lowe's fire-atms heretofore: 

In Beauty's Camp it was not known, 


S - | Too 


[8 = 


\ \ 
* * 4 Pg 
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Too many Arms beſide that Conquerot lanes: 4 
"Twas the great Cannon we brought ow 
Te aſſault a ſtubborn Town. 
_ Orinda firſt did a bold Sally das 
Our ſtrongeſt Quarter take, 
And fo ſucceſsful prov' d, that ſhe > _ 
Turn d upon Love himſelf his own Artillery. 
Il. | 
Women, as if the Body were the whole, 
Did that, and not the Soul, 
7. ranſmit to their Pyfferity: j 
F in it ſometimes they conceiy ud; — | 
T abortive Iſſue never liv'd. \ - 
Tuere Shame and Pity, Orinda, F in thee 
A Spirit ſo rich, ſo noble, and ſo high, 
Showd unmanur d or barren lie. 
But thou induſtriouſly haſt ſow'd and till d 
The fair and fruitful Field: 
Aud 'tis a ſtrange Increaſe that it doth JAR. i 
As when the happy Gods above | 
Meet all together at a Feaſt, 
A ſecret Foy unſpeakably does move _ 
In their great Mother Cybele's contented Breaft 7. 
 Withm leſs Pleaſure thou, methinks, ſhow of Jo: 
* This thy no leſs immortal Progeny, \ 
And in their Birth thou no one Touch doft find, 
Of th' ancient "_ ro Momau-· kind; 


0 d . 


| 7 zen brin 8 U not forth with Pain, 
I 4 neither Travel; is, nor Labour of 2095 Bram, 


So caſe Hy they from thee come, 
And there is ſo much room 
In the wnexhaiſted and inifathom'd Womb ; 
That, like the Holland Counteſs, thou might” w_ bear 
A Child for ev'ry Day of all the fertile Tear. 


III. 
Thou doſt my Wonder, would'ſt my Envy raiſe, 
F to be prais'd ] lov'd more than to praiſe. 
MI bere-e er I fee an Excellence; © 

1 muſt admire to ſee thy well-knit Senſe, 
Thy Numbers gentle, and thy Fancies high, 
Thoſe as thy Forehead ſmooth; theſe ſparkling as 

*Tis ſolid, 4nd tit manly all, [hind 0 1 

Or rather, tis Angelical: 
| For, as in Angfls, we 

Do in thy Verſes ſee 

Both improv'd Sexes eminently meet; 
They are than Man more ſirongs and 2 than Mo. 
IW. man ſweet, 
| They tall if Nike, J know net Sg | 
Female Chimera's, that &er Poets reign; 

I ner cou'd find that Fancy true; 
But have invol'd them oft, I'm ſure, in vain, 
They talk of Sappho, bur, alas! the Shame, 
111 Manners fil the Luſtre of her Fame. 


hd Orin- 


4 


Orinda's inward Vi irtue is ſo bright, _ 

That, like a Lantern's fair enclo 2 Ligbt, 

It thro the Paper ſhines where ſhe doth Write. 

Honour and Friendſhip are the gen rous q corn 
Of Things for which we were not born. 

(Thing. = can only by 4 fond Diſeaſe, + . 

Like e that of Girls, our vicious Stomachs pleaſe) 

Are the inſtructive Subjects of ber Pen. 
And as the Roman Victor — 4 
Taugbt our rude Land Arts and Civi lity, . WA: 

At once Jhe OVEr COMES, enſlaves, and betters Mem. 

V., 

But Rome with all her Arts RL ne er inſpire. 
A Female Breaft with ſuch a Fire. | OAT 
De warlike Amazonian Train, * me: 

1 hich in Elyſium now do peaceful reign, _ 

And Wit's mild Empire before Arms prefer, 

Hope "twill be ſettled in their Sex by her. 

Merlin the Seer (and ſure he wou'd not lie 
In ſuch a ſacred Company) 

Does Prophecies of learn'd Orinda how, 

Which he had darkly ſpoke ſo long 8b. —_ 

E' Boadicia's angry Get. 

Forgets her own Misfortune and Diſtrace, * 
And to her injur'd Daughters now does boaſt, 
7 bat Rome's v'ercome at ad ber Race 


Abraham Cowley. 
| TO 


W THE 


Excellent Ox R IN 5 A. 


E T the Male Poets their Mate Pha chi 
Thee I invoke, Orinda, for my Muſe; 
He cou'd but force a Branch, Daphne her Tree 
Moſt freely offers to her Sex and thee, 
And fays to Verſe, ſo unconſtrain'd as yours, 
Her Lawrel freely comes, your Fame ſecures: 
And Men no longer ſhall with raviſh'd Bays 
Crown their forc'd Poems by as forc'd a Praiſe. 
Thou Glory of our Sex, Envy of Men, 
Who are both pleas'd and vex xd. with thy bright 
Pen: | 
Its Luſtre doth intice their Eyes to gaze, 
But Mens ſore Eyes cannot endure its Rays; 
It dazles and ſurprizes ſo with Light, 
To find a Noon where they expected Night: 
A u oman tranſlate Pompey! which the fam'd 
Corneille with ſuch Art and Labour fram'd! 
To whoſe cloſe Verſion the Wits clubtheir Senſe» 
And a new Lay poetick SM EC ſprings thence! 
Yes, that bold Work'a Woman dares Tranſlate, 
Not to provoke, nor yet to fear Mens Hate. 


* 3 | Nature 


Nature doth find that ſhe hath err'd toa long, 
And'now reſolves to recompence that Wrong: 
 Phebus to Cynthia muſt his Beams reſign, 
The Rule of Day and Wit's now Feminine. 
That Sex, which heretofore was not allow'd . 
To underſtand more than a Beaſt, or Crowd; 
Of which Problems were made, whether or no 
Women had Souls; but to be damn'd, if fo; 
| Whoſe higheſt Contemplation could not paſs, 
In Mens Eſteem, no higher than the Glaſs; 
And all the painful Labours of their Brain, 
Was only how to Dreſs and Entertain: 
Or, if they ventur'd to ſpeak Senſe, the Wiſe ä 
Made that, and ſpeaking Oxe, like Prodigies. 
From theſe thy more than maſculine Pen hath 
| reard 
. Our Sex; firſt to be prais'd, next to be fear'd. 
And by the ſame Pen forc'd, Men now confeſs, 
To keep their Greatneſs, was to make us leſs. 
Men know of how refin'd and rich a Mold 
Our Sex is fram'd, what Sun is in our Gold; 
They know in Lead no Diamonds are ſet, 
And Jewels only fill the Cabinet. 
Our Spirits purer far than theirs, they ſee z 
By which even Men from Men diſtinguiſh'd be j 
By which the Soul is judg'd, and does appear 
Fit or unfit for Action, as they are. 


you 


When in an Organ various Sounds do ftroak, 
Or grate the Ear, as Birds ſing, or Toads croak; 
The Breath that voices ev'ry Pipe's the ſame, 
But the bad Mettal doth-the Sound defame. 
So, if our Souls by ſweeter Organs ſpeak, 
And theirs with harſh falſe Notes the Air do break; 
The Soul's the ſame, alike in both doth dwell, 
Tis from her Inſtruments that we excel. 
Ask me not then, why jealous Men debar 
Our Sex from Books in Peace, from Arms in War; 
It is becauſe our Parts will ſoon demand 
Tribunals for our Perſons, and Command. 
Shall it be our Reproach, that we are weak, 
And cannot fight, nor as the School-men ſpeak? | 
Even Men themſelves are neither ſtrong nor wiſe, 
If Limbs and Parts they do not exerciſe. | 
Train'd up to Arms, we Amazons have been, 
And Spartan Virgins ſtrong as Spartan Men: 
Breed Women but as Men, and they are theſe; 
Whilſt Sybarir Men are Women by their Eaſe. 
W hy ſhou'd not brave Semiramis break a Lance, 
And why ſhou'd not ſoft Nzyas curle and dance? 
Ovid in vain Bodies with Change did vex, 
Changing her form of Life, 1phis chang'd Sex. 
Nature to Females freely doth impart 
That, which the Males uſurp, a flout, bold Heart. 
Thus Hunters female Bea * to aſſail: 
And female Hawks more mettal'd than the Male: 
| a 4 Men 
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Men * not * 8 and Wit ingroſs, 
- | Whilſt the Fox lives, the Lyon, or the Hork. . 
Much leſs ought Men bothto themſelves Waßnes 
Whilſt Women, ſuch as you, Orinda, ſhine. 
That noble Friendſhip brought thee to our c. 
Me thank Lucaſia, and thy Courage boaſt. 
Death in each Wave cou'd not Orinda fright, 

_ Fearleſs ſhe acts that Friendſhip the did _ * 

Which manly Virtue to their Sex conſin d, 
Thou reſcueſt to confirm our ſofter Mind ; 
For there's requir d (to do that Virtue e340 
Courage, as much in Friendſhip as in Fight. 
The Dangers we deſpiſe, doth this Truth prove, 

_ Tho” boldly we not fight, we boldly love. 

Ingage us unto Books, Sappho comes forth, | 

Tho' not of Heſid's Age, of Heſiod's Worth. 

If Souls no Sexes have, as tis confeſs d, 
"Tis not the He nor She makes Poems beſt: 

Nor can Men call theſe Verſes Feminine, 

Be the Senſe Vigorous and Maſculine. * 
Iis true, Apollo ſits as Judge of Wit, 

But the nine Female learned Troop are it: . 

' Thoſe Laws, for which Numa did wiſe appear, 

| Wiſer Ægeria whiſper'd in his Ear. | 

=. The Gracchi's Mother taught them Hoquence; 

Prom her Breaſts . flow'd, from her —— 5 
Senſe; 5 | 
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And * Bernds, who heard her ſpeak in 
Bluſhꝰd hot to be inſtructed, but oercome. ¶ Rome, 
Vour Speech, as hers, commands Reſpect from all, 
Your very Looks, as hers, Rhetorical: 
Something of Grandeur in your Verſe Men ſee, 
That they riſe up to it as Majeſty. 
The wiſe and noble Orrerys Regard | 
Was much obſery'd, when he your Poem heard: 
All faid, a fitter Match was never ſeen, _. 
Had Pompey's Widow been Ar/amnes Queen. 
Pompey, who greater than hunſelf's become, 

Now in your Poem, thati before in Nome; : 
And much more laſting in the Poets Pen, 
Great Princes live, than the proud Towers of Men. 
He thanks falſe Egypt for its 'Treachery, 
Since that his Ruin is ſo ſung by thee; ho 
And ſo again-wou'd periſh, if withal, 
Orinda wou'd but celebrate ls Fall. 
Thus pleaſingly the Bee delights to die, 
Foreſeeing, he in Ambet Tomb ſhall lie. 
If that all Egypt, for to purge its Crime, 
25 built into one Pyramid o er him, 

would lye leſs ſtately in that Herſe, 

e doth now, Orinda, in thy Verſe: 
1 makes Cornelis for her Pompey vow, _ 
Her Hand ſhall plant bis Laurel on thy Brow: 
So equal in their Merits were both found, 
That the ſame Wreath Poets and Princes crown'd: 


And 
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She joys to > fee re. flouriſſi d on rarer Head. 
In the French Rock Cornelia firſt — 
But ſhin'd not like her ſelf till ſhe'was'thine: . 
Poems, like Gems, tranſlated from the Place 
Where they firſt grew, receive another Grace, . 
Dreſs d by thy Hand, and poliſh'd by thy Pen, 
She glitters now a Star, but jewel then: © 
No Flaw remains, no Cleud, all now 1s Light, 
Tranſparent as the Day, bright parts more bright, 
Corneille, now made Engliſh, fo doth thrive, 
As Trees tranſplanted do much luſtier five. © 
Thus Oar digg'd forth, and by ſuch Hands as thine 
Refin'd and ſtamp'd, is richer than the Mine. 
Liquors from Veſſel into Veſſel pour d, 
Muſt loſe ſome Spirits which are ſcarce 'reſtor'd: 
But the French Wines, in their own Veſſel rare, 
Pour'd into ours, by thy hand, Spirits are: 
So high in Taſte, and fo delicious, 
Before his own Corneille thine wou'd chuſe. 
He finds himſelf inlightned here, where Shade 
Of dark Expreſſion his own Words had made: 
That what he wou'd have ſaid, he ſees ſo writ, 
| As generonſly, to juſt Decorum fit. 
Mhen in more Words than his you pleaſeto flow, 
Like a ſpread Flood, inriching all below, _ 
To the Advantage of his well-meant Senſe, 
my gains by yas another Excellence. 


To 
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e your fetter d Muſe thus praiſed be, 


* . f 


To render Word for Word, at eie, 
Is only but to Conſtrue, not Tranſlate: 
In your own Fancy free, to his Senſe true, 
We read Corneilie, and Orinda too: 
And yet ye bath are ſo the very ſame, 
As when two Tapers join'd make one bright Flame. 
And ſure the Copier's Honour is not ſmall, 
When Artiſts doubt which is Original. 


t things do you write when it is free? 
When it iy free to chuſe both Senſe and Words, 
Or any Subject the vaſt World affords? 
A gliding Sea of Chryſtal doth belt ſhow flow: 
How ſmooth, clear, full, and rich your Verſe dot 
Vour Words are choſen, cull'd, not by chance writ, a 
To make the Senſe, as Anagrams do hit. 
Your rich becoming Words on the Senfe wait, 
As Maids of Honour on a Queen of State. 
'Tis not white Satinmakesa Verſe more white, 
Or ſoft; Iron is both, write you on it. 
Your Poems come forth caſt, to File you need, 
At one brave Heat both ſhap'd and poliſhed. - 
But why all theſe Encomiams of yon, | 
Who either donbrs; or will not take as due? 
Renown how little you regard, or need, 
Who, like the Bee, on your own Sweets doth feed? | 
There are, wholike weak Foul with Shores fall 
Doz'd with an Army's Acclamation: © * 
| x & bay - aa.07 Nod 
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Not able toindare-Applae; they fall; * 910 OS. 
 Giddy with Praiſe, their Praiſes PR OS 
But yqu, Oriada, are ſo unconcern d. 
As if when you, anot her we commend.” 

Thus, as the Sun, you in your Courſe ſhine on, 

Unmoy'd with all our Admirationn?: 
Flying above the Praiſe you en ws fre | 
Wit e, * TOI: © . 5 
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Memory . — Excellent Orinda 


I. ane 
give bright Saint 4 VoPry, whe ; 
No miſſrve Orders has to ſhow, 

Nor does & Call to Inſpiration o mm 
Zet rudely dares intrude among © 
. This ſacred, and inſpir'd Throngz, 

Where looking round me, ev'ry one I ſee, 

J's a fivorn Prieſt of Phoebus, or of thee. - 

Forgive this forward Zeal for things divine, 

If IT flrange Fire do offer at thy Shrine : 
Since the pure Incenſe, and the Gum 
We ſend up to the Pow'rs above, 
(If with Devotion giv'n, and Love) 


* 


Smells feet, and does alike accepted proves 
As if from golden Cenſors it did come; 


Though we the pious Tribute pay + 
1 een of common Clay. 
NE Decal 
What by Pindarichs cas be done; *{© 
Since the great Pindar's greater Son. . 
(By ev'ry Grace adorn'd, and every Muſe inſpir'd) 
From th ungrateful World, to kinder Heav'ns re- 
He, and Orinda from us gone, Leid: 
What Name like theirs ſhall ue now call me 2 
, Whether her Vertue, or her Wit _ | 
Me chuſe for our eternal Theme, 
What Hand can draw the perfet? Scheme 2 
None but her ſelf could ſuch high Subject 1 15 
We yield, with Shame, we Yield | 
To Death and Her the Hell- 
For were not Nature partial to vs Men, 
The World's great Order had inverted been; + 
Had ſhe ſuch Souls plac d in all Woman-kind, © 
Givn em like Wit, not with like.Goodneſs join d, 
Our Vaſſal Sex to hers had Homage paid; 
Woman hadruPdthe World, and weaker Man obey d. 


* Mr. A. Cowley. 


Ty thee, O Fame, we now commit . 
Her, and theſe laſt Remains of gew'rous Nr 
I charge thee, deeply to enroll © © 
This glorious Name in thy immortal Scroll; 
Write ev'ry Letter in large Text, : 
And then to make the Luſtre hold, 
Let it be done with pureſt Gold, 
To dagle this Age, and oui ſbine the next: 
; Since not a Name more bright than Here, x} 
1 this, or thy large Book appears. © 
Aud thou impartial; powerful Grave, 
Theſe Reliques (like her deathleſ+ Poems) ſave; 
Eu from devouring Time ſeture, | 
May they till reft from cb. Mixture pure 
Unleſs ſome dying Monarch ſhall; to trye © 
Whether Orinda, though ber ſelf could He. 
Can ftill give others Immortality; 
" Think, if but laid in ber miraculous Tomb, 
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James Tyrrell 


TO 


4745 THE 5 
Memory of the Incomparable Orinda. 
A PINDARICK ODE. 


4 
Long Adieu to all that's bright, 
Noble, or brave, in Womankind, 
To all the Wonders of their Wit, 
And Trophies of their Mind; 
The glowing Heat of th* Holy Fire is gone, 
I 0 o th' Altar, whence twas kindled, flown; 
There's nought on Earth, but Aſhes left behind; 
Ere ſince th amazing Sound was ſpread, 
ORIND A's Dead. 
Wer ſoft and fragrant Word, 
All that Language could afford, 
Every high and lofty thing . 
That's wont to ſet the Soul on Wing, 
No longer with this worthleſs World would ſtay: 
Thus when the Death of the great Pan was told, 
Along the Shore the diſmal Tidings roll'd, 
The leſſer Gods their Fanes forſook ; 
Confounded with the mighty Stroke, 
They could not over-live that fatal Day, 
But bgh'd, and — their ir gaſping mo away. 
How 


I. 
How rigid are the Laws of Fate; 
And how ſevere that black Decree? 
No ſublunary Thing is free, _ 
555 all muſt enter th' Adamantine Gate: 
Sooner or later ſhall we come 
To Nature's dark Retiring-Room ; x 
And yet 'tis Pity, is it not? 
The learned as the Fool ſhould dye, 
One full as low as t other ly en; 
Together blended in the general Lot: 
d only from the common Croud, - 
By an hindg'd Coffin, or an Holland Shroud, 
Though Fame and Honour ſpeak themne'er ſo 
Alas Orinda, even thou! - Loud; 
Whoſe happy Verſe made others live, 
And certain Immortality could give; 
' Blaſted are all thy blooming Glories now, 
The Lawrel withers o're thy Brow: :- 
Methinks it ſhould diſturb thee to conceive 
That when poor I this artleſs Breath reſign, 
My Duſthould Kelis 2 of Poetry as Thine. 


WE Too ſoon we languiſh with defire 
Of what we never could enough EE 


On th Billows of this World ſometimes weriſe 

So dangerouſly hh, | 

8 We are to Heav'n too nigh; a 4; v 3 
* | When 


2 


When (all: in Rage | 
Grown hoary with one Minute's Age) 
The very ſelf-fame fickle Wave, 
Which the entrancing Proſpect gave, 
Swoll'n to a Mountain, ſinks into a Grave. 
Too happy Mortals, if the Pow'rs above. 
As merciful wou'd be, 5 
And eaſie to preſerve the thing we love, 
As in the giving they are free! 7G 
But they too oft delude our weary'd Eyes; V 
They fix a flaming Sword twixt us and Paradiſe 
A weeping Evening crowns a ſmiling Day, 
Yetwhy ſhou'd heads of Gold have feet of Clay ? 
Why ſhow'd the Man that wav'd th* Almight 
That led the Murmuring Croud, * 
By Pillar and by Cloud, 4 
Shivering a top of atry Piſgah ſtand, 


Only to ſees but never, never tread the 5 
[Land? 
IV. 


Throw your Swords and Gauntlets by, 
You daring Sons of War, 
You'cannot purchaſe cer you die 
One honourable Scar, 
Since that fair Hand that gilded all your a 
That in Heroick Numbers wrote your Praiſe, 
While you ſecurely ſlept in Honour Bed, 


It *. alas! 1 is Withered, cold, and dead; 
1 Cold 


8 


Cold and dead are all thoſe Charms, 
Which burniſh'd your victorious Arms; 
Inglorious Arms hereafter muſt 

Bluſh firſt in Blood, and then in Ruſt: 

No Oil, but that of Her ſweet Words, will ſerve 
Weapon and Warrior to preſerve. + 
Expect no more from this dull Age, 

But Folly, or Poetick. Rage, 5 5 
| Short-liv'd Nothings of the Stage, 

Vented to Day, and cry'd to Morrow down: 

With Her the Soul of Poeſie is gone; | 
Gone, while our Expectations flew 
As high a pitch as the has done, 

Exhal'd to Heav'n like early Dew, - 


Betimes the little ſhining Drops are downs | 


Fer th drowzy World perceiv'd that'Mannrawas 
* down. 
V. * 


Yon of the Sex that wou'd be fair, 
Exceeding lovely, hither come, . 
Wou'd you be pure as Angels are, 


Come dreſs you by Orinde's Tomb, 
And leave your flatt'ring Glaſs at home; 
Within this Marble Mirrour ſee 
How one Day ſuch as Se 
*You-muſt, and yet alas! can never be. 
Think on the heights of that vaſt Soul, 
And then admire, and then condole. . 


Think on the Wonders of Her Pen, 
"Twas that made Pompey truly Great, 
Neither th Expence of Blood nor Sweat, 
Nor yet Cornelia's Kindneſs made him live again. 
- With Envy think, when to the Grave you go, 
How very little muſt be ſaid of-you, 


Since all that can be ſaid of virtuous Woman 
[was her due. 


Thomas Flatman, M. A. 
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Mrr.KATHERINE Pail ies. 


I. 
\Rue! Diſeaſe! Ah could it not ſuffice 
Thy old and conſtant Spight to exerciſe 
Againſt the gentleſt and the faireſt Sex, 
- Which ſtill thy Depredations moſt do vex? 
Where ftill thy Malice moſt of all 
(Thy Malice or thy Luft) does on the Faireſt fall 2 
And in them moſt aſſault the faireſt Place, 
The Throne of Empreſs Beauty, even the Face? 
There was enough of that here to aſſwage 
(One would have thought) either thy Luft or Rage: 
Was't not enough, when thou, profane Diſeaſe, 
Diaſt on this glorious Temple ſeize, 
Was t not enough, like a wild Zealot there, 
All the rich outward Ornaments to tear, 
Deface the innocent Pride of beauteous Images? 
Was't not enough thus rudely to defile, 


But thou muſt quite deſtroy the goodly Pile? 


And 


And thy unbounded Sacrilege commit 
On the imward Holyeft Holy of her Wit? 
Cruel Diſeaſe! there thou miſtook ſt thy Power; 
No Mine of Death can that devour ; 
On her Embalmed Name it will abide 
An everlaſting Pyramide, | 


As high as Heav'n the Top, as Earth the Baſe | 
"Ty 
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All * paſt, record; all Countries now 
In various kinds ſuch equal Beauties ſhow, 
That even Judge Paris would not know 
On whom the Golden Apple to beſtow. 
Tho) Goddeſſes to his Sentence did ſubmit, 
Women and Lovers would appeal from it; 
Nor durſt he ſay, of all the Female Race, 
This ts the Sov" reign Face. 
And ſome (tho theſe be of a Kind that's Rare, 
That's much, oh much leſ frequent than the Fair) 
So equally renoum d for Virtue are, 
That it the Mather of the Gods might poſe, 
When the beſt Woman for her Guide ſhe choſe 
But if Apollo ſhould deſign ' 
A Woman Laureat to make, 
Without Diſpute he would Orinda take, 
Tho Sappho and the famous Nine 
Stood by, and did repine. 


bz 


ag 
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I great, but tis a Greatneſs always * irs 
| The * World did never but two Women know 


Who, one by Fraud, the other by Wit did riſe 
To the two Tops of Spiritual Dignities; 


One Female Pope of old, one . Poet now. 


Ill. 


of Female Poere, who had Wes of old, 


Nothing i is ſhewn, but only told, 


And all ue hear of them, perhaps may be N a 


Male Flattery only, and Male Poetry; ' 
Few Minutes did their Beauties Lightning waſte, 


The Thunder of their Voice did longer *. 
But that too ſoon was paſt. | 


The certain Proofs of our Orinda's Wie Ha 


In her own laſting Charatters are writ, | 
And they will long my Praiſe of them farvive; © 


Tho" long perhaps too that may live. 


The Trade of Glory manag'd by the Pen, 
Tho great it be, and every where is found, 

Dues bring in but ſmall Profit to us Men; 
"Tis by the number of the Sharers aroum d, 


Orinda in the female Coaſts of Fame 


| Engroſſes all the Goods of a Poetick Name, 


She does no Partner with her ſee; ' 


Does all the Buſmeſs there Alone, which we 


Are ford to carry on by a whole Company. 


IV. But 


.v 
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But Wie, like a Ae Vine, N 
Dales to Virtues Prop it join, 
Firm and eref towards Heavn bound, 
Tho it with beauteous Leaves and pleaſant Fruit be 
It lies deform d, and rott ing on the Conner vun 4 

Now Shame and Bluſhes on us all 

M ho our own Sex ſuperior call; 
Orinda does our boaſting Sex out-do, . 
Not in Wit only, but in Virtue too: , 
She does above our beſt Examples riſt, 
In hate of Vice, and ſcorn of Vanities. 
Never did Mir it of the Manly Make, | 
Aud dipt all oer in Learning's ſacred Lake, 
A Temper mort invulnerable take; 
N'o violent Paſſion could an-Entrance find 
Into the tender Goodneſs of her Mind: + 
Thro' Walls of tone thoſe furious Bullets may 
Force their impetuous Way; 


When her 6 1 ft Brea they bit, damped and dead 
0 Leben hay. 


The — of Friendhip, which þ long had rol 
Of three or four illuſtrious Names of old, ; 
Till hoarfe and weary of the Tale ſhe grew, ©. 
Rejoyces now to have got 4 new, 
A eu, and more ſurpriſing Story, 
of fair Leal and Orinda! s Glory, 
b 4 — 
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- As when a prudent Man does once perceive 
That in ſome foreign Country he muſt live, 
The Language and the Manners he does ſtrive | 

To under ſtand and practiſe here, 
That he may come no Stranger there; 
So well Orinda did her ſelf prepare, | 
In this much different Clime, for her Remove, 
To the glad World of Poetry and Love. 
There all the Bleſt do but one Body grow, 
And are made one too with their glorious Head, 
Whom there triumphantly they wed, ' 
After the ſecret Contract Paſt below; 
There Love into Identity wes ge, 
*Tis the firſt Unities Monarchique Throne, 


The Crate that knits all, where the great Three's 
| 125 One. 


Abraham Goole | 
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Think not o the "IEP nor am and. WD , 
Which wa 25 y foever the great Heim . 
- Bur 3 that "Yon whole Father' $ ; Danger 150 


Did force his Native Dumbneſs, and untie 


$40 * 


untie 


The fetter q Organs; ſo this is a Cauſe, 4b or 177 
That will excuſe the Breach of Nature's Laws. | 
Silence were now a Sin, 2 now 
Wiſe Men themſelves for N it would allow. 

What noble Eye could fee e (and careleſs paſs) 
The ng Lick Kea by ery ay ML] 
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 Aquit Crown, Bor yer a quiet Grare? 
Tombs have been Sartuaries Thieves od f 
Secure from Aff their Penatty and Fer. 
Great Chanles his double Miſery was chi, 
l Fefends, ignoble Enemies. © © 4 
any Heatheh been this Prince's Foes 14 2 
He would have wept to ſee him injur d ſo. 

His Title was his Crime, they'd Reaſon good 
To quarrel a * Right Ln withſtood. 
He Hot: and rhtrrefive be miiſ lie; 
And what ſhall then W of thee and I? 
Slander muſt follow Treaſon 5 but yet ſtay, 
Take not our Reaſon with our King away. 
Tho' you have feiz'd upon all our Donny” 
Yet do not ſequeſter our common Senſe. 
Chrift will be Ring, but I ne'er anderſioad, 11 
His Subjects built his Kingdom up with Blood, & 
Except their, gun z. or that he would diſpence b 
With his Commands, tho” for his own Defetice. . 
Oh! to whit beight of horrour are they code 
Who dare part doun a Crown tear up a Ten 


SLA Lad 102%9 liv . 1 


{ 7 
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On the 2 Ach. of ths bon to walt 2 
n Kut i Flünden. 
(7 ing Oel 269 | 251 Lilo» Was {don 16d / 
Alten, Great Prince voto thy Bricifh ies 
Or all thy Subje&s will become Exiles. 


To 


5 1 — FI 3 


50 — 
8 » * 


\ 


: Poems on fu Or 
To thee they flock, thy Preſence i is — —— 
As Pompey's Camp, where cer it mob d, was Rome 
They that aſſerted thy Juſt Citiſe go —_ - 
To teſtifie their Joy and Reverence 4 _. 
And. thoſe that did not, now, by: Wonder ta 
Go to confeſs and expiate their Fault. 3 
So that if thou doſt ſtay, thy gaſping Land 
It ſelf will empty on the Belgick Sand: Ws 
Where the affrighted Dutehman does profeſs | 
He thinks it an Invalion,.not Addreſs, |. 
As we unmonarch'd were for want of thee, , © ; 
So till thou come we ſhall unpeopled b. be, 
None but the cloſe Fanatick ill, remain, 
Who by our Loyalty his Ends will gain: 
And he th' exhauſted Land will quickly find © 
As deſolate a Place as he defign'd. - RL 
For England (tho grown old with Vee) wil 1 
Her long deny d and Sovereign Remedy ail of 
So when old Jacob could but Credit give. 3H 
Foſeph t t was preſerved, to reſtore 
Sake chat would have taken his before) _ 
It is enough, (aid he) to Reh: 1 
Vage and ee die. 


Wee bi! 
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Than ever Hero's yet engroſt; OX” 2 Shun 


In bim two Miracles we vier, 


a g 12 : 21 32; TIE of 2 
| | " Arian os ne 7⸗ His Mee a his 5 745 


Let ins England. 


Hom does this Rarely Navy bring? #401 
"'O! tis Grtat' Britain's Glotious King" 1h 


c hints, ye Winds ani Sea 03 00 
Swift as Defire, and calm as Peace, | | 


CF 4 
* & 


In your Reſpen let him ©. 4: {OM | as ©: 
What all his other bo nip pay; 1 re 
And propheſie to th em again . R Ann ow 
The ſplendid ſmyootfineſs of his Reigg. 
Charles and his mighty Hopes you 1 S 
A 4 gone now than Czſar's here; 8 
Whoſe Veins a fieber! Purple boaſt. 25 5 8 


Sprung from a Father fo Auguſt, 
"HoFrivingh in lis very Duſt. 9 DNK 1 


His Virtue and bis Safety too 
For when compelrd by Traitor Crimes 
To breathe and bow in Forei ce, 
Expos | to all ah rigid Fate 


That does on wither d Greatneſs walt Races Al 5 
Plots againſt Life and ee N og * 
By Foes purſu'd, by Friends betray -d; 
Then Heav'n, his ſecret potent Friend, 
Did him from Drugs ad Stibs den; 

And, 


— 


; n en 5 
And, what's more yet, kept him upright, 


-  Midit flatt ring Hope and bloody Fight. 
Cromwell his whole Right never gain d. 
Defender of the Faith remain'd; _ .,  - 

For which his Predeceſſors fought, _ | 

And writ, but none ſo dearly bought. 7 K 

Never was Prince ſo much ;beficg'ds | 

At home pravok'd, boned eh ww 

Nor ever Man reſiſted Wen * A 

No not great Athanaſins, _ 

No help,of Friends could, or Hen _ 
To fierce Invaſion him invite. Wi. 

Revenge to him no, Pleaſure is 

He ſpar d their Blood who-gap'3 for bi; | 

Bade any Hands the Es Croun k 6 2 
Should faſten on him but their own. 5 | 

As Peace and Freedom with him 5 1 

With him they came from Baniſhment. | 

That he might his 1 e 

He with himſelf did firſt begin: 

And, that beſt Victory obtain 

His Kingdom quickly he regain d. 77 

Th' Illuſtrious Suff rings of this Prince Fa 

Did all reduce, and all convince. 

He only livd with fuch Succeſs, 

That the whole World would fight with 1h. 

_  Adiſtant Kings could but ſubdue 01 — 

3 Foes which he can Pardon toe. 
B 3 | He 
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6 Poems on ſeveral Orraſions. 
He chitils uo Skäughter Trophies good, © 
Nor Lawrels dipt in Subjedts 52854 + * 
But with a ſweet reſiſtleſs At | 
Diſarms the Hand, and wins the Hear; 3 
And like a God doth reſcue thoſe 
Who did themſelves atid him — 
Go, wondrous Prince, adorn that — 
Which Birth and Merit make your own; 
And in your Mercy brighter ſhine | 
Than in the Glories of your Line: 
Find Love at home, and abroad Fear, 
And Veneration'every where. 
Th* united World will you allow. © {> 
Their Chief, to whotr the 2085 50 bow: W 
And Monarchs fall to yours fefort. 
As Shebs's Quietrito Jude Court z 
Returning thetice, conſtrained more wed: 
To wonder, etivy, and adbre, OT 
Diſcover d Nam ill hate your wha doe 
- But ſhe ſhall tremble at your Frown. . 
For Eng land ili N and reſtor'd by You) 
The  ſuppliait World Protedh | 'or Uſe Subdve. 


1 £ 4 By £\ ; — 
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On the Fair Weather . at *% — 2 uber- 
im rained immediately before and after: 
O clear a Seaſd arid To ſnatch'd from Storms, 
ShewsHeavi e to ſee what Man performs. 


aft 1 5 | Well 


* 


8 FRO 
Well knew the Sun, if ſuch a Day * dn. 
It would have been an Injury to him: 
For then a Cloud had from his Eye conceal'd 
The nobleſt Sight that ever he beheld. 
He thegefore, check d th'inyading Rains we fear d. 
And in a bright Parenthefis appear d- 77 
So that we knew not which look'd moſt content, 
The King, n | 
But the Solemnity once fully. paſty . 
The Storm return'd with an a haſt. | 
And Heav'n and Earth each other-to.outdo, . 
Vied both in Cannons and in Fire- works too. 
So Iſtael paſs d through the divided Flood, 
While in obedient heaps the Ocean ſtood: 
But the ſame Sea (the Hebrews once on Shore) 
Return d in Torrents where it was before, 


1 2 


—— 


To the Queen's Majeſty, on Her Arrival at Parti. 
| mouth, May 14. 1663. " 
OW chat the Seas and Winds ſo kind are grown, 
For our Advantage to reſign their own; 
Now you have quitted the triumphant Fleet, 
And ſuffer d Enghſs Ground to kiſs your Feet, = 
Whilſt your glad Subjects with Impatience throng 1 
To ſee a 1 have begg d o long; | 
g 9,  » 522514», pr, VR 


gr. Pane on carat O ebe, 
Whilſt Nature (who in compliment to you Wave. 
kept back til new her Wealth and Beauty too) 10 1 
Hath, to attend thie Luſtre your Eyes brings, 
gent forth her ov d Ambaſſador the Spring; 
Whilſt in your Praiſe Fame's echo doth conſpire ' fl 
With the ſoft Touches of the ſacted Lyres ul bil 
Let au obſcurer Muſe, upon her Knees, . CE 
Preſent you with fuch Offermgs as theſe, 6150 1 
And you as a Divinity adore, , ah t 
That ſo your Mercy may appear PROD 20 1 
Who, though of thoſe you ſhould Ae beſt 
ö Can ſucli imperfe& ones as theſe | 
Hail Royal Beauty, Virgin brut and gra + 
Who do our Hopes ſecure, our Joys complest. 
We cannot reckon what to you we ow 
Who make him happy who makes us be ſv. 
But. Heav'n for us the deſp rate Debt hath wy 
. — ſuch a Monarch hath your wonder made. 


A Prince whoſe Virtue did alone ſubdus 8 
Armies of Men; and of. Offences too. 

So good, that from him all our Bleſlings flows 2 
Yet i is a greater than he can beſtow. ig LA 


So great, that he diſpenſes Life and Death, 
And Europe's F ate depends upon his Breath. 
F ortune in amends now courts him more, 
Than ever ſhe affronted him before: 3 
| As Lovers that of Jealoyſic repent | ENG. en 


Grow troubleſome i in kind neee - Oy 


- 


. — 
dee Coche tiew's l. wobliig”you, - - 


Never was Hain fo generouſly defyid z 

Where they defign'd a Prey, he courts a Bü ber 
Hence they'may gueſs what will , 1 
When be appear d ſo brave in making Loe; 

And be more wiſe than to provoke his Arms, 

Who can ſubmit to nothing but your Charms. 


And till they give him leiſure to fubdue, © ; | 


His Enemies muſt owe their Peace to you. 
Whilft he and you mixing illuſtrious Rays, 


As much above our Wiſhes as our Praiſe, - 
Such Hero's ſhall produce, as even they 
WR win, rod or Wes ſhall che | 
1 4 
7 Derne —— TT Pry mT - 


the Sper en- Morhev's Majeſtr, Jan, . 166}. 


ou juſtly may forſake a Land) wich you; 
Have found ſo guilty and ſo fatal too. 


Shot all her poiſon'd Arrows here, or hence. 
"Tis how bob ee your Like parſer, | 
(To whom *rwas Treaſon only to be rude,) ) 


(O glorious Criminal I) to take your flight. , |; 9 55 
Whence after you all that was Human fled z 58 
For here, ok! 8 a 75 
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Than other Princes in their Battels o/ 


Fortune, in jurious to your Innocence, oof 


Till you were forc'd by their unwaried Spight 92 


_ 
— — 
— ̃q — — 


— 


— 


— — — 
—— — 
— 


— 


——— — 
— 


— — * 


gs + — 


— * 
— hk 
% 


— oy —— — ac . k 1 4 a5 


F 


1 . | 
N 
7 
4 q 
AS 
Q * 5 

o bo 

U 4 i * 


Nor had we loſt a Princeſs all confeſt 


10  DPoems on ſeveral Occaſions... 

Whoſe Cauſe and Heart muſt be divine and high, 
That having you could be content to die. 

Here they purloin d what we to you did owe, 

And paid you in variety of woe. * 

Yet all thoſe Billows in your Breaſt did meet 
A Heart ſo firm, ſo loyal, and ſo ſweet, 

That over them you greater Conqueſt made 

Than your immortal Father ever had. 

For we may read in Story of ſome few | 

That fought like him, none that indur d like you: 
Till Sorrow bluſh'd to act what Traitors meant, 

And Providence it ſelf did firſt 2 5 
But as our Active, ſo our Paſſive, 111 

Hath made your ſhare to be the Suff rer's gill, 

As from our Miſchiefs all your Troubles grew, 

Tis your fad right to ſuffer for them too. 

Elſe our Great Charles had not been hence ſo long, 

Nor the Illuſtrious Glou'ſter dy d ſo young: | 


To be the greateſt, wiſeſt, and the beſt; 

Who leaving colder Parts, but leſs unkind, 

(For it was here ſhe ſet, and there ſhe ſhin'd,) 

Did to a moſt ungratcful Climate come 

To make a Viſit, and to find a Tomb. | 

So that we ſhould as much your Smile deſpair, 

As of your ſtay in this unpurged Air; 

But that your Mercy doth exceed our Crimes 

As much as your Example former times;  _ 
And 
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And will forgive our Off rings, though the Flame 
Does tremble ſt ili betwixt Regret and Shame. 

For we have juſtly ſuffer d more than youz 

By the ſad Guilt of all your Suff rings too. 

As you the great Idea have been ſeen 

Of either Fortune, and in both a Queen, 

Live {till triumphant by the nobleſt Wars, 

And juſtifie your reconciled. Stars, 

See your Offenders for your Mercy bow, 

And your try d Virtue all Mankind allow; 

While you to ſuch a Race have giv'n birth, 

As are contended for by Heav'n and Earth. 


Upon the Princeſs Royal her Return into England. 


Elcome ſure Pledge of reconciled Pow'rs; 
If Kingdoms have good Angels, you are ours: 
For th' ill ones, check d by your bright Influence, 
Could never ſtrike 'till you were hurried hence. 
But then, as Streams withſtood more rapid grow, 
War and Confufion ſoon did overflow: 

Such and ſo many Sorrows did ſucceed, 

As it would be a new one now to read. 

But whilſt your Luſtre was to us deny'd, 

You ſcatter'd Bleſſings every where beſide. 

Nature and Fortune have fo curious been, 

To yive you Worth, and Scene to ſhew it in. 


But 


* 
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But we do moſt admire that gen'rous Care | 
Which did your glorious Brother's Suff*rings ſhare; 
So that he thought them in your Preſence none, | 
And yet your Suff rings did increaſe his own. 
O wondrous Prodigy! O Race Divine! *' 
Who owe more to your Actions than your Line. 
Your Lives exalt your Father's deathleſs Name, 
The Bluſh of England, and the boaſt of Fame. 
nt WW ardon, Great Madam, this unfit Addreſs, 

| Which does profane the Glory *twould confeſs. 
Oi.ur Crimes have baniſh'd us from you, and we 
Were more'remov'd by them than by the Sea. 
Nor is it known whether we wrong'd you more 

When we rebell'd, or now we do adore. : 
But what-Guilt found; Devotian cannot miſs, 
And you who pardon'd that, will pardon this. 

Your bk ſt Return tells us our Storms are „ 
Our Faults forgiven, and our Stars appea#d. * 
| Your Mercy, which no Malice could deſtroy, 
Shall firſt beſtow, and then inſtruct, our Joy, 
_ For bounteous Heav'n hath in your Highneſs ſent 
| ' Our m" ne _ and Ornament. 


* 
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\Reat Gloufter's. dead, and yet inthis we wed 
| Confeſs that angry MAR Eat; 
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Wa 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, 
We have ſo long and yet ſo ill endur'd : © - 

The Woes which our Offences had procur d, 

That this new ftroak would all our Strength deſtroy, 
Had we not known an Interval of Joy. © 
And yet perhaps this ſtroak had been We 

If we this Interval had not abus'd. 

But our Ingratitude and Diſ content 
Deſerv'd to know our Mercies were but lent: 

And thoſe Complaints Heay'n in this rigid Fate 
Does firſt chaſtiſe, and then legitimate. 

By this it our Diviſions does reprove, 1 

And males us join in Grief, if not in Love. 
For (glorious Youth) all Parties do agree, 

As in admiring, ſo lamenting thee; | 

The Sovereign's, Subje&'s, Foreigner's Delight; ; 
Thou wert the univerſal Favourite. 
Not Rome's belov'd and brave Marcellus fell 
So much a Darling, or a Miracle. 
Though built of richeſt Blood and fineſt Earth, 
Thou hadſt a Heart more noble than thy Birth: 
Which by th' afflictive Changes thou didſt know, 
Thou hadſt but too much Cauſe and Time to ſhow. 
For when Fate did thy Infancy expoſe 

To the moſt barbarous and ſtupid Foes; 

Yet thou didſt then ſo much expreſs the Prince, 

As did even them amaze, if not convince. 

Nay; that looſe Tyrant whom no bound conſin d, 


Wines neither ns Oaths, nor Shame could bind 
Although 
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Although his Soul was than his Look more grim, 

et thy brave Innocence half ſoften'd him. 

And he that Worth wherein thy Soul was dreft 

By his ill-faveur'd Clemency confeſt; * ' 

Leſſening the lll which he could not repent, 

He call'd that Travel which was Baniſhment. 

Eſcap'd from him, thy Trials were encreas d.; 

The Scene was chang'd, but not the Danger ceas d. 

Thou from rough Guardians to Seducers gone, 

Thoſe made thy Temper, theſe thy Judgment known; 

Whilſt thou the nobleſt Champion wert for Truth, 

Whether we view thy Courage or thy Youth. 

If to foil Nature and Ambition claims 

Greater Reward than to encounter F "= 

All that ſhall know the Story muſt allow 

A Martyr's Crown prepared for thy Brow. - 

But yet thou wert ſuſpended from thy Throne, 

Till thy Great Brother had regain'd his own: | 

Who though the braveſt Suff rer, yet even He 

Could not at once have miſs d his Crown and Thee. 

But as commiſſion'd Angels make no ftay, - 

But having done their Errand go their way: 

So thy part done, not thy reſtored State 

The future Splendor which did for thee wait, 

Nor that thy Prince and Country muſt mourn for 

Such a Support, and ſuch'a Counſellor, 

Could longer keep thee from that Bliſs, whence thou 

L down with pity on Earth's Monarchs now) 
| Where 
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Where thy capacious Soul may quench her Thicft, 
And younger Brothers 'may inherit firſt. 
While on our King Heav'n does this Care expreſs, 
To make his Comforts ſafe he makes them leſs. 
For this ſucceſsful Heathens uſe to ſay, | 
It is too * (great Oy ſend ſome allay. | 


. 


To Her Royal Highneſs the Dutcheſs if York; on 
her commanding me to ſend her Jon Things that 
J had — 


you 0 hol Dignity firikes us with Awe). 

And whoſefargreater Judgment gives us Laws 

(YourMind b'ing more tranſcendent than your State, 

For while but Knees to this, Hearts bow to that,) 

Theſe, humble Papers never durſt come near, 

Had not your pow'rful Word bid them appear; 

In which ſuch Majeſty, ſuch Sweetneſs dwells, 

As in one act obliges, and compels. 

None can difpute Commands vouchſaf d by you. 

What ſhall my Fears then and Confuſion do? 

They muſt reſign, and by their juſt Pretence 

Some value ſet on my Obedience. 

For in religious Duties, tis confeſt, 

The moſt Implicite are accepted beſt. 

If on that ſcore your Highneſs will excuſe 

This bluſhing Tribute of an artleſs Muſe, 5 
42 ä She 
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She 1 may .(encourag'd by your leaſt regard, 
Which firſt can Worth create, and then reward) 
At modeſt diſtance with improved ſtrains 10 
That Mercy celebrate which now ſhe gains. 
But ſhould you that ſeverer Juſtice uſe, 
Which theſe too prompt Approaches may produces 
As the ſwift Hind which hath efcaped long, 
_ Believes a vulgar Shot would be a wrong; © 
But wounded by a Prince falls without ſhame, 
And what in Life ſhe loſes,. gains in Fame: 
So if a: Ray from you chance to be ſent, . 
Which to conſume, and not to warm, is meant; 
My trembling Muſe at leaſt more nobly 0 N 
And falls 1 that a truer ane ; bat MA 
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Ale the moſt dv with officious heat ;. 

Only adore the Living and the Great; 8 
Yet this Queen's Merits Fame ſo far hath , 1 
That ſhe rules ſtill, though diſpoſſeſt and dead. 

For loſing one; two other Crowns remain d 
Over all A and her own Griefs ſhe reign' 4. 
Two Thrones ſo \ ſplendid, as to none are less 
But to that third which ſhe. does now poſſeſs. of N 
Her Heart and Birth F. ortune ſo well did know 
Thar ſeeking her own Fame in ſuch a Fo, | 
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She dreſt the ſ pacious Theatre for the fight, 
And the admiring World call'd to the fight: 
An Army then of mighty Sorrows brought, 
Who all againſt this fingle Virtue fought; 


And ſometimes Stratagems, and ſometimes Blows 


To her heroick Soul they did oppoſe: 

But at her Feet their vain Attempts did fall, 
And ſhe diſcover'd and ſubdu'd them all, | 
Till Fortune weary of her Malice grew, 
Became her Captive and her Trophy too: 

And by too late a Tribute begg'd thave been 
Admitted Subject to ſo brave a Queen. 

But as ſome Hero who a Field hath won, 
Viewing the things he had ſo greatly done; 
When by his Spirit's flight he finds that he 

With his own Life muſt buy his Victory, 

He makes the ſlaughter d Heap that next him lies 
His Funeral Pile, and then in triumph dies: 
So fell this Royal Dame, with conqu' ring ſpenty 
And left in ev'ry Breaſt her Monument; 
Wherein ſo high an Epitaph is writ, 

As I muſt never dare to Copy it. 

But that bright Angel which did on her wait, 
In fifty Years Contention with her Fate, 

And in that Office did with wonder ſec 


How great her Troubles, how much greater ſhez 


How ſhe maintain'd her beſt Prerogative, 
In keeping ſtill the Power to forgive: 
| C 
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How high ſhe did in her Devotion go, 

And how her Condeſcention ſtoop d as low; 
With how much Glory ſhe had ever been 

A Daughter, Siſter, Mother, Wife, and Queen; 
Will ſure employ ſome deathleſs Muſe to tell 
Our Children this inſtructive Miracle, 

Who may her ſad Illuſtrious Life recite, | 
And after all her Wrongs may do her Right. 


O — 
— 8 = 8 8 — 


On the Third of September, 1651. 


S when the glorious Magazine of Light 
Approaches to his Canopy of Night, | 
He with new Splendor cloaths his dying Rays, | 
And double Brightneſs to his Beams conveys; 
And (as to brave and check his ending Fate) 

Puts on his higheſt Looks in's loweſt State, 

Dreſt in ſuch Terror as to make us all 

Be Anti-Perfians, and adore his Fall ; 

Then quits the World depriving it of Day, 

While ev'ry Herb and Plant does droop away : 

So when'our gaſping Engliſh Royalty 
Perceiv'd her Period was now drawing nigh, 

She ſummons her whole Strength to give one Blow, 
To raiſe her ſelf, or pull down others too. 

Big with Revenge and Hope ſhe now ſpake more 
Of Terror than in many Months before; 


And 


I 
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And muſters her Attendants, or to ſave 

Her from, or elſe attend her to, the Grave: 
Yet but enjoy d the miſerable Fate 

Of ſetting Majeſty, to die in State. 

Unhappy Kings, who cannot keep a Throne, 
Nor be fo fortunate to fall alone! 

Their weight ſinks others: Pompey could not fly, 
But half the World muſt bear him company; 
And captiv'd Sampſon could not Life conclude, 
Unleſs attended with a Multitude. 

Who'd truſt to Greatneſs now, whoſe Food is Air, 
Whoſe Ruin ſudden, and whoſe End Deſpair? 
Who would preſume upon his glorious Birth, 

Or quarrel for a ſpacious ſhare of Earth, 

That ſees ſuch Diadems become ſo cheap, 

And Heroes tumble in a common heap? 

Oh give me Virtue then, which ſums up all, 
And firmly ſtands when Crowns and Scepters fall. 


— 


— — 


To the noble Palæmon, on his Incomparable Diſcourſe 


of Friendſhip. 


E had been till undone, wrapt in diſguiſe, 
| Secure, not happy; cunning, and not wiſe z 
War had been our deſign, Int'reſt our trade; 


We had not dwelt in fafety, but in ſhade, | 
T3 Hadſt 
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Hadſt thou not hung out Light, more welcome far 
Than wand'ring Sea-men think the Northern-ſtary 
To ſhew, leſt we our Happineſs ſhould miſs, - 
Tis plac'd in Friendſhip, Mens and Angels Bliſs. 
Friendſhip, which had a Scorn or Mask been made, 
And till had been derided or betray” 'd; 

At which the great Phyſician ſtill had laugh'd, 

The Soldier ſtormed, and the Gallant ſcoff'd; 


Or worn not as a Paſſion, but a Plot, 


At firſt pretended, and at laſt forgot; 
Hadſt thou not been her great Deliverer, 


At firſt diſcover d, and then reſcu'd her, 

And raiſing what rude Malice had flung down, 

Unveil'd her Face, and then reſtor'd her Crown: 

By ſo auguſt an Action to convince, 

"Tis greater to ſupport than be a Prince. 

Oh for a Voice which loud as Thunder were, 

That all Mankind thy conqu'ring Truths might hear | 

Sure the Litigious as amaz'd would ſtand, 

As fairy Knights touch'd with Cambina's Wand, 

Drawn by thy ſofter, and yet ſtronger Charm, 

Nations and Armies would lay down their Arms. 

And what more Honour can on thee be hurl'd, 

Than to protect a Virtue, ſave a World? 

But while great Friendſhip thou haſt copied out, 

Thou'ſt drawn thy ſelf ſo well, that we may * 

Which moſt appears, thy Candor or thy Art, 

Whether we owe more to thy Brain or Heart. 
k D 
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But this we know without thine own Conſent, 
Thon'ſt rais'd thy ſelf a glorious Monument; 
Temples and Statues Time with eat away, 
And Tombs (like their Inhabitants) decay; 
But there Palæmon lives, and fo he muſt 
When Marbles crumble to forgotten Duſt. 


— 
— 


To the Right Honourable Alice, Counteſs of . 
bury, at Her coming into Wales. | 


24S I. 
8 when the firſt Day dawn'd, Man's greedy Eye 
Was apt to dwell on the bright Prodigy, 
[411 he might careleſs of his Organ grow, 
And let his Wonder prove his Danger too: 
So when our Country (which was deem'd to be 
Cloſe-mourner in its own Obſcurity, 
And in neglected Chaos ſo long lay) 
Was reſcu'd by your Beams into a Day, 
Like Men into a ſudden Luſtre brought, 
We yore fear'd to gaze more than we ought. 
. | 
From be it is you loſe moſt of your right, 
Since none can pay't, nor durſt dot if they might. 
Perfection's Miſery - tis, that Art and Wit, 
While they would honour, do but injure it. 
But as the Deity ſlights our Expence, 
And loves Devotion more than Eloquence: 5 
C 3 
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So tis our Confidence you are Divine, 
Makes us at diſtance thus approach your Shrine. 
And thus ſecur d, to you who need no Art, 
I that ſpeak leaſt my Wit may ſpeak my Heart. 
* III * ' 


Then much above all zealous Injury, | 
Receive this Tribute of our Shades from me, 
While your great Splendors, like eternal Spring, 
'To theſe ſad Groves ſuch a Refreſhment bring, 
| That the deſpiſed Country 'may be grown, 
" And juſtly too, the Envy of the Town. 
= That ſo when all Mankind at length have loſt 
The virtuous Grandeur which they once did boaft, 
Of you like Pilgrims they may here obtain 
Worth to recruit the dying World again. 


To Sir Edward Deering (the noble Silvander) on 
bis Dream and Navy, perſonating Orinda's pre- 
ferring Roſania before Solomon's Traffick to 
Ophir. e. 
"Hen am ] happier than is the King; 
My Merchandiſe does no ſuch danger bring : 
The Fleet I traffick with fears no: ſuch Harms, 
Sails in my Sight, and Anchors in my Arms. 
Each new and unperceiued Grace 
Diſcover'd in that Mind and Face, 
Each Motion, Smile and Look from thee 
Brings Pearls and Ophir-Gold to me: | 
Thus far Sir Edw. Deering, 
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SIR, To be noble, when 'twas voted down, 
To dare be good, though a whole Age ſhould frown; 
To live within, and from that even State | 
See all the Under-world ſtoop to its Fate; 
To give the Law of Honour, and diſpence 
All that is Handſome, Great and Worthy thence; 
Are Things at once your practice and your end, 
And which I dare admire, but not commend. 
But fince t'oblige the World is your Delight, 
You muſt defcend within our reach and fight: 
For ſo Divinity muſt take diſguiſe, - 
Leſt. Mortals periſh with the bright ſurpriſe. 
And thus your Muſe (which can enouM reward 
All Actions ſhe vouchſafes but to regard, 
And Honours gives, than Kings more permanent, 
Above the reach of Acts of Parliament) 
May ſuffer an Acknowledgment from me, 
p For having thence r<ceiv'd Eternity. 
: My Thoughts with ſuch advantage you expreſs, 
I hardly know them in this charming Dreſs. 
And had I more Unkindneſs from my Friend 
Than my Demerits e'er could apprehend, 
Were the Fleet courted with this Gale of Wind, 
I might be ſure a rich Return to find. 
So when the Shepherd of his Nymph complain'd, 
Apollo in his Shape his Miſtreſs gain'd: _ 
She might have ſcorn d the Swain, and found excuſe, 
But could not his great Orator refuſe. 
C 4 But 
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But for Roſania's Int'reſt I ſhould fear 

It would be hard tobtain your Pardon here. 

But your firſt Goodneſs will, I know, allow 

That what was Bounty then, is Mercy now. 
Forgiveneſs is the nobleſt Charity, 

And nothing can worthy your Favour be. 

For you (God-like) are ſo much your own Fate, 
That what you will accept you muſt create. 


— 


—ͤ __ — 


To Mr. Henry Lawes. 
F Ature, which is the vaſt Creation's Soul, 
That ſteddy curious Agent in the whole, 
The Art of Heav'n, the Order of this F mme, 
Is only Number in another name. 
For as ſome King conqu'ring what was his own, 
Hath choice of ſev ral Titles to his Crown; 
So Harmony on this ſcore now, that then, 
Vet ſtill is all that takes and governs Men. 
Beauty is but Compoſure, and we find 
Content is but the Concord of the Mind, 
Friendſhip the Uniſon of well- tun d Hearts, 
Honour the Chorus of the nobleſt Parts, 
And all the World on which we can reflect 
Muſick to th Ear, or to the Intel lect. 
If then each Man a Little World muſt be, 
Ho many Worlds are copy d out in thee, 


Who 
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Who art ſo richly formed, ſo compleat 
Tepitomize all that is Good and Great; 
Whoſe Stars this brave Advantage did impart, 
Thy Nature's as Harmonious as thy Art? 
Thou doſt above the Poets Praiſes live, 
Who fetch from thee th' Eternity they give. 
And as true Reaſon triumphs over Senſe, 
Yet is ſubjected to Intelligence: 

So Poets on the lower World look down, 
But Lawes on them; his Heighth is all his own. 
For, like Divinity it ſelf, his Lyre 

Rewards the Wit it did at firſt inſpire. 

And thus by double right Poets allow 

His and their Laurel ſhould adorn his Brow. 
Live then, great Soul of Nature, to aſſwage 
The ſavage Dulneſs of this ſullen Age. | 
Charm us to Senſe; for though Experience fail 
And Reaſon too, thy Numbers may prevail. 
Then, like thoſe Ancients, ſtrike, and ſo command 
All Nature to obey thy gen'rous Hand. 2 
None will refiſt but ſuch who needs will be 
More ſtupid than a Stone, a Fiſh, a Tree. 

Be it thy care our Age to new-create:. 

What built a World may ſure repair a State. 
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A Sea-Voyage from Tenby #0 Briſtol, begun Sept. 5. 
1652. ſent from Briſtol to Lucafia, Sept: 8. 1652. 


Oiſe up the Sail, cry'd they who underſtand 

JI No word that carries Kindneſs for the Land: 
Such Sons of Clamour, that I wonder not 
They love the Sea, whom ſure ſome Storm begot. 
Had he who doubted Motion theſe: Men ſeen, 
Or heard their Tongues, he had convinced been. 
For had our Bark mov'd half as faſt as they, 
We had not need caſt Anchor by the way. 
One of the reſt pretending to more Wit, 
Some ſmall Italian ſpoke, but Murther'd it; 


For I (thanks to Saburra's Letters) knew 


How to diſtinguiſh 'twixt the falſe and true. 


But Yoppoſe theſe as mad a thing would be, 
As tis to contradict a Presbyt'ry. * 


'Tis Spaniſs though, (quoth I) een what you pleaſe: 
For him that ſpoke it, tmight be Bread and Cheeſe. 
So ſoftly moves the Bark which none controuls, | 

As are 8 Meetings of agreeing Souls: 

And the Moon- beams did on the Water play, 
As if at Midnight twould create a Day. 
The am'rous Wave that ſhar'd in ſuch diſpence 
Expreſt at once Delight and Reverence. 
Such Trepidation we in Lovers ſpy 
Under th' Oppreſſion of a Miſtreſs Eye. 


But 
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But then the Wind ſo high did riſe and roar, - 4 
Some vow'd they'd never truſt the Traitor more. | 
Behold the Fate that all our Glories ſweep, 
Writ in'the dangerous Wonders of the Deep: 
And yet behold Man's eaſie Folly more, 
How ſoon we curſe what erſt we did adore. ; 
Sure he thar firſt himſelf did thus convey, - 3 
Had ſome ſtrong Paſſion that he would obey. 

The Bark wrought hard, but found it was in vain 
To make its Party good againſt the Main, 

Toſsd and retreated, till at laſt we ſee 

She muſt be faſt if e er ſhe ſhould be free. 

We gravely Anchor caſt, and patiently l 
Lye Priſoners to the Weather's Cruelty. 3 
We had not Wind nor Tide, nor ought but Grief, 
Till a kind Spring-tide was our firſt Relief. 

Then we float merrily, forgetting quite 

The ſad Confinement of the ſtormy Night. 

Eer we had loſt theſe Thoughts, we ragyaground, 
And then how vain to be ſecure we found. 

Now they were all ſurpriz d. Well, if we muſt, 
Yet none ſhall ſay that Duſt is gone to Duſt. 

But we are off now, and the civil Tide 

Aſſiſted us the Tempeſts to out- ride. 

But what moſt pleas d my Mind upon the way, 
Was the Ship's Poſture that in Harbour lay: 
Which to a rocky Grove ſo cloſe were fix d, 

That the Trees — ngns the nr mix dd. 


One 
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7 One would have thought it was, as then it ſtood, 
= A growing Navy, or a floating Wood. 
= But I have done at laſt, and do confeſs 


My Voyage taught me ſo much Tedioufneſs. 
1 In ſhort, the Heav'ns muſt needs propitious be, 
2 Becauſe Lucaſia was concern d in me. | 


Friendſhip's Myſtery: To my deareſt Lucaſia. 
Ome, my Lucaſia, fince we ſee 
Y That Miracles Mens Faith do move, 
By Wonder and by Prodigy | 
To the dull angry World let's prave 
There's a Religion in our Love, 
II. 
For though we were defign'd t' agree, 
Ihhat Fate no Liberty deſtroys, 
But our Election is as free 
As Angels, who with greedy choice 
Are yet determin d to their Joys. 
III. 
Our Hearts are doubled by the loſs, 
Here Mixture is Addition grown; 
We both diffuſe, and both ingroſs: 
And we whoſe Minds are ſo much one, | 
Never, yet ever are alone. 
a 
1 We court our own Captivity 
1 ' Than Thrones more great and innocent: 
1 were Baniſhment to be ſet free, 


— 
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Since we wear Fetters whoſe intent - = 

Not Bondage is, but Ornament. 3} 
Divided Joys are tedious found, =_— 

And Griefs united eaſier grow: 3 
We are our ſelves but by rebound, 

And all our Titles ſhuffled fo, 

Both Princes, and both Subjects too. 

| VI. 

Our Hearts are mutual Victims laid, be 

While they (ſuch Pow'r in Friendſhip lies) . = 
Are Altars, Prieſts, and Off*rings made : = 


And each Heart which thus kindly dies, 
Grows deathleſs by the Sacrifice. 


Content : To my deareſt Lucaſia, 
J. 
Ontent, the falſe World's beſt Diſguiſe, 

The Search and Faction of the Wiſe, N 
Is ſo abſtruſe and hid in Night, | 
That, like that Fairy Red-crofs Knight, 1 
Who treach rous Falſhood for clear Truth had got, 
Men think they have it when they have it not. 

hs II. 

For Courts Content would gladly own, - 

But ſhe ne'er dwelt about a Throne: 

And to be flatter'd, Rich, and Great, 

Arc Things which do Mens Senſes cheat. 


But 
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But grave Experience long fince this did ſee, 
Ambition and Content would ne er agree. 
| ITE. 
Some vainer would Content expect 
From what their bright Outſides reflect: 
But ſure Content is more Divine 
Than to be digg'd from Rock or Mine: 
And they that know her Beauties will confeſs, 
She needs no Luſtre from a glitt'ring Dreſs. 
. | | 
In Mirth ſome place her, but ſhe ſcorns 
Th'Aſliſtance of ſuch crackling Thorns, 
Nor owes her ſelf to ſuch thin Sport, 
That is ſo ſharp and yet ſo ſhort: 
And Painters tell us they the ſame Strokes place, 
To make a laughing and a weeping Face. 
V f 


Others there are that place Content 
In Liberty from Government: 
But whomſoe er Paſſions deprave, | 
Though free from Shackles, he's a Slave. 
Content and Bondage differ only then, 
When we are chain'd by Vices, not by Men. 
VI. 
Some think the Camp Content does know, 
And that ſhe fits o'th* Victor's Brow : 


But 
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But in his Laurel there is ſcen | 
Often a Cypreſs-· bow between. | 
Nor will Content her ſelf in that place give, 
Where Noiſe and Tumult and Deſtruction live. 
| VII. 
But yet the moſt Diſereet believe, 
The Schools this Jewel do receive, 
And thus far's true without diſpute, 
Knowledge is ſtill the ſweeteſt Fruit. 
But vhilſt Men ſeek for Truth they loſe their Peace; 
And who heaps Knowledge, Sorrow doth increaſe- 
25/362 4. 0, WR 
But now ſome ſullen Hermit ſmiles, 
And thinks he all the World beguiles, 
And that his Cell and Duh contain 
What all Mankind wiſh for in vain. 
But yet his Pleaſure's follow'd with a Groan, 
For Man was never born to be alone. 
IX. 
Content her ſelf beſt comprehends 
Betwixt two Souls, and they two Friends, 
Whoſe either Joys in both are fix d, 
And multiply d by being mix d: 
Whoſe Minds and Intereſts are ſo the ſame; 
Their Griefs, when once imparted, loſe that Name. 
| 1 | 
Theſe far remov'd from all bold Noiſe, 
And (what is worſe) all hollow Joys, 4 
5 5 0 
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Who never had a mean deſign, 
Whoſe Flame is ferious and divine, 
And calm, and even; muſt contented be, 
For they've both Union and Society. 
Xl. 
Then, my Lucaſia, we who have 
Whatever Love can give or crave; 
Who can with pitying Scorn ſurvey 
The Trifles which the moſt betray ; 
With Innocence and perfect Friendſhip fir'd, 
By Virtue join d, and by our Choice retir d. 
1 
Whoſe Mirrors are the cryſtal Brooks, | 
Or elſe each others Hearts and Looks; 
Who cannot wiſh for other things 
Than Privacy and Friendſhip brings: 
Whoſe Thoughts and Perſons chang'd and mixt are 
Enjoy Content, or elſe the World hath none. (one, 


— 


A Dialogue of Abſence twixt Lucaſia and Orinda. 
Set by Mr. Hen. Lawes. ; 


Luc. G AY, my Orinde, why ſo ſad? 
Orin. Abſence from thee doth tear my Heart ; 
Which, fince with thine it Union had, 


Each . ſplits. Les. And can we part? 
Orin. 
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Orin. Our Bodies muſt. Luc. But never we: 
Our Souls, without the help of Senſe, 
By ways more noble and more free | 
Can meet, and hold Intelligence. | 
Orin. And yet thoſe Souls, when firſt they met, 
Look'd out at Windows through the Eyes. 
Luc. But ſoon did ſuch Acquaintance get, 
Not Fate nor Time can them ſurprize. 
Orin. Abſence will rob us of that Bliſs 
To which this Friendſhip title brings: 
Love's Fruits and Joys are made by this 
Uſeleſs as Crowns to captiv'd Kings. 
Lus. Friendſhip's a Science, and we know 
There Contemplation's moſt employ d. 7 
Orin. Religion's ſo, but practick too, 
And both by Niceties deſtroy'd. | 
Luc. But who ne er parts can never meet, 
And ſo that Happineſs were loſt. 


Orin. Thus Pain and Death are ſadly ſweet, | 


Since Health and Heav'n ſuch Price muſt coſt | 
Chorus. 


But we ſhail "RRP Lars no rude Hand Rall fever; 
And there we'll meet, and part no more for ever. 


a” 
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To my dear Sifttr Mrs. C. P. on her Marriage. 
W 
FE will not like thoſe Men our Off rings pay 
Who crounthe Cup, then think they Crown 
We make no Garlands, nor an Altar build, [the Day. 
Which help not Joy, but Oſtentation yield. 
Where Mirth is juftly grounded, theſe wild Toys 
Are but we" HU and empty Noiſe. 
H. 
But theſe mall be a Solemmities, 
Orinda's Withes for Caſfundras Bliſs. 
May her Content be asumnix'd and pure 
As my Affection, and like that endure | 
And that ſtrong Happineſs may ſhe flill find 
Not ow ing 40 her e but .. | 
III. 11 
May her Ochwibe wy Duty be — ſame, 
And may ſhe knew nd Grief but in tlie name. 
May his and her Pleaſure and Love be ſo 
ivd and growibg; that we nay not know 
WIe moſt Affection or moſt Peade engroſt; 
W hoſe L. is ſtrongeſt, or whoſe Bliſs is moſt. 
IV. 
May. nothing accidental cer appear 
But what ſhall with yew Bonds their Souls endear; 
And may they count 2 Hours as they paſs, 
By their own Joys, and not by Sun or Glaſs: 


While 


le 
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While ew'ry Day like this may ſacred prove 
To Friendſhip, Gratitude, and ſtricteſt Love. 


. * 
1 


2 


To Mr. Henry Vaughan, Siluriſt, on his Poems, 


AD Iador'd the Multitude, and thence 
Got an Antipathy to Wit and Senſe, 

And hugg d that Fate in hope the World would grant 
'T'was good Affection to be ignorant; 

Yet the leaſt Ray of thy bright Fancy ſeen, 

I had Converted, or Excuſeleſs been; 

For each Birth of thy Muſe to after-times 

Shall expiate for all this Age's'Crimes. 

Firſt ſhines thy Amoret, "twice Crown'd by thee; 
Once by thy Love, next by thy Poetry: | 
Where thou the beſt of Unions doſt diſpence, 
Truth cloath'd in Wit, and Love in Innocence, 
So that the muddieſt Lovers may learn here, 

No Fountains can be ſweet that are not clear, 
There Juvenal, reviy'dby thee, declares 

How flat Man's Joys are, and how mean his Cares; 
And gen'rouſly upbraids the World; that they 
Should ſuch a value for their Ruin pay. 

But when thy ſacred Muſe diverts her Quill, 
The Landskip to defign of Leon's Hill; 

As nothing elſe was worthy her or thee, 


80 we damit almoſt r'Idolatry. . | 
D 2 What 
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What Savage Breaſt would not be wrap'd to find 

Such Jewels in ſuch Cabinets enſhrin d? 

Thou (fill'd with Joys too great to ſee or count) 
Deſcend'ſt from thence like Moſes from the Mount, 

And with a candid, yet unqueſtion'd Awe, 
Reſtor'ſt the Golden Age when Verſe was Law. 
Inſtructing us thou ſo ſecur'ſt thy Fame, 
That nothing can diſturb it but my Name 3 

| Nay, I have Hopes that ſtanding ſo near thine = 

Twill loſe its Droſs, and by degrees refine. 

Live 'till the diſabuſed World conſent, 

All Truths of Uſe, or Strength, or Ornament, 

Are with ſuch Harmony by thee diſplay d 

As the whole World was firſt by Number made; 

And from the charming Rigour thy Muſe brings, 

Learn, there's no Pleaſure but in ſerious Things, 


K 


A retir d Frienaſbip: To Ardelia. a 
ets $4.5, 15 27 
me, my Ardelia, to this Bow'r, 
Where kindly mingling Souls awhile 
Let's innocently ſpend an Hour, 
And at all ſerious Follies ſmile. 
Ri WO EET TED 
Here is no quarrelling for Crowns, 
Nor fear of changes in our Fate; 
No trembling at the great ones Frowns, 
Nor any Slavery of State. x 
CO | III. Here's 


* 
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| III. 
Here's no Diſguiſe nor Treachery, 
Nor any deep-conceal'd Deſign; 
From Blood and Plots this Place is free, 
And calm as are thoſe Looks of thine, 
IV. 
Here let us fit and bleſs our Stars, 
Who did ſuch happy Quiet give, 
As that remov'd from Noiſe of Wars 
In one anothers Hearts we live. 
V. 
Why ſhould we entertain a Fear ? 


Love cares not how the World is turn'd: 


If crouds of Dangers ſhou'd appear, 

Let Friendſhip can be unconcern'd, 
VL | 

We wear about us ſuch a Charm, 

No Horror can be our Offence; 
For Miſchief's ſelf can do no harm 

Ta Friendſhip, or to Innocence, 

VII. 

Let's mark how ſoon Apollo's Beams 


Command the Flocks to quit their Meat, 


And not entreat the neighb'ring Streams 


To quench their Thirſt, but cool their Heat. 


37 
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38 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
| | VIII. | 
In ſuch a ſcorching Age as this 
Who would not ever ſeek a Shade, 
Deſerve their Happineſs to miſs, 7 
As having their own Peace detray'd. Ti 
IX. 
But we (of one another's Mind 3 
Aſſur d) the boiſt'rous World aicam; 
With quiet Souls, and unconfin d, | 
Enjoy what Princes wiſh in vain. 


To Mrs. Mary Carne, when Philaſter Courted her. 


S ſome great Conqueror who knows no Bound Sy 
But hunting Honour in a thouſand Wounds, 
Purſes his Rage, and thinks that Triumph cheap 
That's but attended with the common Heap, 
Till his more happy Fortune doth afford 
Some Royal Captive that deſerw d his Sword, 
And only now is of his Lawrel proud, 
Thinking his dang'rous Valaur well beftow'd , 
But then retreats» and ſpending Hate no more, 
| Thinks Mercy now what Courage was before: 
As Cowardiſe in Fight, ſo equally 

He doth abhor a bloody Victory: 

So, Madam, tho' your Beauty were allow'd 

I Fobe fevere unto the yielding Crowd, | 


That 
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That were ſubdu d cer you an Objed knew 
Worthy your Conqueſt and your Mercy too ; 
Yet now tis gain d, your Victory's compleat, 
Only your Clemency ſhou d be as great. 

None will diſpute the Power of your Eyes, 
That underſtands Philaſter is their Prize. 
Hope not your Glory can have new acceſs, 
For all your future Trophies will grow lefs : 
And with that Homage be you ſatisfy d 

From him that Conquers all the World beſide. 
Nor let your Rigour now the Triumph blot, 
And loſe the Honour which your Beauty got. 

Be juſt and kind unto your Peace and Fame, 

In being fo to him, for they re the ſame : 

And live and die at once, if you would be 

Nobly tranſmitted to Poſterity. 

Take heed leſt in the Story they peruſe 

A Murther which no Language can excuſe : 

But wiſely ſpare the Trouble of one Frown; 

Give him his Happineſs, and know your own, 
Thus ſhall you be as Honour's ſelf eſteem'd, 

Who have one Sex oblig d, your own redeem'd. 
Thus the Religion due unto your Shrine 

Shall be as Univerſal, as Divine : | 

And that Devotion ſhall this Bleſſing gain, 

Which Law and Reaſon do attempt in vain, 

The World ſhall join, maintaining but one Strife, 
Who ſhall moſt thank you for Philaſter's Life. 

| D 4 


To 


40 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
To Mr. J. B. the noble Cratander, upon 4 Compoſition 
of his which be was not willing to own publickly. 


S when ſome injur'd Prince aſſumes Diſguiſe, 
And ſtrives to make his Carriage ſympathize, 

Let hath a great becoming Meen and Air, 

Which ſpeaks him Royal ſpight of all his Care : 

So th' Iſſues of thy Soul can ne er be hid, 

And the Suns force may be as ſoon forbid 

As thine obſcur'd ; there is no Shade fo great 

Thro' which it will not dart forth Light and Heat. 

Thus we diſcover thee by thy own Day, 

Againſt thy Will ſnatching the Cloud away. 

Now the Piece ſhines, and tho we will not ſay, 

Parents can Souls, as Taper Lights, convey ; 

Yet we muſt grant thy Soul tranſmitted here 

In Beams almoſt as lafting and as clear. 

And that's our higheſt Praiſe; for but thy Mind, 

Thy Works could never a reſemblance find. 

That Mind whoſe ſearch can Nature's ſecret Hand 

At one great Stroke diſcover and command. | 

Which cleareth Times and Things, before whoſe Eyes 

Nor Men nor Notions dare put on diſguiſe. 

And were all Authors now as much forgot 

As proſp'rous Ignorance her ſelf would Plot, 

Had we the rich Supplics of thy own Breaſt, 

The knowing World would never miſs the reſt. 


__ 
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Men did before from Igrivrance take their Fame, 
But Learnings ſelf is honour d by thy Name. 
Thou ſtudy ſt not Belief to introduce \ 

Of Novelties, more fit for ſhew than uſe; 

But think'ſt it nobler Charity t uphold 

The Credit and the Beauty of\the Old : 

And with one Hand canſt eafily ſupport 
Learning and Law, a Temple and a Court. 

And this ſecures me : For as we below 

Valleys from Hills, Houſes from Churches know, 
But to their ſight who ſtand extreamly high, 
Theſe Forms will have one flat Equality : 

So from a lower Soul I well might fear 

| Acritick Cenſure when ſurvey'd too near; 

But not from him who plac'd above the beſt 
Lives in a height which levels all the reſt. 


" — 


— - l : x * 


To the Excellent Mrs. Anne Owen, upon her receiu- 


ing the Name of Lucaſia, end Adoption into our 


Society, December 28. 1651. 


E are Compleat, and Fate hath now 
| No greater Bleſling to beſtow : 
Nay the dull World muſt now confeſs 
We have all Worth, all Happineſs. 
Annals of State are trifles to our Fame, 
Nom tis made Sacred by Lacaſias Name. 


But 


WA » 44, 
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But as tho through a Burning ·glaſs 
The Sun more vigorous doth paſs, 
Yet ſtill with gen'ral Freedom ſhines ; 
For that contracts, but not confines : ' 
So tho' by this her Beams are fixed here, 
Yet ſhe diffuſes Glory ev ry where. 


Her Mind is ſo entirely bright. 
The Splendor wauld but wound our Sight, 
And muſt to ſome Diſguiſe ſubmit, 
Or we could never worthip it. 
And we by this Relation are allow'd 
Luſtre enough to be Lucaſias Cloud. 


Nations will own us now to be 
A Temple of Divinity; 
And Pilgrims ſhall ten Ages hence 
Approach our Tombs with Reverence. 


May then that Time which did ſuch Bliſs convey 


Be kept by us perpetual Holy-day. 


__ _ * 1 — nt wa Se 


To the truly Noble Mrs. Anne Owen, on my frft 


Approaches. 


Madan, 2 
Arn a Triumph Conquerors admit 


Their meaneſt Captives to attend on it, 


Whoz 


Who, tho unworthy, have the Pow'r confeft, 
And juſtify'd the yielding of the reft : 

So when the buſie World (in hope t'excuſe 
Their own ſurpriſe) your Conquoſts do peruſe, 
And find my Name, they will be apt to ſay 
Your Charms were blinded, or elſe thrown away. 
There is no Honour gat in gaining me, 

Who am a Prize not worth your Victory. 

But this will clear you, that tis general, 

The worſt applaud what is admir'd by all. 

But I have Plots in't : For the way to be 

Secure of Fame to all Pofterity, 

Is to obtain the Honour I purſue, | 
To tell the World I was ſubdu'd by you. 

And ſince in you all Wonders common are, 

Your Votaries may im your Virtues ſhave, 

While you by Noble Magick Worth impart: 

She that can conquer, can reclaim a Heart. 

Of this Creation I ſhall not deſpair, \ 

Since for your own Sake it concerns your Care. 

For 'tis more Honour that the World ſhould know 
You made a Noble Soul, than found it fo. 


———— — — _ — 
LUCASI A. 


OT tooblige Laraſia by my Voice, 
LY To boaſt my Fate, or juſtiße my Choice, 
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Is this defign'd ; but Pity does engage 

My Pen to reſcue the declining Age. 

For fince 'tis grown in Faſhion to be bad, 
And to be vain or angry, proud or mad, 
(While in their Vices only Men agree) 

Is thought the only modern Gallantry ; 
How would ſome brave Examples check the Crimes, 
And both reproach, and yet reform the Times ? 
Nor can Morality it ſelf reclaim 

Th' apoſtate World like my Lucaſia s Name: 
Lucaſia, whoſe rich Soul had it been known 

In that Time th* Ancients call'd the Golden one, 
When Innocence and Greatneſs were the ſame, 

And Men no Battels knew but in a Game, 

Chufing what Nature, not what Art prefers : 

Poets were Judges, Kings Philoſophers 

Even then from her the Wiſe would Copies draw, 
And ſhe to th* Infant World had giv'n a Law. 

That Souls were made of Number could not be 

An Obſervation, but a Prophecy. 

It meant Lacaſia, whoſe harmonious State 

The Spheres and Muſes only imitate. 
But as then Mufick is beſt underſtood, 
When ev'ry Chord's examin'd and found good: 
So what in others Judgment is and Will, 

In her is the ſame even Reaſon ſtill. 

And as ſome Colour various ſeems, but yet 
'Tis but our diff rence in conſid ring it z 
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So ſhe now Light, and then does Light diſpence, 
But is one ſhining Orb of Excellence : 
And that ſo piercing when ſhe Judgment takes, 
She doth not ſearch, but Intuition makes : 
And her Diſcoveries more eaſie are 
Than Czſar's Conqueſt in his Pontick War. 
As bright and vigorous her Beams are pure, 
And in their own rich Candour ſo ſecure, 
That had ſhe liv'd where Legends were devis'd, 
Rome had been juſt, and ſhe been canoniz d. 
Nay Innocence her ſelf leſs clear muſt be, 
| If Innocence be any thing but ſhe. 
For Virtue's ſo congenial to her Mind, 
That Liquid things, or Friends, are leſs combin'd. 
So that in her that Sage his Wiſh had ſeen, 
And Virtue's ſelf had perſonated been. 
Now as diſtilled Simples do agree, 
And in th' Alembick loſe variety 
So Virtue, tho? in pieces ſcatter'd *twas, 
Is by her Mind made one rich uſeful Maſs. 
Nor doth Diſcretion put Religion down, 
Nor haſty Zeal uſurp the Judgment's Crown. 
Wiſdom and Friendſhip have one fingle Throne, 
And make another Friendſhip of their own. 
Each ſevꝰral piece darts ſuch fierce pleaſing Rays, 
Poetick Lovers would but wrong in Praiſe. 
All hath Proportion, all hath Comelineſs, 
And her Humility alone Exceſs. 

| | He 
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Her Modeſty doth wrong a Worth ſo great, 
Which Calummy her ſelf would noblier treat: 
While true to Friendſhip, and to Nature's truſt, 
To her own Merirs only ſhe's unjuſt. 
But as Divinity we beſt declare 
By Sounds as broken as our Notions are; 
So to acknowledge fuch vaſt Eminence, 
Imperfect Wonder is our Eloquence. 

Na Pen Lacaſia s Glories can relate, 

But they admire beft who dare imitate. 


* . 
* 2 * 
— 


WIS TON YAULT. 


ND why this Vault and Tomb? alike we muſt 
Put off Diſtinction, and put on our Duſt. 
Nor can the ſtatelieſt Fabrick help to fave 
From the Corruptions of a common Grave; 

Nor for the Reſurrection more prepare, "© 

Than if the Duft were ſcatter'd into Air. 

What then? Th' Ambition's juſt, ſay ſome, that we 
May thus perpetuate our Memory. 

Ah falſe vain Task of Art! ah poor weak Mant 
Whoſe Monument does more than's Merit can: 

Who by his Friends beſt Care and Love's abus d, 
And in his very Epitaph accus d: 

For did they not ſuſpect his Name would fall, 
There would not need an Epitaph at all. 


But 


* 


* 
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But after Death too I would be alive, 
And ſhall; if my Laraſia do, furvive. 
quit theſe Pomps/of Death, and am content, 
Having her Heart to be my Monument: | 
Though ne er Stone to me, 'twill Stone for me prove, 
By the peculiar Miracles of Love. 
There PH Infcription have which no Tomb gives, 
Not, Here Orinda lies, but, Here ſhe lives. 


— "ERNIE Ir Ones ——_—_— — — 


— 


Friendhip in | Embleme, or the Seal. To my dion 
ho UCASIA. 


I. 
H E Hearts thus intermixed ſpeak 
A Love that no bold ſhock can break; 
For join d and growing both in one, 
Neither can be diſturb'd alone. 
| IL - 
That means a mutual Knowledge too; 
For what is't either Heart can do, 5 
Which by its panting Centinel 
It does not to the other tall? 
Is nothing but it ſelf deſigns: | 
The Hearts are free from lower ends, 
For each Point to the other tends. 


% 


IV. They 
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IV. 


They flame, tis true, and ſew'ral ways, 


But ſtill thoſe Flames do ſo much raiſe, 
That while to either they incline 
They yet are Noble and Divine. 

. 
From Smoke or Hurt thoſe Flames are free, 
From Groſneſs or Mortality: 
The Heart (like Moſes Buſh preſum d) 
Warm d and enlighten'd, not conſum'd. 

VI. 

The Compaſſes that ſtand above 
Expreſs this great immortal Love; 


For Friends, like them, can prove this true, 


They are, and yet they are not, two. 
VII. 

And in their Poſture is expreſt 

Friendſhip's exalted Intereſt: 

Each follows where the other leans, 

And what each does, this other means. 
VIII. me 


And as when one Foot does ſtand faſt, loi; 


And tother Circles ſecks to caſt, 

The ſteddy part does regulate 

And make the Wand'rer's Motion ſtraight. 
* 


So Friends are only two in this 


T reclaim each other when they miſs: 


For 
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For whoſoe'er will groſly fall, 
Can never be a Friend at all. 
X. 
And as that uſeful Inſtrument 
For even Lines was ever meant; 
So Friendſhip from good Angels ſprings, 
To teach the World heroick Things. 
IX. 
As theſe are found out in deſign 
To rule and meaſure ev'ry Line; 
So Friendſhip governs Actions beſt, 
Preſcribing unto all the reſt. 
| XII. 
And as in Nature nothing's ſet 
So juſt as Lines in number met; a! 
So Compaſſes for theſe b'ing made, 
Do Friendſhip's Harmony perſuade. _ _ 
XIII. ap EY "4 
And like to them, ſo Friends may own 
| Extenſion, not Diviſion : _ 
Their Points, like Bodies, ſeparate; 
But * like Souls, knows no ſuch TAE, " 
XIV. 1 
And as each part ſo well is knit, N 
That their Embraces ever fit: 
So Friends are ſuch by Deſtiny, 
And no third can the place ſupply. 
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There needs no Motto to the Seal: 
But that we may the Mind reveal 
To the dull Eye, it was thought fit 
That Frienaſbip only ſhould be writ. 

A ag 
But as there are Degrees of Bliſs, . 

So there's no Friendſhip meant by this, 

But ſuch as will tranſmit to Fame 

Lucaſia and Orinda's Name. 


—— 


— 


In Memory of F. P. who died at Acton the 24th of 
May 1660. at #he [ve of Feweſva Tears. and 4 
half. bg 0; 


F I could ever write a laſting Verſe, 

It ſhould be laid, dear Saint, upon thy Herſe. 
But Sorrow is no Muſe, and does confeſs 
That it leaſt can what it would moſt expreſs. 
Yet that I may ſome Bounds to Grief allow, 
I'll try if I can weep in Numbers now. 

Ah beauteous Bloſſom too untimely dead! 
Whither? ah whither is thy Sweetneſs fled? 
Where are the Charms that always did ariſe 
From the prevailing, Language of thy Eyes? 
Where is thy beauteous and lovely Meen, 


Andalrthe Wonders that in thee were ſeen? 
| Alas ! 


— — — 1 — * 
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Alas! in vain, in vain on thee I rave; 
There is no Pity in the ſtupid Grave, 
But ſo the Bankrupt fitting on the brim » 
Of thoſe fierce Billows which had ruin'd him, 
To the inexorable Floods in vain. | 
As well we may enquire when Roſes die, 
To what Retirement their ſweer Odours flies 
Whither their Virtues and their Bluſhes haſte, 
When the ſhort Triumph of their Life is paſtz 
Or call their periſhing Beauties back with Tears, 
As add one Moment to thy finiſh'd Years. 
No, thou art gone, and thy preſaging Mind - 
So thriftily thy early Hours deſign d, 
That haſty Death was baffled in his Pride, 
Since nothing of thee but thy Body dy d. 
Thy Soul was up betimes, and ſo concern d 
To graſp all Excellence that could be learn d, 
That finding nothing fill her Thirſting here, 
To the Spring-head ſhe went to quench it there; 
And ſo prepar d, that being freed from Sin, 
She quickly might become a Cherubin. 
Thou wert all Soul, and through thy Eyes it d 
Aſham d and angry to be ſo confind, 
It long' d to be uncag d, and thither flown 
Where it might know as clearly as twas known. 
In theſe vaſt hopes wemight thy Change have found» 
But that Heav'n blinds whom it decrees to wound. 

E 2 For 
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For Parts ſo ſoon at ſo ſublime a pitch, 

A Judgment ſo mature, Fancy ſo rich, 

Never appear unto unthankful Men, 

But as a Viſion, to be hid again: 

So glorious Scenes in Maſques, Spe&ators view 
With the ſhort Pleaſure of an Hour or two; 

But that once paſt, the Ornaments are gone, 
The Lights extinguith'd, and the Curtains drawn. 
Yet all theſe Gifts were thy leſs noble part, 

Nor was thy Head {o worthy as, thy Heart; 
Where the Divine Inipreſſion ſhin'd ſo clear, 

As ſnatch'd thee hence, and yet endear'd thee here: 
For what in thee did moſt command our Love, 
Was both the cauſe and ſign of thy remove. 

Such Fools are we, ſo fatally we chuſe : 

That what we moſt would keep we ſooneſt loſe. 
The humble Greatneſs of thy pious Thought, 
Sweetneſs unforc'd, and Baſhfulneſs untaught, 
Ihe native Candor of thine open Breaſt, 
 And-all the Beams wherein thy Worth was dreſt, 
Thy Wit ſo bright, ſo piercing and immenſe, - 
Adorn'd with wiſe and lovely Innocence, 

Might have foretold thou wert not ſo compleat, 
But that our Joy might be as ſhort as great. 
So the poor Swain beholds his ripen'd Corn 
By ſome rough Wind without a Sickle torn. 
Never. ah! never let {ad Parents gueſs 
At one remove of future Happineſs : 

7 But 
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But reckon Children 'mong thoſe paſling Joys 
Which one Hour gives, and the next Hour deſtroys 
Alas! we were ſecure of our Content; 
But find too late that it was only lent, 
To be a Mirror wherein we may ſee 
How frail we are, how ſpotleſs we ſhould be. 
But if to thy bleſt Soul my Grief appears, 
Forgive and pity theſe injurious Tears: 
Impute them to AﬀeRion's ſad excels, 
Which will not yield to Nature's Tenderneſs, 
Since twas through deareſt Ties and higheſt Truſt 
Continu'd from thy Cradle to thy Duſt; 
And ſo rewarded and confirm'd by thine, 
That (wo is me!) I thought thee too much mine. 
But PII refign, and follow thee as faſt 
As my unhappy Minutes will make haſt. 
Till when the freſh Remembrances of thee 
Shall be my Emblems of Mortality. 
For ſuch a loſs as this (bright Soul!) is not 
Ever to be repaired or forgot. 


— 
1 


In Memory of that excellent Perſon Mrs. Mary 
Lloyd of Bodidriſt in Denbighſhire, who died 
Nov. 13. 1656. after ſhe came thither from Pem- 


brokeſhire. 


Cannot hold, for though to write were rude, 
Yet to be ſilent were Ingratitude, 
BY An 
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And Folly too; for if Poſterity 

Should never hear of ſuch a one as thee, ' 
And only know this Age bruitiſh Fame, 
They would think Virtue nothing but a Name. 
And though far abler Pens muſt her define, 

Yet her Adoption hath engaged mine: 

And I muſt own where Merit ſhines ſo clear, 
»Tis hard to write, but harder to forbear. 
Sprung from an ancient and an honour'd Stem, 
Who lent her Luſtre, and ſhe paid it them; 
Who ſtill in great and noble things appear d, 
Whom all their Country lov'd, and yet they fear d. 
Match'd to another good and great as they, 
Who did their Country both oblige and ſway. 
Behold her ſelf, who had without diſpute 

More than both Families could contribute. 
What early Beauty Grief and Age had broke, 
Her lovely Reliques and her Off- ſpring ſpoke. 
She was by Nature and her Parents Care 

A Woman long before moſt others are. 

But yet that antedated Seaſon ſhe 

Improv'd to Virtue, not to Liberty. 

For ſhe was ſtill in either State of Life 

Meck as a Virgin, Prudent as a Wife. 

And ſhe well knew, although ſo Young and Fair, 
Juſtly to mix Obedience, Love and Care; 
Whilſt to her Children ſhe did ſtill appear 

| So wiſely kind, ſo tenderly ſevere, 


That 
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That they from her Rule and Example brought 
A native Honour, which ſhe ſtampt and taught. 
Nor can a ſingle Pen enough commend 
So kind a Siſter, and ſo clear a Friend. 
A Wiſdom from above did her ſecure, 
Which as 'twas peaceable, was ever pure. 
And if welkorder'd Commonwealths muſt be 
Patterns for ev'ry private Family, 
Her Houſe, rul'd by her Hand and by her Eye, 
Might be a Pattern for a Monarchy. 
Solomon's wiſeſt Woman leſs could do; 
+ She built her Houſe, but this preſerv'd hers too. 
She was ſo pious, that when ſhe did die 
She ſcarce chang'd Place, I'm ſure not Company. 
Her Zeal was primitive and practick too 
She did believe, and pray, and read, and do, 
A firm and equal Soul ſhe had engroſt, 
Juſt ev'n to thoſe that diſoblig'd her moſt. 
She grew to love thoſe Wrongs ſhe did receive 
For giving her the Pow'r to forgive. 
Her Alms I may admire, but not relate, 
But her own Works ſhall Praiſe her in the Gate, 
Her Life was Checker'd with afflictive Years, 
And even her Comfort ſeaſon'd in her Tears. 
Scarce for a Husband's loſs her Eyes were dry'd, 
And that loſs by her Children half ſupply d, 
When Heav'n was pleas d not theſe dear Props t afford, 


But tore moſt off by Sickneſs or by Sword. 
E 4 - Shes 
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She, who in them could ſtill their Father boaſt, - - 
Was a freſh Widow ev'ry Son ſhe loft. 1 1 
Litigious Hands did her of Right deprive, 

That after all twas Penance to ſurvive. 

She ſtill theſe Griefs hath nobly undergone, 
Which few ſupport at all, but better none. 

Such a ſubmiſſive Greatneſs who can find> ' 

A tender Heart with ſo reſolv'd a Mind? 

But ſhe, though ſenſible, was ſtill the ſame, 

Of a reſigned Soul, untainted Fame, 

Nor were her Virtues coarſly ſet, for ſhe 

Out-did Example in Civility. 

To beſtow Bleſſings, to oblige, relieve, 

Was all for which ſhe could endure to live. 

She had a Joy higher in doing good, 

Than they to whom the Benefit accru'd. 

Though none of Honour had a quicker Senſe, 
Never had Woman more of Complaiſance; 

| Yet loſt it not in empty Forms, but|ſtill 

Her Nature noble was, her Soul gentile. 

And as in Youth ſhe did attract, (for ſhe 

The Verdure had without the Vanity) 

So ſhe in Age was mild and grave to all, 

Was not Moroſe, but was Majeſtical. 

Thus from all other Women ſhe had Skill 

To draw their Good, but nothing of their Ill. 
And fince ſhe knew the mad tumultuous World, 
Saw Crowns revers d, Temples to ruin hurP'd; 

p * She 
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* She in Retirement cloſe to ſhine and burn. 
As a bright Lamp ſhut in ſome Roman Urn. 
At laſt, when ſpent with Sickneſs, Grief and Age, 
Her Guardian Angel did her Death preſage : 
(So that by ſtrong impulſe ſhe chearfully 
Diſpenſed Bleſſings, and went home to die,; 
That ſo ſhe might, when to that place remov'd, 
Marry his Aſhes whom ſhe ever lov'd) - 
She dy d, gain'd a Reward, and paid a Debt. 
The Sun himſelf did never brighter ſet. 
Happy were they that knew her and her end, 
More happy they that did from her deſcend: 
A double Bleſſing they may hope to have, 
One ſhe convey'd to them, and one ſhe gave. 
All that are hers are therefore ſure to be 
Bleſt by Inheritance and Legacy. 

A Royal Birth had leſs Advantage been. 

Tis more to die a Saint than live a Queen. 


2 * 
— — 


To the truly competent Judge of Honour, Lucaſia, 
| upon a ſcandalous Libel made by J. ]. 


Onour, which differs Man from Man much more 

Than Reaſon differ'd him from Beaſts before, 

Suffers this common Fate of all things good, 
By the blind World to be miſunderſtood. 


For 


oF 
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For as ſome Heathens did their Gods confine, - 
While in a Bird or Beaſt they made their ſhrine; 
Depos'd their Deities to Earth, and then 
Offer d them Rites that were too low for Men: 
So thoſe who moſt to Honour ſacrifice, | 
Preſcribe to her a mean and weak Diſguiſe; 
Impriſon her to others falſe Applauſe, - 
And from Opinion do receive their Laws. 
While that inconſtant Idol they implore, 0 
Which in one Breath can Murther and Adore. 
From hence it is that thoſe who Honour court, 
(And place her in a popular Report) 
Do proſtitute themſelves to ſordid Fate, 

And from their Being oft degenerate, 
And thus their Tenants too are low and bad, 

As if twere honourable to be Mad: 

Or that their Honour had concerned been 

But to conceal, not to forbear, a Sin. 

But Honour is more great and more ſublime, 
Above the Battery of Fate or Time. 

We ſee in Beauty certain Airs are found, 

Which no one Grace can make, but all compound. 
Honour to th Mind as Beauty to the Senſe, 

The fair reſult of mixed Excellence. 

As many Diamonds together lye, | 

And dart one Luſtre to amaze the Eye: 

So Honour is that bright Ztherial Ray 
Which many Stars doth in one Light diſplay. 


But 
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But as that Beauty were as truly ſweet, - 3 
Were there no Tongue to Praiſe, no Eye to ſee tz 
And *tis the Privilege of a native Spark, 
To ſhed a conſtant Splendor in the Dark: 
So Honour is its own Reward and End, 
And ſatisfy d within, cannot deſcend 
To beg the Suffrage of a vulgar Tongue, 
Which by commending Virtue doth it wrong. 
It is the Charter of a noble Action, 
That the Performance giveth ſatisſaction. 
Other things are below't; for from a Clown 
Would any Conqueror receive his Crown? 
'Tis reſtleſs Cowardice to be a Drudge 
To an uncertain and unworthy Judge. F. 
So the Cameleon, who lives on Air, 
Is of all Creatures moſt inclin'd to fear. 
But peaceable Reflections on the Mind 
Will in a ſilent ſhade Contentment find. 
Honour keeps Court at home, and doth not fear 
To be condemn'd Abroad, if quitted there. 
While I have this Retreat, tis not the Noiſe 
Of Slander, though believ'd, can wrong my Joys. 
There is advantage int: for Gold uncoin'd* 
Had been unuſeful, nor with Glory ſhin d: 
This ſtamp'd my Innocency in the Ore, 
Which was as much, but not ſo bright, before. 
Till an Alembick wakes and outward draws, 


The flrength of Sweets lies ſleeping in their Cauſe : 
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So this gave me an opportunity 
To feed upon my own Integrity. 

And tho' their Judgment I muſt ſtill diſclaim, 
Who cannot give, nor take away a Fame : 

Yet TIl appeal unto the knowing few, 

Who dare be Juſt, and rip my Heart to - 


To Antenor, on 4 Paper of hs which J. J. threat. 
ens to Ta, to prejudice him. 


UST eh Colmes become thy Scandal too? 
Why, ſure the Devil bath not much to do. 
The weakneſs of the other Charge is clear, 
When ſuch a trifle muſt bring up the Rear. 
But this is mad Deſign, for who before 
Loft his Repute upon anothers ſcore > 
My Love and Life I muſt confeſs are thine, 
But not my Errors, they are only mine. 
And if my Faults muſt be for thine allow'd, 
It will be hard to diſſipate the Cloud: 
For Eve's Rebellion did not Adam blaſt, 
Until himſelf forbidden Fruit did taſte. 
Tis poſſible this Magazine of Hell 
(Whoſe Name would turn a Verſe into a ſpell, 
Whoſe Miſchief is congenial to his Life) 
May yet enjoy an honourable Wife. 
Nor let his ill be reckon'd as her blame, 
Nor yet my Follies blaſt Antenor's Name. 
But 
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But if thoſe Lines a Puniſhment could call 
Laſting and Great as this dark Lanthorn's Call, 
Alone I'd court the Torments with content, 
To teſtifie that thou art Innocent. 
So if my Ink through Malice prov'd a ſtain, 
My Blood ſhould juſtly waſh it off again. 
But ſince that Mint of ſlander could invent 
To make ſo dull a Rhime his Inſtrument, 
Let Verſe revenge the Quarrel. But he's worſe 
Than Wiſhes, and below a Poet's Curſe ; 
And more than this, Wit knows not how to give, 
Let him be ftill himſelf, and Jet him live. 


Roſania /hedowed, whilft Mrs. Mary Awbrey. 


F any could my dear NReſania hate, 

They only ſhould her Character relate. 
Truth ſhines fo bright there, that an Enemy 
Would be a better Orator than I. 
Love ſtifles Language, and I muſt confeſs, 
I had ſaid more, if I had loved leſs. 
Yet the moſt critical who that Face ſee 
Will neer ſuſpe& a partiality. 
Others by Time and by Degrees perſwade, 
But her firſt Look doth ev'ry Heart invade. 
She hath a Face ſo eminently bright, 
Would make a Lover of an Anchorite : 
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A Face where Conqueſt mixt with Modeſty ' 
Are both compleated in Divinity. | 
Not her leaſt Glance but ſets a Heart on Fire, 
And checks it if it ſhould too much aſpire. 
Such is the Magick of her Looks, the ſame 
Beam doth both kindle and refine our Flame. 
If ſhe doth ſmile, no Painter &er would take 
Another Rule when he would Mercy make, 
And Heav'n'toher ſuch Splendor hath allow'd, 
That no one poſture can her Beauty cloud : 
For if ſhe frown, none but would fancy then 
Juſtice deſcended here to punxh Men. 

Her common Looks I know not how to call 
Any one Grace, they are compos'd of all. 
And if we Mortals could the Doctrine reach, 


Her Eyes have Language, and her Looks do teach. 


And as in Palaces the outmoſt, worſt 

Rooms entertain our Wonder at the firſt; 
But once within the Preſence- Chamber Door, 
We do deſpiſe what cer we ſaw before : 

So when you with her Mind acquaintance get, 
You'l hardly think upon the Cabinet. 

Her Soul, that Ray ſhot from the Deity, 

Doth ſtill preſerve its native Purity 

Which Earth can neither threaten nor allure, 
Nor by falſe Joys defile it, or obſcure. | 
The Innocence which in her Heart doth dwell, 


Angels themſelves can only parallel. 


More 
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More gently ſoſt than in an Evening-ſhow'r : - 
And in that Sweetneſs there is coucht a Pow'r, 
Which ſcorning Pride, doth think it very hard 
That Modeſty ſtould need ſo mean a Guard. 
Her Honour is protected by her Eyes, 
As the old Flaming Sword kept Paradiſe. 
Such Conſtancy of Temper, Truth and Law, 
Guides all her Actions, that the World may draw 
From her own Soul the nobleſt Precedent 
Of the moſt ſafe, wiſe, virtuous Government. 
And as the higheſt Element is clear 
From all the Tempeſts which diſturb the Air: 
So ſhe above the World, and its rude Noiſe, 
Above our Storms, a quiet Calm enjoys. 
Tranſcendent Things her noble Thoughts ſublime, 
Above the Faults and Triffes of the Time. 
Unlike thofe Gallants which take far leſs Care 
To have their Souls, than make their Bodies fair; 
Who (ſick with too much leiſure) Time do paſs 
With theſe two Books, Pride, and a Looking-glafs : 
Plot to ſurpriſe Mens Hearts, their Pow r to try, 
And call that Love, which is meer Vanity. 
But ſhe, although the greateſt Murtherer, 
(For ev'ry. Glance commits a Maſlacre) 
Yet glories not that Slaves her Pow'r conſeſs, , 
But wiſhes that her Monarchy were leſs. : 
And if ſhe Love, it is not thrown away, 
As many do, only to ſpend the Day; 


But 
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But hers is ſerious, and enough alone 

To make all Love become Religion. 
And to her Friendſhip ſhe ſo faithful is, 
That tis her only Blot and Prejudice 
For Envy's-ſelf could never Error ſee _ 
Within that Soul, 'bating her Love to me. 
Now as I muſt confeſs the Name of F riend 
To her that all the World doth comprehend 
Is a moſt wild Ambition; ſo for me 
To draw her Picture is flat Lunacy. | 
Oh ! I muſt think the reſt; for who can Write 
Or into Words confine what's Infinite ? 


To FFT Queen of D v0 a Collier, 
In Antwerp. | , 
I. & 
Nworthy, fi nce thou haſt decreed, 
Thy Love and Honour both ſhall bleed 
My Friendſhip could not chuſe to die * 
In better Time or Company. 
II. 
What thou haſt got by this Exchange 
Thou wilt preceive, when the Revenge. 
Shall by thoſe Treacheries be made, 
, For which our Faith thou haſt betray d. 
* III. 
When thy Ilten ſhall be 
True to themſelves, and falſe to thee, 


Thou'lt 
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Thou'lt fee that in Heart-merchandiſe, 
Value, not Number, mn the Price. 
F 1 

Live to that Day, my Innocence 
Shall be my Friendſhip's juſt Defence: 
For this is all the World can find, 
While thou wert Noble, I was dare 

© 1 
The deſp rate Game that thou dot ply 
At private Ruins cannot ſlay z * 
The horrid Treach'ry of that Face 
Will ſure undo its native Place. 

VI. 
Then let the Frenchmen never fear 
The Victory while thou art there: 
For if Sins will call Judgments down, 
Thou haſt enough to ſtock the Town. 
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To my Excellent Lucaſia, en our Friendbip. 
1 Did not live until this time 
Crown d my Felicity, | 
When I could ſay without a Crime, 
I am not thine, but Thee. 


This Carcaſs breate'd, and walk'd, and ſlept, 

So that the World believ'd 

There was a Soul the Motions kept ; 

But they were all deceiy'd. 
Fab For 
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For as 2 Watch by Art is wound 
\ To Motion, ſuch was mine : 
But never had Orinda found 
A Soul * ſhe found thine z 


Which now 3 cures ay ſupplies, 
And guides my darkned Breaſt : 55 
For thou, axt all that I can pri aeg. 

My Joy, my iſs my. Ra. 1 


4 


No Bridegroom! 's nor Crown-conqu! ror's Mirth 
Io mine compar d can be: 
They haye but pieces of this Earth, 

I've all thee World 3 in thee. 
Then let our Fane tilt light and ſhine, 
And no falſe Fear contr 


— — ˙¹ * 0 — 


: As innocent as our Dellen, A eee 
Immortal as dur Svul. Ne” 


1 ne TY 1 


| Roſania', 7 Private [TY 


T was a wiſe and kind :Defign of Fate, 
That none ſhould this day's Glory celebrate : 
> For” twere in vain to keep a Tine witich s 
2 Above the reach of all Soktanities.- 
I he greateſt Actions paſs Tiber Nolte, 


And Tumults but prophane diviner Joys. 


Silence 


ß 


ence 
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Silence with Things tranſcendent neareſt ſuits, 
The greateſt Emperors are ſerv d by Mutes. 
And as in ancient Time the Deities . 
To their own Prieſts reveal'd no Myſteries 
Until they were from all the World retir'd, 
And in ſome Cave made fit to be infpir'd. 
So when Roſania (who hath them onr-vy'd, 
And with more Juſtice might be Deify d; 
Who if ſhe had their Rites and Altars, we 
Should hardly think it were Idolatry) * 
Had found a Breaſt that did deferve to be 
Receptacle of her Divinity z © 
It was not fit the gazing World ſhould know 
When ſhe convey'd her ſelf to him, or how. 
An Eagle ſafely may behold the Sun, 
When weak Eyes are with too much Light endow 
Now as in Oracles were underſtaod. 
Not the Prieſt's only, but the common goods; 


So her great Soul would not imparted be, 


But- in defign of general Charity. 
She now is more diffuſive than before z 


And what Men then admir'd, they now adore, 

For this Exchange makes not her Power leſs; ' 

But only fitter for the World's Addreſs. 
May then that Mind (which if we will admit 
The Univerfe one Soul, mult fure beit)' 
Inform this All, (which, till ſhe ſhin'd out, lay” 
As drowſic Men do in a cloudy Day)) 


* And 
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3 And Honour, Virtue, Reaſon ſo diſpence, 
That all may owe them to her Influence: 

And while this Age is thus imploy d, may ſhe 
Scatter new Bleſſings for Poſterity. 
I dare not any other With prefer, 
For only her beſtowing adds to her. 
And to a Soul ſo in her ſelf compleat 
As would be wrong'd by any Epithete, 
Whoſe Splendor's fix'd unto her choſen Sphere, 
And fill'd with Love and Satisfaction there, 
What can increaſe the Triumph, but to ſee 
The World her Convert and her Hiſtory ? 


 , » Injuria Amicitie. 
Ovely Apoſtate! What was my Offence ? 
Or am I puniſh'd for Obedience? 
Muſt thy ſtrange Rigor find as ſtrange a Time 
The Act and Seaſon are an equal Crime. 

Of what thy moſt ingenious Scorns could do 
4 Muſt I be Subject and Spectator too 
Or were the Suffer ings and Sins too fewẽ 

To be ſuſtain d by me, per ſorm'd by you? 
Unleſs (with Nero) your uncurb'd Defire 
Be to ſurvey the Nome you ſet on Fire. 
"While wounded for and by your Power, I 
At once your Martyr and your Proſpect die. 
This is my Doom, and ſuch a ridling Fate 
As all Impoſſibles doth complicate. 


* * 
N 6 


For 


r 
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For Obligation here is Injury, | 
Conſtancy Crime, Friendſhip a Hereſie. 

And you appear ſo much on Ruin bent, 

Your own Deſtru&ion gives you now Content : 

For our twin-Spirits did ſo long agree, 

You muſt undo your ſelf to ruin me. 

And, like ſome Frantick Goddeſs, you're inclin'd, 
To raze the Temple where you are enſhrin d. 

And, what's the Miracle of Cruelty, 

Kill that whith gave you Immortality. [ ſprings, 
While glorious Friendſhip, whence your Honour 
Lies gaſping in the Crowd of common Things; 
And I'm ſo odious, that for being kind \ 
Doubled and ſtudied Murthers are deſign d. 

Thy Sin's all Paradox, for ſhould'ſt thau be 

Thy ſelf again, th' would'ſt be ſevere to me. 

For thy Repentance coming now ſo late, 
Would only change, and not relieve my Fate. 

So dangerous is the Conſequence of Ill, 

Thy leaſt of Crimes is to be cruel ſtill, 

For of thy Smiles I ſhould yet more complain, 

If I ſhould live to be betray'd again: 

Live then (fair Tyrant) in Security, | 

From both my Kindneſs and Revenge be free "i 
While I, who to the Swains had ſung thy Fame, 
And taught each Echo to repeat thy Name, 

Will now my private Sorrow entertain, 

To Rocks and Rivers, not to thee, complain. 
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And tho! before our Union cheriſh'd me, 
Tis now my Pleaſure that we diſagree. 
For from my Paſſion your laſt Rigour grew, 
And you kill'd me becauſe I worſhip'd you. 
But my worſt Vows ſhall be your Happineſs, 
And not to be diſturb'd by my Diſtreſs. 
And tho it would my ſacred Flames pollute, 
To make my Heart a ſcorned Proſtitute; 


Let I'll adore the Author of my Death, ; 
2 kiſs the Fus that robs me af vr Breath. 


1 0 Regina Collier, on devs One to Philaſter. 


Riumphant Queen of Scorn ! How ill doth fit 

L In all that Sweetneſs, ſuch injurious Wit? 
Unjuſt and Cruel ! What can be your Prize, 
To make one Heart a double Sacrifice ? 
Where ſuch ingenious Rigour you do ſhew, 
To break his Heart, you break his Image too; 
And by a Tyranny that's ſtrange and new, 
You Murther him becauſe he Worſhips you. 
No Pride can raiſe you, or can make him ſtart, 
Since Love and Honour doth enrich his Heart. 
Be Wiſe and Good, leſt when Fate will be juſt, 
She ſhould o'erthrow thoſe Glories in the Duſt, 
Rifle your Beauties, and you thus forlorn 
Make a cheap Victim to another's ſcorn ; 
And in thoſe Fetters which you do upbraid, 
Four ſelf a wretched Captive may be made. 


Redeem 
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Redeem the poiſon'd Age, let it be ſeen 
There's no ſuch Freedom as ta ſerve a Queen. 
But you, I ſee, are lately Round- head grown, 
And whom * vanquiſh you inſult __ 


rin 8 — ? — * 
To , Philſtr n his Melenchol for Ridin. © 


Ive over now thy Tears, thay vain 
And double Murtherer ; 
For ev'ry Minute of thy Pain 
Wounds both thy ſelf and her. 
Then leave this Dulneſs; for tis our belief, 
Thy Queen muſt Cure, or not deſerve, thy Grief, 


— 


e 


Philoclea's Parting. 


Inder than a condemned Man's Reprieve 
Was your dear Company that bad me live. 

When by Roſania's Silence I had been 

The wretched'ſt Martyr any Age hath ſeen. 

But as when Traitors faint upon the Rack, 

Tormentors ſtrive to call their Spirits back: 

Not out of kindneſs to preſerve their Breath, 

But to increaſe the Torments of their Death : 

So was I raiſed to this glorious State, 

To make my fall the more unfortunate. 

But this I know, none ever dy'd before 


Upon a ſadder or a noble * | | 75 
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To Roſania, now Mrs. Mountague, being with her. 


I. ( * 
| S Men that are with Viſions grac'dd 
Muſt have all other Thoughts diſplac'd, 
And buy thoſe ſhort deſcents of Light 
With loſs of Senſe ; or Spirit's flight: 
6a I 
So ſince thou wert my Happineſs, 
I could not hope the rate was leſs ; 
And thus the Viſion which I gain 
Is ſhort enjoy, and hard t attain. 
mw * 
Ah then! what a poor Trifle's all 
That thing which here we Pleaſure call, 
Since what our very Souls hath coſt 
Is hardly got, and quickly loſt? 
| IV 


Yet is there Juſtice in the Fate; 
For ſhould we dwell in bleſt Eſtate, 
Our Joys thereby would ſo inflame, 
We ſhould forget from whence we came. 
| 3 

If this ſo ſad a Doom can quit 
Me for the Follies I commit; 
Let no Eſtrangement on thy part 
Add a new Ruin to my Heart. 
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When on my ſelf I do reflect, 

I can no Smile from thee expe&: 

But if thy Kindneſs hath no Plea, 

Some Freedom r- 
1 

Elſe the juſt World muſt needs deny 

Our Friendſhip an Eternity : 

This Love will neer that Title hold; 

For m and thine too cold. 
VIII. 

Divided Rivers loſe their Name; 

And ſo our too unequal Flame 

And an Indifference in thee. 
IX. 

Thy abſence I could eaſier find, 

Provided thou wert well and kind, 

Than ſuch a Preſence as is this, 

Made up of ſnatches of my Bliſs. 
X 

So when the Earth long gaſps for Rain, 

If ſhe at laſt ſome new Drops gain, 

She is more parched than at firſt; 


That ſmall Recruit increas'd the Thirſt. 
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ET dull Philoſophers enquire no more 
| In Nature's Womb, or Cauſes ſtrive texplore, 
By what ſtrange Harmony and courſe of things 
Each Body to the whole a Tribute brings; 
What ſecret Unions ſecret Neighb'rings make, 
And of each other how they do partake. 
Theſe are but low Experiments: but he 
That Nature's Harmony intire would ſee, 
Muſt ſearch agreeing Souls, fit down and view 
How ſweet the Mixture is, how full, how true; 
By what ſoft touches Spirits greet and kiſs, 
And in each other can complete their Bliſs. 
A Wonder ſo ſublime, it will admit 
No rude Spectator to contemplate it. 
The Object will refine, and he that can 
Friendſhip revere muſt be a noble Man. 
How much above the common rate of Things 
Muſt they then be from whom this Union ſprings? 
But what's all this to me, who live to be 
Diſprover of my own Mortality? 
And he that knew my unimproved Soul, 
Would ſay I meant all Friendſhip to controul, 
But Bodies move in time, and ſo muſt Minds; 
And though th*Attempt no eaſie Progreſs finds, 


Let 


dam on. ſeveral Qccoſions, 
Yet quit me not, left I ſhauld deſp'rate grow, 
And to ſuch Ftiendſhip add ſome Patience now. 

O may good Heav'n but ſo much Virtue lend, 

To make me fit to be Lucaſias Friend! 

But I'll forſake my ſelf, and ſeek a new _ 
Self in her Breaſt, that's far more rich and true. 
Thus the poor Bee unmark'd doth hum and flye, 
And droan'd with Age would unregarded dye, 
Unleſs ſome lucky drop of precious Gum 

Do bleſs the Inſect with an Amber Tomb. 

Then glorious in its Funeral the Bee 

Gets Eminence, and gets Eternity. 


n 


On Controverſies in Religion. 


Eligion, which true Policy befriends, 
Deſign d by God to ſerve Man's nobleſt ends, 
Is by that old Deceiver's ſubtle Play 

Made the chief Party in its own decay, | 
And meets that Eagle's deſtiny, whoſe Breaſt 
Felt the ſame ſhaft which his own Feathers dreſt. 
For that great Enemy of Souls perceiv d, 

The notion of a Deity was weav d 

So cloſely in Man's Soul; to ruin that, 

He muſt at once the World depopulate, 
But as thoſe Tyrants who their Wills purſue, 
If they expound old Laws, need make no new: 


W 
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So he advantage takes of Nature's Light, 

And raiſes that to a bare uſeleſs height; 

Or while we ſeek for Truth, he in the Queſt 
Mixes a Paſſion, or an Intereſt, 

To make us loſe it; that, I know not how, 
"Tis not our Practice, but our Quarrel now. 
As in the Moon's Eclipſe ſome Pagans thought 
Their barb'rous Clamours her Deliv'rance wrought : 
So we ſuppoſe that Truth oppreſſed lies, 

And needs a Reſcue by our Enmities. 

But tis Injuſtice, and the Mind's Diſeaſe, 

To think of gaining Truth by lofing Peace. 
Knowledge and Love, if true, do {till unite, 

God's Love and Knowledge are both Infinite. 

And though indeed Truth does delight to lye 

At ſome Remoteneſs from a common Eye; 

Yet 'tis not in a Thunder or a Noiſe, 

But in ſoft Whiſpers and the tiller Voice. 

Why ſhould we then Knowledge ſo rudely treat, 
Making our Weapon what was meant our Meat? 
"Tis Ignorance that makes us quarrel ſo; 
The Soul that's dark will be contracted too. 
Chimera's make a Noiſe, ſwelling and vain, 
And ſoon reſolve to their own Smoak again. 
But a true Light the Spirit doth dilate, 

And robs it of its proud and ſullen State; 
Makes Love admir'd becauſe tis underſtood, 
And makes us Wiſe becauſe it makes us Good. 


'Tis 
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Tis to a right Proſpect of things that we 

Owe our Uprightneſs and our Charity. 

For who reſiſts a Beam when ſhining bright, 

Is not a Sinner of a common height. 

That State's a Forfeiture, and Helps are ſpent, 
Not more a Sin, than tis a Puniſhment, . 

The Soul which ſees things in their native Frame, 
Without Opinions Mask or Cuſtom's Name, 
Cannot be clogg'd to Senſe, or count that high 
Which hath its Eſtimation from a Lie. 
(Mean ſordid Things, which by miſtake we prize, 
And abſent covet, but enjoy d deſpiſe.) . 

But ſcorning theſe hath robb'd them of their Art, 
Either to ſwell or to ſubdue the Heart; | 
And learn'd that gen rous Frame to be above 

The World in hopes, below it all in love: 
Touch'd with Divine and Inward Life doth run, 
Not reſting till it hath its Centre won; 

Moves ſteadily until it ſafe doth lye 

I'th' Root of all its Immortality; 
And reſting here hath yet activity 
To grow more like unto the Deity; 
(The ſame in kind, though diff ring in degree) 
„Till at the laſt tis ſwallow'd up, and grown 
With God and with the whole Creation one; 
It ſelf, ſo ſmall a part, i th whole is loſt, 
And Generals have Particulars engroſs d. 


That 
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That dark contracted Perſottalit 7 

Like Miſts before the Sun, will from it 1 

And then the Soul, one ſhining Sphere, at lengtli 
With true Love's Wiſdom filrd and purged Sttength, 

Beholds her higheſt Good with open Face, 8 

And like him all the World ſhe can embrace. 


. the e E. 
Madam, | 
Do not write to 3 
How much I'm Honout d that I may do ſo: 
Nor hope (though I your rich Example give) 
To write with more Succeis than I can lire, 
Who only dare to write, becauſe I muſt. 
Im full of you, and ſomething muſt expreſs, - 
To vent my Wonder, and your Pow'r confeſs... 
Had I ne'er heard of your-illuſtribus Name, 
Nor known the Scorch or. Engliſs ancient Fame; 
Yet if your glorious Frame did but appear, 
I could have Won read all your Grandeur there. 


I could have ſten in each majeſtick Ray 

What Greatnels Anceſtors could aan A 
And in the Luſtre of your Eyes alone, Wo 
How near you were allied tothe Throne: 


Which 


\ 
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Which yet doth leſſen yo, who cannot need 
Thoſe bright Advantages which you exceed.  _ 
For you are ſuch, that your Defcent from Kings 
Receives more Honour from you than it brings : 
As muck above theit Clories as our Toit. 
A Court to you were but a handſom Foil. 

And if we name the Stock on which you grew, 

'Tis rather to do right to it than you - 
For thoſe that would your greateſt Splendor ſee, ' 
Muſt read your Soul more than your Pedigree. 

For as the ſacred Temple had without 

Beauty to feed thoſe Eyes that gat d about, 

And yet had Riches, Stute, and Wonder more, 
For thoſe that ſtobd within the ſhining Door; 

But in the Holy Place ti admitted few, 

Luſtre reeeiv'd and Inſpiration too: 

So tho? your Glories in- your Face be ſeen, 

And ſo much bright Inftru&ion in your Meen; 

You are not known but where you will impart 

The Treaſtires of your moſt Illuſtrious Heart. 
Religion all her Odours ſheds on Jou, | 

Who by obey ing vindicite her too 

For — view: Beam bf Heaven was almoſt 

In nice Difputes aud falſe Pretences loft ; 

So doubly-injut'd; the contd-fcarce ſubſiſt 

Betwixt the Hypotrite and Cafuiſts = 

Till you by great Example did convince 

Us of her Nature and her Refidence, 
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And choſe to ſhew her Face, and eaſe her Grief, 

Leſs by your Arguments than by your Life; 

Which, if it ſhould be copied out, would be 

A ſolid Body of Divinity. | 

Your Principle and Practice Light would give, 

What we ſhould do, and what we ſhould believe: 

For the extenſive Knowledge you profeſs, . 

You do acquire with more Eaſe than confeſs. 

And as by you Knowledge has thus obtain d 

To be reſin d, and then to be explain d: 

In Practice and in Contemplation too. 

For by the various Succours ſhe hath lent, 

Lou act with Judgment, and think with Content. 

Yet thoſe vaſt Parts with ſuch a Temper meet, 

That you can lay them at Religion's F cet. 

Nor is it half ſo bold as it is true, 

That Virtue is her ſelf oblig d to you: 

For being dreſt in your ſubduing Charms, 

She Conquers more than did the Roman Arms. 

We ſee in you how much that Malice ly'd 

That ſtuck on Goodneſs any ſullen Pride 

And that the harſhneſs ſome Profeſſors wear 

Falls to their own, and not Religion's ſhare. 

But your bright Sweetneſs if it but appear, 

Reclaims the bad, and ſoftens the auſtere. 

Men talk'd of Honour too, but could not tell 
What was the Secret of that active Spell. 


That 


at 


So truly high that it deſpiſes Pride; 


Poem! on ſoveral Ortufidns. -$t 
That beauteous Mantle they to divers lent, © 
Yet wonder'd what the mighty Notliing meant. 
Some did confine her to a worthy Fame, 
And forfie to Royal Parents gave her Name. 
You having claim unto her either way, vil 
By what 4 King could give, a World could pen 
Have a more living Honour in your Breaſt, 
Which j and yet obſcures the reſt; 
A Principle froth Fame and Pomp unty d, P 


4 
{ 
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Buying good Actions at the deareſt rat,, 
Looks down on Ill with as much ſcorn as hate; 
Acts things ſo generous and bravely hard, 
And in obliging finds fo much Reward ; 
So Self-denying greats ſo firmly juſt, 
Apt to confer; ſtri& to preſerve a Truſt ; 
That all whoſe Honour would be juſtify d, 
Muſt by your Standards have it ftamp'd and try d: 
But your Perfection heightens others Crimes, 
And you reproach while you infotm the Times. 
Which ſad Advantage you will ſcarce believe; 
Or if you muſt, you do conteal and grieve; 
You ſcorn ſo poot a foil as others Ill; 
And are Protectut to th unhappy ſtill ; 
Yet are fo tender when you ſee a Spot; 
You bluſh for thoſe who for themſelves could hot; 
You are ſo much above your Sex, that we 
Believe your Life yout greateſt Courteſie : 

| G For 
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For Women boaſt, they have: you while you live 

A Pattern and a Repreſentative. ' 

And future Mothers who in Child-birth nn 
Shall wiſh for Daughters, knowing you are one. 
The World hath Kings whoſe Crowns are cemented 
Or by the Blood they boaſt, or that they ſhed: 
Let theſe great Idols of the ſtooping crew 8 
Have neither Pleaſure ſound, nor Honour true. 
They either fight, or play ; and Power court, 
In trivial Anger, or in cruel Sport. \ 
Lou, who a nobler Privilege enjoy, 

(For you can fave whom they can but deſtroy) 
An Empire have where different mixtures kiſs; 
You're grave, not ſour, and kind, but not remiſs 
Such ſweetned Majeſty, ſuch humble State, 
Do Love and Reverence at onoe create. 

Pardon (dear Madam) theſe untaught Edays, 

I can admire more fitly than I praiſe. . 

Things ſo ſublune are e n N 4 
And you are born ſo Great, and are ſo Good, 
So much above the Honour of your Name, 
And by neglect do ſo ſecure your Fame; 


\ 


Whoſe Beauty's ſuch as captivates the Wiſe, 

Yet only you of all the World-deſpiſe z 

That have ſo vaſt a Knowledge ſo ſubdu'd, 

Religion ſo adorn'd, and fo purſu'd 5 _ - 

A Wit ſo ſtrong, that who would it define, 

Will need one ten times more Acute than mine 
'& Yet 


(et 
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Yet rul'd ſo that its Vigour manag d thus 
Becomes at once graceful and generous; 
Whoſe Honbur has ſo delicate a Senſe, - 
Who always pardon, nevet give Offence z -— 
Who needing nothing, yet to all are kind; 
Who have ſo large a Heart, ſo rich a Mind "oy 
Whoſe Friendſhip ftill's of the obliging ſides 
And yet ſo free from Tyranny and Pride: 
Who do in love like Jonathan deſcend, _ 
And ſtrip your ſelf to cloath your happy Friend) 
Whoſe Kindneſs and whoſc Modeſty is ſuchy — 
T' expect ſo little, and deſerve ſo much; 
Who have ſuch candid Worth, ſuch dear Conce 725 
Where we ſo much may Love, and ſo much Leatn; 
Whoſe ev'ry wonder tho it fills and ſhines, ' 
It never to an ill Exceſs declines z 
But all are found ſo ſweetly oppoſite; | 
As are in Titian's Pieces Shade and Light: 
That he that would your great Deſcription try, 
Tho he write well, would be as loſt as I; 
Who of injurious Zeal convicted ſtand, 
To draw you with ſo bold and bad a Hand 
But that, like other Glories, I preſume 
You will enlighten, where you might conſume. 
ay nt | 
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Parting with Luesfia A Song. 


; 80 u "Ty De I | 
ELL; we will do that rigid thing 
mn thiitte we patty 
Though Abſence hath for none a Sting | 
| Bur thoſe who keep each other's Heart. 
H. 
Anil ehem our Senſe is difpoieſt, TIE bY 
Our labouring Soul wil heave and pants 
And gaſp ſot one another's Breaſty WEERES 
n 


Nay, we have eh the oe 
Of abſent Friendfhip; and do know 
That when we die we can but part; 
And who knows what we hall do now? = 
ral J IV. 22 | 
Yet I muſt go: we will ſubmit, 
And ſo out own Diſpoſers bes 
For while we nobly ſuffer it, 
We 1 or e 


By this we ſhall be _ wha: = 
If having other things o'ercome, 
To make our Victory compleat 

We can be Conquerors at home- 


PI. Nay 


Paerns an [evera{ Occaſions. 
ects JH 
Nay then to meet we ma 


* 0 
And all Obſtructions cker 
Since we our Paſſion have ſubdu d, 
Which is the ſtrongeſt thing I Know. 
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Againſt Pleaſure. der by Dr. Coleman. 


I. 

Here's no ſuch thing as Pleaſure here, 
L Tis all a perfect Cheat, 
Which do's but ſhine and diſappears 

Whoſe Charm is but Deceit: 
The empty Bribe of yielding Souls, 
Which firſt betrays, and then controuk. 

| | Ba: | 

'Tis true, it looks at diſtance fair; 

But if we do approach: 
The Fruit of Sodom will impair, 

And periſh at a touch; 
In Being than in Fancy leſs, - 
And we expect more — poſſeſs. 
For by our Pleaſures we are cloy d, 
And ſo Deſire is dane; 
Or elſe, like Rivers, they make wide 
The Channel where they run: 
G 3 And 


And either way true Bliſs deſtroys | | 
Making us nino 'Y vs Joys: 
We covet Platte eaſily, 4 0 7 

But it not ſo poſſeſs, * . Ik 27 i — 
For many things muſt make 1 it bey 
But one may r 
Nay, were our State as we cauld chuſe i ity . 
Twould be n 8 Kr to lole it 
What art cialis ew ei 4 Ain 
More weak and ſwift than Fame? 
Whoſe next Succeſſor is N 
And its Attendant Shame: 
: Who ſaid of Pleaſure, It is mad.” 0 
[ 
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3 Ternal Reaſons Glorious Majeſty, | 
Compares n Gn hee bis 
Whoſe Attributes ate / Thee, who art alone 
Cauſe of all various Things, and yet but one; | 
Whoſe Eſſence can no more be ſearchd by Man, 
Than Heav'n thy Throne be graſped with a Span, | 
Yet if this great Creation was defign'd 
To ſeyeral ends fitted for ev ry kind; 


* 
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Pom on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Sure Man (the World Epitome muſt be 
Form d to the beſt, that is," to ſtudy thee. PP 
And as our Dignity, "ris Duty too, 

Which is ſum d up in this, to know and do. 
Theſe comely rows of Creatures ſpell thy Nn 
Whereby we grope to find from whenc 
By hy een Gef Ge brought to think 


* 


There muſt be one, then find that higheft — Ty 


Thus all created Excellence we fee * 


Is a reſemblance faint and dark of thee, = 5 


Such Shadows art produce by the Moon-beams 
Of Trees or Houſts in the ruming Stream. 
| Yet by Timpreſſions borh with us we find Sa 


Safely adoring what we cannot tel. 4 | 
All we know is, thou art ſupreartily good, 

And doſt delight to be ſo underſtood- . 8 
A ſpicy Mountain on the Univerſe, , 
On which thy richeſt Odours do diſperſe. 
But as the Sea to fill a Veſſel heads 


More greedily than any Cask rẽteiv es 


Beſieging round to find ſome gap in it, 
Which will a new Infuſion admit: LET 

So doft thou covet that thou mayſt diſpence 
Upon the empty World thy Influence; 

Lov'ſt to disburſe thy ſelf in Kindneſs : Thus 


The King of Kings waits to be gracious. | 
y G 4 On 


97 


they came, : 


How good, great, EE Oe Gul, Fn j 4 
Here we are fwallow d p and gladly deln 


* 


89; Pet en ſeveral, Qerahine. 


On this account, O God, enlarge my Heart 
To entertain what thou ouldſi fain impart. 
Nor let that Soul, by ſeveral Titles thine, . 
And moſt capacious form d for thing Divine, 
(So nobly meant, that when it a miſs,, - 
'Tis in miſtaken Pantings after His: | | 
Degrade it ſelf in ſardid things delig 2 

Or by prophaner Mixtures loſe jts right. 
Oh! that with fixt unbroken Thoughts it may... 
Admire the Light which doeg gbſcure the day. 
And fince tis Angels work it hath ta do, 
May its compoſure be like Angels too iT 
When ſhall theſe. clogs. of 45%" pkg han 
That I may hear the God within me ſpeak, 
When with a ſilent and retired Art 7 
Shall I with all this empty hurry part? WR, WP 
To the ſtill Voice aboye, my Soul. advance; 
My Light and Joy plaed in his Countenance. 
By whoſe diſpence, my. Soul to ſuch frame brought, 
May tame each treach'rousfix each ſcatt ring thought; 
With ſuch diſtinctians all things here behold, 

And ſo to ſeparate. each Droſs from Gold, 

That nothing my free Soul may ad 

But t imitate, e us thee. 


Nun eee. aue. 


To Mes. M. A. abe 


x 
IS now fince I began to die 
Four Months, yet till I gaſping livez 
Wrapp'd up in Sora da I lie. 
Hoping, yet doubting, ier 
Adam from Paradiſe expell'd 
Tot ſh ee Bong talk. 


'Tis not thy E 
That will in ſpight of abſence hald; 
But tis the benefit and uſe 


Which though the Sum be ne er ſo great, 
Enriches natbing but Cancete. 
II. 

What angry Star then goyerns me 
That I muſt feel a double ſmart, 

Priſoner to Fate as well ag theke: 
Kept from thy Face, ligk'd to thy Heart 

Becauſe my Love all Loye excells, 

Muſt ER e 

Sapleſs and dead as Winter here 

I now remain, and all I ſee 
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Is laſt, u in impriſon d Gold; | o 7 
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Copies of my wild State appear, Fes 
But I am their Epitome. | 

Love me no more, for I am grown 

Too dead and dull for thee to own. 


* To . Mary lehre 5 


Oul of my Soul, my * my Crown, my Friend, 
A Name which all the reſt doth comprehend; 
How Happy are we now, whoſe Souls are grown 
By an incomparable Mixture one? | f 
Whoſe well - acquainted Minds are now as near 
As Love, or Vows, or Friendſhip can endear? | 
1 have no Thought but what's to thee realty 
Nor thou defire that is from me conceald. 
Thy Heart locks up my Secrets richly ſer, 
And my Breaſt is thy private Cabinet. 
Thou ſhed'ſt no Tear but what my Moiſture lent, | 
And if I figh, it is thy Breath is fpent. 

United thus, what Horror can appear 

Worthy our Sorrow, Anger, or our Fear? 

Let the dull World alone to talk and fight, 
And with their vaſt Ambitions Nature fright; ' 

Let them deſpiſe ſo innocent a Flame, 

While Envy, Pride and Faction play their Game: | 
Bur we by Love fublim'd fo bigh ſhall rife,” 
To pity Kings, and Conquerors — 


Since 
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Since we that ſacred Union have engroſt' © 
Which they and all the e on e 
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is = of Uh Cartwright. 


To welcome 67 ine ity Raptures jet: 
Such horrid Ignorance benights the Times, 
That Wit and Honour are become our Crimes. 
But when thoſe happy-Pow'rs which guard thy Duſt 
To us and to thy Mem'ry ſhall be juſt, 
And by a Flame from thy bleſt Genius lent 
Reſcue us from dur dull Impriſonment, 
Unſequeſter our Fancies, and create 
A Worth that may upon thy Glories wait: 
We then ſhall underſtand thee, and deſcry 
The Splendor of reſtored Poetry. 
Till when let no bold Hand profane thy Shrine, 
Tis high Wit-Treaſon to debaſe 835 Coin. 


— — 
— 8 — 8 
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Mr. F rancis Finch, the Excellent Palzmon. 


His is confeſt Preſumption, for had I 
All that rich Stock of Ingenuity _ 
Which I could wiſh for this, yet would it be 


F Blot, a pious. Injury. 
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„ Pat an end Gerais 
But as no Votarięs are ſeorn d, when they 


The meaneſt Vickim in Religion rar); 
Not that the Pow'r they worſhip needs a Gum, 


But that they ſpeak their Thanks-for alt with fome + 
So though the moſt cantemptible of all 
That do themſelves Palemow's Servants call, 


I knazy that Zeal is more than Sacrifice, . 
(For God did not the Widaw' Mite deſpiſe, ) = 
And that Palemon hath Divinity, | 5 
And Mercy is his higheſt Property: : 
He that doth ſuch tranſcendent Merit own, 
Muſt have imperſect Offerings or none. 
He's one rich Luſtre which doth Rays difpente, | 
As Knowledge will when ſet in Innacence. 
For Learning did ſelect his noble Breaſt, 
Where (ip her native Majeſty) to reſty 
Free from the Tyranny and Pride of Schools, 
Who have confin'd her to pedantick Rules 
And that gentiler Error which does take 

Offence at Learning for her Hahit's fake ; 
Palemon hath redeem'd her, who may vo. 
Eſteemid himſelf an Univerfity ; = 


And yet ſo much a Gentleman, that he 
Needs not (though he enjoys) a Pedigree. 
Sure he wag built and ſent to let us know 
What Man compleated could both be and do. 
Freedom from Vice is. in him Nature s part, 
Without the belp of Diſcipline or an. 


He's 


＋ 


ä Potins on ſeveral Occafrons. — of 
He's his own Happineſs and his 6wh Law, i 
Whereby he kreps Paſſioti arid Fate in awe. 
Nor was this wrought in hity by, Time and ce : 
His Genius had anticipated both. | 
Had all Men been Paliemons, pride had neer 
Taught one Man Tyranny; the other Fear; 
Ambition had been full as Monſtrous then 
As this ill Wotld doth render worthy Men: 
Had Men his Spirit, they would ſoon forbeat 
Grovelitig for Dirt, ãnd quarrelling for Air. 
Were his harmonious Soul diffus'd in all, 

We ſhould believe that Men did never fall. 

It is Palemon's Soul that hath engroſt 
Th'ingenuous Candot that the World hath loſt ; 
Whoſe one Mind ſeats him quiet, fafe and highs 
Above the reach of Timt or Deſtin p 
Twas he that reſcu'd gaſping Friendſhips when 
The Bell toll'd for her Funeral with Men: 
'Twas he that made Friends more than Lovers burn, 
And then made Love to ſatred Friendſhip turn: 
Twas he turn d Honout inward, ſet her free 

From Titles and from Popularity. | 
Now fix d to Virtue ſhe begs Praife of none 
But Witneſs d and Rewarded both at home. 
And in his Breaſt this Honour's ſo eaſhrin'd, 
As the old Law was in the Ark confif'd:- 
To which Poſterity ſhall all conſent, 
And lefs diſpute than Acts of Parliament: 


He's 
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HFles our Original, by whom we ſee + 
How much we fail, and what we ought to be. 
But why do I to Copy him pretend? * — 
My Rymes but libel whom they would commend. 
Tis true; but none can reach what's ſet ſo high: 
And though I miſs, Fve noble Company: 

For the moſt happy Language muſt army 5 
It eee not rrp is 
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Dang 
To Mrs. M. A n Ten. Ui 


Have examin'd, nee aN 
Theres non grieve ro leave behind 

But only only the. | 
To part with theo lei wat his, . 
Could Parting ſep rate thee and I. 01/4 36% ©. 

II. 1 1 

But neither Chance nor Compliment 

Did element our Love; 
'Twas ſacred Sympathy was lent 

Us from the Quire above. 
That Friendſhip Fortune did create, 
Still fears u Wound from Time or Fate | 


III. Our 


Porms on ſeveral Occaſions. 85 
2 
Our chang 4 and mingled Souls are grown 
To ſuch Acquaintance now, ,, 
That it cach would reſume their own, | 
Alas! we know not how. 
We have each other ſo engroſt, 
IM each is in the Union loſt, 
IV. 
And thus we can no Abſence know, 
Nor ſhall we be confin'd;, 
Our active Souls will daily go 
To learn each others Mind. 
Nay, ſhould we never meet to Scafe, | 
Our Souls would hold Intelligence. 
V. 
luſpird with a Flame Dirine 
I ſcorn to court a ſtay; 
For from that noble Soul of thine 
I ne er can be away. | 
But I ſhall weep when thou doſt grieve; 
Nor can I dye whilſt thou doſt live. 
By my own Temper I ſhall gueſs 
At thy Felicity, _. 
And only like my Happineſs - 
Becauſe it pleaſeth the. 
Our Hearts at any time will tel! 


VII. All 


96 r- . 


Att 
All that is Gobd bt Oedt; 


| | She chat would be ſan Fri, 


| Mn bo mh pI. . 
If I have any Bravery, o 
Tue int o tf ths 69.2804 
\ 
Thy Leiger Soul in me ſhall Nile. 
And all thy Thoughts reveal © 
Then back again with mine hall flies, 
And thence to me (halt ſtel. 
Thus ſtill to one another tend? 1. 
Suh he nd Nene of Pin, 1 0 


Thus our Twin-{vis in de ſhall SSW) 
And teach the World new Loe, bo 
Redeem the Atze and Sex, and ſhew © | | 
A Flame Fate dares nöt move: $ 
And conttng Death to Bl cut Fri 4 
n 189 


A Dew ſhall dwell upon out Tons | 
Of ſuch a Quality, 1 
That fighting Armies, hunter ce, to kuf 
Shall ! il 1 be. 2 — 
We'll ask no Epitaph, but RON 
.'ORINDA und ROSH! 1% 
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Wins on ** Occaſions. 


Tomy unn due, un Paving. Us.) 


Hough it di wine when 1 muſt part + 
With him, that i he Guardian of my Hearth 1 


Yet, by an happy change; the loſs of mine 
Is with advantage paid in having thine. 
And I (by that dear Gueſt inſtructed) find: 


Abſenes can do no hurt to Souls combin'd. 


As we were born to Love, brought to agree 


By the Impreſſions of 1 | 


So when united nearer we became, 


It did not weaken, but encreaſe, our mY 


Unlike to thoſe who diſtant Joys admire, - 


But ſlight them when poſſeſt of their Deſire: 5 


Each of our Souls did its own Temper fit, 


And in the other's' Mould ſo faſhion'd it, 


That now our Inclinations both are grown, 
Like to our Intereſts and Perſons, one; 

And Souls whom fuch an Union fortifes, 
Paſſion can ne er deſtroy, nor Fate ſurprize. 


Now as in Watches, though we do not know 
rhe the FOOTY we find it {till doth gor, 


15 


1 M1 


For 


So I, by ſecret Sy y inclin d, 8 


Will abſent meet, and underſtand thy Mir nds 


And thou at thy return ſhalt find thy Heart 
Still ſafe, with ah Lon ch tt imbert⸗ 
10 | 
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98 — froeral Octaſions.” 
For though that Treaſure I have neer bed. 


It ſhall wh ſtrong Religion be preſerv d. 
And beſides this thou ſhalt in me ſurvey 


Thy felf feflected wille thou aft ²⁰²üu ). 


For what ſome forward Arts do eee 
The Images of abſett Friends to make, a 
And repreſent their Actions in a Gas, hi 
Friendſhip it ſelf ean only bring to-paſs, 
That Magick which both Fate and Time beguiles, 
And in a moment ruiis a-thooſind Miles. 
So in my Breaſt thy Picture drawn ſhall be,; 
My Guide, Life, Object, Friend, and Deſtiny 5 
And none ſhall know, though they employ their Wit, 
Which is the right Autenor, thuu, or it. 
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On the litt "ni Collier, en the f Tomb 
" fone. 5 e n 


Irtve's bine Beaut ee 

The Pride of all th rs fait aig 
By Death's ferce Hand was ſnatched hence" 
In her State of Innocente: 

Who by it this Advantage pains, 

Her r got without het” Pains, 
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E T dhe dull brutiſh World e 
Continue Hereticks, and difapproye ys 

That noble Flame but the ref ned know- p pos Nees 
'Tis all the Heav' n we IF 57 below. 85 Eo 22 
Nature ſubſiſts by Love, _ 7 60 tis. 
Things to their Cauſes bür p 5700 athy, 1 
Love chains the diff rent Ef Ane wre 
Great Harmony, link d to the bezw. iy Thigh . = 
And # on Earth, ſo the bien Quite! above 
Of Sainte arid Angels att nifittain'd by Loe 
That is their Bifitiefs atid Fe - 
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And will be ſq to all Kaen ; * 11818 903 4 
That is the Oceiſt our; 8% bers ago di 
Are but Streams borrow'd froth the Tonis“ 3 
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And tis the nobleſt Argument to prove 

A beauteous Mind, that it knows how to Love. 
Thoſe kind Impreſſions which Fate can't controul, 
Are Heav'n's Mintage on a worthy Soul. 

For Love is all the Arts Epitome, 

And is the Sum of all Divinity. | 
He's worſe than Beaſt that cannot "ky and yet 
It is not bought for Mony, Pains or Wit; 

For no chance or deſign can Spirits move, 

But the eternal Deſtiny of Love: 

And when two Souls are chang'd and mixed ſo, 

It- is hat they and none but they can do. 

This, this is F riendſhip, that abſtracted Flame 

Which groveling Mortals know not how to name. 

All Love 1s facred, and the Marriage · tie 

Hat much of Hon and Divini ity. 

But Luſt, Deſign, e unworthy , ends ” 

May mingle there, Which, are deſ pis d by E riends. 

Paſſion hath 2 20 Extreams, and thus 

All Oppoſitions ntiguous. OY wi. 

So when the 215 is Vd their Love will bate, 

7 hip wake jt not, more fortunate: - | 

ip. that Love's Elixir, that, pure Fire 
Which | burns the clearer cauſe it NUN the higher. 

For Love, like earthly Fixes (which will decay | 

If the material Fuel be away) | ae bo 

Is with offenſive Spe ne b Odi 44 1:40 


917937 by. refit Lance only. Lan ſupphy'd: rn“ 181 106 91A 
ba 9 14 


/ 


— 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. - no 
But Friendſhip, like the fiery Element, | 
With its own Heat and Nouriſhment content, 
Where neither Hurt, nor Smoke, nor Noiſe is made, 
Scorns the aſſiſtance of a foreign Add. ables 
Friendſhip (like Heraldry) is hereby known, 
Richeſt when plaineſt, braveſt when alone; | 
Calm as a Virgin, and more Innocent 
Than ſleeping Doves are, and as much content 
As Saints in Viſions; quiet as the Night, 
But clear and open as the Summer's Light; | 
United more than Spirits Faculties, 
Higher in Thoughts than are the Eagle's Eyes; 
What ſhall I ſay? when we true Friends are grown, 
Weare like —Alas, w'are like our ſelves alone. 


— 
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The E NQUIRT. 


F we no old Hiſtorian's Name 
I Authentick will admit, 5 
But think all ſaid of Friendſhip's Fame 
But Poetry or Wit: | 
Yet what's rever'd by Minds ſo pure 
Muſt be a bright Idea ſure. 
IL 
But as our Immortality 


By inward Senſe we find, 
H 3 Judging 
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J udging that if it cou'd not be, _ 
It would not be defignd: 
So here how cou'd ſuch Copies fall, | 
If there were no Original? 
III. 
But if Truth be in ancient Song, 
Or Story we believe, 
If the inſpir'd and graver Throng 
Have ſcorned to deccive; | 
There have been Hearts whoſe Friendſhip gave = 
Them Thoughts at ones both ſoft and brave. 
. 
Among that conſecrated Few, 
Some more Seraphick Shade 
Lend me a favourable Clew 
Now Miſts my Eyes invade. _ 
Why, having fill'd the World with Fame, 
Left you fo little of your Flame? 
V. | 
Why is't ſo difficult to fee 
Two Bodies and one Mind > 
And why are thoſe who elſe agree 
So differently kind? 
Hath Nature ſuch fantaſtick Art, 
That ſhe can vary ev ry Heart ? 


Poems * ſeveral 9 
a VI. 
Why are the Bands of Friendſip ty'd | 
With ſo remiſs a Knot, ' © | 
That by the moſt it is defy 'd, 
And by the reſt forggt? _ 
Why do we ſtep with ſo light Senfe = 
From Friendſhip to Indifference. 
- 4. (Wo. | 
If Friendſhip Sympathy — 
That Heart can never meet with Heart, 
Or Flame encounter Flame? 
What does this Cruelty create? 
Is t the Intrigue of Love or Fate? 
VIII. l 
Had Friendſhip ne er been known to Men, 
Che Ghoſt at laſt confeſt) 2 
The World had been a Stranger FAN 591 
To all that Heav'n poſſeſt. 
But could it all be here acquir ir d, 17 
Not Heav'n 0 ©”; rr th STS, 
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To my Lucaſa, in om of declar'd Pars tk 


My Lacaſia, let as our Love, 
H 4 Which 
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And whence we e find Xt, juſtly we agree. anda 
£10 

Before we knew the Treaſures of our Lot, © 
Our noble, Aims our Joys did entertain 

And ſhall Enjoyment nothing then i improve ah | 
'T were beſt for us then to begin again. 

. 

Now we have nain'd, we muſt not ſtop, and ſleep 
Out all the reſt of our myſterious Reign : 
It is as hard and glorious to keep 

A Victory, as it is to obtain. 
IV. 5 . 
Nay to what end did we once barter Minds, 
Only to know and to negle& the claim ? 
Or (like ſome Wantons) our Pride Pleaſure finds 
To throw away the Thing at which we aim. 
If this be all our Friendſhip does Deſign, _ 
We covet not Enjoyment then, but Pow'r : 
To our Opinion we our Bliſs confine, 
| Aud * to have, but not to ſmell, the Flow'r. 
6, hs Xo) nt Wed 
Ab! then let Miſers bury thus their Gold, 
Who, tho? they ſtarve, no Farthing will produce: 
But we low d to enjoy and to behold, 2508 
COT PRI by uk. | 
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VII. 
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e ene 
Think not tis needleſs to repeat Defires ; 
The fervent Turtles always Court and Bill, 
And yet their ſpotleſs Paſſion never tires, 
But does encreaſe by Repetition ſtill. 
merge 
Altho* we know we Love, yet while our Soul 
Is thus impriſon'd by the Fleſh we wear, 
There's no way left that Bondage to controul, 
But to convey TranſaQions thro' the Ear. 
IX. 
Nay, tho' we read our Paſſions in the Eye, 
It will oblige and pleaſe to tell them too : 
Such Joys as theſe by Motion multiply, 1 
Were't but to find that our Souls told us true. 
1 
Believe not then, that being now ſecure 
Of either's Heart, we have no more to do: 
The Spheres themſelves by Motion do endure, 
And they move on by Circulation too. 
XI. 
And as a River, when it once hath paid 
The Tribute which it to the Ocean owes, 
Stops not, but turns, and having curl'd and play d 
On its own Waves, the Shore it overflows. 
So the Soul 's Motion does not end in Bliſs, 
But on her ſelf ſhe ſcatters and dilates, 


And 


1206 Tens en ſevere! Occaſions. 
And on the Object doubleg, till by this 
She finds new Joys which that Reflux Feen, 
| XIII. 


But how bat a n 

It ſeeks a vent by telling the News, 
Firſt to the Heart which did its oys obtain, 

Then to the Heart which did thoſe Joys produce. 

XIV. 

When my Soul then doth ſuch Excurſions wake, | 

Unleſs thy Soul delight to meet it too, 
What Satisfaction can it give or take, 

Te CIR at the mp 
Tis not Diftruſty for were tate e 
| Letters and Viſits all would uſeleſs grow : . 
Love's whole Expreſſion then would be its Cloud, 

Andi it would be retin'd to nothing ſo. | 

;* "FFT + 0 

If L difturft, vom ue WER REY (7 
_ 'Tis my own fitneſs for a Lovelike thine , 
And therefore ſtill new Evidence would ſee, 

T aſſure my As trons canſt be mine. 
* e e, 

As weary Travellers a Shade do find, 
As to the parched Violet Evening- 1 

duch is from thee to mo a Look 6 
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„„. yy | 
But when that Look is dreſt in Words, tis like 
The myſtick Pow'r of Muſicks Uniſon; | 
Which when the Finger doth one Viol ſtrike, 
The other's String 2 Reflection. 


Be kind to me, and juſt then to our Love, | 
To which we owe our free and dear Conyerſez 
And let no-Tra& of Time wear or remove 
It from the Privilege of that Commerce. 
XX. 
Tyrants do baniſh what they can't requite : 
But let us never know ſuch mean Defires ; 
But to be grateful to that Love delight | 
Which all our Joy and noble . , 


— — 


A RESVERT. 


Choſen Privacy, a cheap Content, | 
And all the Peace a Friendſhip ever lent, 
A Rock which civil Nature made a Scat, 

A Willow chat repulſes all the Heat, 

The beauteous quiet of a Summer s-day, 

A Brook which ſobb'd aloud and ran away, 
Invited my Repoſe, and but u 

To entertain my Fancy thus retir d. 
As Lucian s F aloft did view 
The angry Worl 


— — 
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So all its ſullen Follies ſeem to me 

But as a too-well acted Tragedy. 

One dangerous Ambition doth befool, 

Another envies to ſee that Man Rule: 

One makes his Love the Parent of his Rage, 

For private Friendſhip publickly tengage : _ 
And ſome for Conſcience, ſome for Honour die; 
And ſome are meanly kill'd they know not why. 
More diff rent than Mens Faces are their Ends, 
Whom yet one common Ruin can make Friends. 
Death, Duſt and Darkneſs they have only won, 
And haſtily unto their Periods run. 
Death is a Leveller ; Beauty, and Kings, 
And Conquerors, and all thoſe glorious Things, 
Are tumbled to their Graves in one rude Heap, + 
Like common Duſt, as quiet and as cheap. 

At greater Changes whq would wonder then, 

Since Kingdoms have their Fates as well as Men? 
They muſt fall Sick and Die; nothing can be 

In this World certain, but Uncertainty. 1 
Since Pow'r and Greatneſs are ſuch ſlippry Things, 
Who'd pity Cottages, or envy Kings ? | 
Now leaſt of all, when, weary of deceit, 

The, World no longer flatters with the Great. 

Tho ſuch Confuſions here below we find, 

As Providence were wanton' with Mankind : 

Yet in this Chaos ſome Things do ſend forth, 
(Like Jewels in the dark) a Native worth. 


He 


Je 


He that derives his high Nobility, 
Not from the mention of a Pedigree; 
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Who thinks it not his Praiſe that others know _ 

His Anceſtors were gallant long ago: 

Who ſcorns to boaſt the Glories of his Blood, 

And thinks he can't be Great that is not Gol; 
Who knows the World, and what we Pleaſure call, 
Yet cannot ſell one Conſcience for them all; 

Who hates to hoard that Gold with an Excuſe, 

For which he can find out a nobler Uſe; 
Who dares not keep that Life that he can ſpend, 

To ſerye his God, his Country, and n 
Who Flattery and Falſehood doth ſo hate, 

He would not buy ten Lives at ſuch a rate; 

Whoſe Soul, than Diamonds more rich and clears. 
Naked and open as his Face doth wear 

Who dares be Good alone in ſuch a time, a 
When Virtue's held and puniſn d as a Crime; In 
Who thinks dark crooked Plots a mean Defence, 
And is both ſafe, and wiſe in Innocence; Tow 

Who dares both fight and die, bot ren a8 Fears, 
Whoſe only doubt is, n \ 
Whoſe Courage, and his Juſtice equal worn, 

Can Dangers grapple, overcome and FO n. 10 

Let not inſult upon a 7 whrla Foe, .. 

But can forgive him, and d oblige him too. * 
Whoſe F riendſhip i Is congenial with his Soul, c 
Who where N a Heart bellows it whole; 


Whoſe 


3 Oc ( 
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Whoſe Happineſs in cry 
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Whoſe other Ties and Titles here de end, 

Or bury'd or compleatet/in the Friend: 

Who n&er' reſumes the Sou he once did "m 
While his F "Tiend's Honeſty and Honour live ; 
And if his Friend's Content could coft the Price, 
Would count himſelf à happy Sactifice j—o 
Whoſe happy Days no Pride infects, norean | 
His other Titles make Him flight the Man; 

No dark Ambitious Thbuyhts do cloud his 155 
Nor reſtleſs Cares when td be Great, and how 4 
Who ſcorns to envy Wealth where c er it be, 
But · pĩties fuch a Golden Slivery z 
With no mean fawnings can the People court, 


Nor wholly flight a popular Report; 
Whoſe Houſe no Orphan Groans do ſhake or blaſt, 


Nor any Riot help to ſerve his Tafte 3 
Who from the top of his Profperities 
Can tale & fall, and yet without Surpriſe; 

Who with the ſame auguſt and even State 

Can entertain the beſt and wotſt of Fate; 

Whoſe Suff ring's ſweet, i ann; 
Who ſlights Revenge; yet bes not fear, but ſcorn it; 
Fortune lives, 

For that no Fortune tjther takes or ges; 
Who no unhandſbme Wa ays Can brihe his Fate, 
Nay, opt of Prifbn in bes chte the Gates | 
Who lang all hls Title his Pelf, © = 
Nays At the World; cari never beter, 


Thi 


Proms n fouerel Orcafions;- 
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This Perſon ſhitty indeed, 4 and be chat can 1 * 
le Virtuous is the pit damen! is. 
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OW Sacred and how innocent 
A Coumtryckiſe appears, * 
How free from Tumult, Difcontetit, * 
From Flattery of Feats ! 
This was the firſt and happieſt t. 
When Man enjoy d Himſelft?; 
Till Pride exchanged Pence for dritt 
And Happineſs fbr ff. 
Twas here the their ere rr, 
Here taught the Mdltitude; 5 
The Brave they here with Honvur ft 
And civiliz d the Rude. mn 


That Golden Age did entetrain ' Ne Vs 


# 


No Paſſion but the; 


The thoughts of R ** a Gals, 
Did ne'er their move. 
None then did e e dee, 


21 Ot . 


Nor Plot to) 


| pov 
- ; 1 they 1d. 12h 
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Nature was ll dhelr Wit. 


And if there yet remain to Men 


Obntent, ſure this is it. } 
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What BleGogrdach this Word ond 
To tempt or bribe Deſire? 
Her Courtſhip is all Fire and Sword, 
Who would not then retire > | 
Then welcome deareſt Solirude, 
My great Felicity; 


Tho fome are pleas'd to call thee rude, 
Thou art not ſo, but we. 


Them that do covet only, „. 
A Cottage will ſuffice: 71677 

It is not brave to be poſſeſt e 
Of Earth, but to deſpiſe. | 


Opinion 1s the rate of Things. ” ; 1 


From hence our Peace doth flow 3 
1 have a better Fate than Ki 
Becauſe I think it ſo, a 
When all the ſtormy MP roar, 
How unconcern'd am 1 dib a8. 


I cannot fear to tumble lower — Ha | 
Who never could be high, 44 10 777401 N <Q) 
Secur' in theſe unenvy'd Walle 170 550 
| mieten the — hk 
And pity no Man's Caſe 15 vip 
From his Ambition s he II. I Fi "4 fil AN. 
Silence and lngocence. ion n 
A Heart that's nohly J,, n . 


At all theſf little Arg an laughs. 
That do the World ſub wa, & u bo! 
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While others Revel it in State, 
Here I'Il contented fit, 


Ass Wealth and Pomp admit. 
Let ſome in Courtſhip take — 
And to th Exchange reſort; 

Then Revel out a Winter's Night, 

Not making Love, but Sport. 

Theſe never know a noble Flame, 
© Tis Luft, Scorn, or Deſign : 
While Vanity plays all their Gamez 
Let Peace and Honour mine, 
When the inviting Spring appears, 
To Hide-Park let them go; 
And, haſting thence be full of Fears 
To loſe Spring-Garden Show. 
Let others (nobler) ſeek to gain 
In Knowledge happy Fate, 
And others buſie them in vain 
Io ſtudy Ways of State. 
But I, reſolved from within, 
Confirmed from without, 
In Privacy intend to ſpirm 
My future Minutes out. 
Andfrom this Hermitage of mine 
I baniſh all wild Toys, 
And nothing that is not Divine 
Shall dare to tempt my Joys. 
9 I 
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And think 1 have as good a Fate 
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There are below but two Things r 
Friendſhip and Honeſtyj; 
And only thoſe, of all, 1 Win 11 
Ask for Felicity. 
In this retir d and humble WY 
Free from bothi War and Strife, 
I am not fore d to make Retreat, | 
But chuſe to ſpend my Life. 


— 


* Py 1 9 * 


To Mrs. Wogan) my Honored Fiend on the Death 
| of her Hurband. 


| D RY up your Tears, there's enough kedby, you, 
| And we mult pay our Share of Sorrows too. 

It is no private Loſs when ſuch Men fall, 

The World's concerti'd, and Grief i is general. 

But tho of our Misfortune we complain, 


For ſince we know his rich Integrity, 

His real Sweetneſs, and full Harmony ; 

How free his Heart and Houſe were to his Friends, 
Whom he oblig'd without Deſign or Ends; 

How univerſal was his Courteſie, 

How clear a Soul, how even, and how high ; 

How much he ſcorn'd Difguiſe or meaner Arts, 
But with a Native Honour conquer u Hearts ; 3 
f f fu | $4+ OC 7 We 
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We muſt conclude he was a Treaſure lent, 
Soon weary of this ſordid Tenement. 
| The Age and World deſerv'd him not, and he 
Was kindly ſnatch'd from future Miſery. 


We can ſcarce ſay he's Dead, but gone to Reſt, 


And left a Monument in ev'ry Breaſt. 

For you to grieve. then in this ſad Exceſs,  . 
Is not to ſpeak your Love, but make it leſs. 

A noble Soul no Friendſhip will admit, 
But what's Eternal and Divine as it. 

The Soul is hid in mortal Fleſh we know, 
And all its Weakneſſes muſt undergo, | 
'Till by Degrees it does ſhine forth at length, 


And gathers Beauty, Purity, and Strength: 


But never yet doth this Immortal Ray 

Put on full Splendor till it put off Clay : 

So Infant Love is, in the worthieſt Breaſt, _ 
By Senſe and Paſſion fetter d and oppreſt; 
But by degrees it grows ſtill more refin'd, 
And ſcorning Clogs, only concerns the Mind. 
Now as the Soul you lov'd is here ſet free 
From its material groſs Capacity 


Your Love ſhould follow him now he is gone, N 


And quitting Paſſion, put Perfection on. 

Such Love as this will its own good deny, 

If its dear Object have Felicity. 

And ſince we cannot his great Loſs Reprieve, 

Let's not loſe you in whom he till doth Live. 
I 2 


For 


+ 
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For while you are by Grief ſecluded thus, « 
It doth appear your F uneral 1 "ew 


In Memory of the moſt juſtly Honoured, Mrs. Owen 
J Orielton. 


8 when the ancient World by Reaſon liv'd, 
The 4/ian Monarchs Deaths were never griev d; 
Their glorious Lives made all their Subjects call 
Their Rites a Triumph, not a Funeral: 
So ſtill the Good are Princes, and their Fate 
Invites us not to weep, but imitate. 

Nature intends a Progreſs of each Stage 
Whereby weak Man creeps to ſucceeding Age, 
Ripens him for that Change for which he's made, 
Where th' active Soul is in her Centre ſftaid. 
And ſiuce none ſtript of Infancy complain, 

Cauſe tis both their Neceſſity and Gain: 

So Age and Death by ſlow Approaches come, 
And by that juſt inevitable Doom, 

By which the Soul (her cloggy Droſs once gone) 
Puts on Perfection, and reſumes her own. 

Since then we Mourn a happy Soul, O why 
Diſturb we her with erring Piety ? 

Who's ſo enamour'd on the beauteous Ground, 
When with rich Autumn's Livery hung round, 
As to deny a Sickle to his Grain, | 
And not undreſs the teeming Earth again? 


Fruits 
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Fruits grow for Uſe, Mankind is born to Dye 3 
And both Fates have the ſame neceſſity. 
Then grieve nomore, {ad Relatives, but learn; 
Sigh not, but Profit by your juſt Concern. 
Read over her Life's Volume : Wiſe and Good, 
Not cauſe ſhe muſt be ſo, but cauſe ſhe wou'd. 
To choſen Virtue ſtill a conſtant Friend, > 
She ſaw the Times which chang d, but did not mend. 
And as ſome are ſo civil to the Sun, | 
They'd fix his Beams, and make the Earth to run: 
So ſhe unmov'd beheld the angry Fate 
Which tore a Church, and overthrew a State: 
Still durſt be Good, and own the noble Truth, 
To crown her Age, which had adorn'd her Youth. 
Great without Pride, a Soul which till could be 
Humble and high, full of calm Majeſty. 
She kept true State within, and could not buy 
Her Satisfaction with her Charity. 
Fortune or Birth ne'er rais'd her Mind, which ſtood 
Not on her being Rich, but doing Good, 
Oblig'd the World, but yet would ſcorn to be 
Paid with Requitals, Thanks, or Vanity. 
How oft did ſhe what all the World adore, _ 
Make the Poor Happy with her uſeful Store ? 
So gemral was her Bounty, that ſhe gave 
Equality to all, before the Grave. 
By ſev'ral Means ſhe diff rent Perſons ty u, 
Who by her Goodneſs only were ally'd. 

| I 3 Her 
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Her Virtue was her Temper, not her Fit; 

Fear d nothing but the Crimes which ſome commit; 
Scorn'd:thoſe dark Arts which paſs for Wiſdom now, 
Nor to a mean ignoble Thing could bow. 

And her vaſt Prudence had no other end, 

But to forgive a Foe, endear a Friend? 

To uſe, but flight, the World; and fixt above, 
Shine down in Beams of Piety and Love. 

Why ſhould we then, by poor, unjuſt Complaints 
Prove envious Sinners, cauſe ſhe is a Saint? | 
Cloſe then the Monument; let not a Tear 

That may prophane her Aſhes now appear : 

For her. beſt Obſequies, are that we be 
Prudent _ Good, Noble and Sweet, as ſhe. 


A. F RIE N D. 
L 
Ove, Nature's Plot, this great Creation's Soul, 
The Being and the Harmony of Things, 
Doth ſtill preſerve and propagate the whole, 

From whence Man's Happineſs and Safety ſprings: 
The earlieft, whiteſt, bleſſedſt Times did draw 
From her alone their univerſal Law. | 

. 
F riendſhip's an Abſtract of this noble Flame, 

'Tis Love refin d, and purg e d from all its Droſs, 

" The 
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The next to Angels Love, if not the ſame, 
As ſtrong as Paſſion 1s, tho not ſo groſs: 
It antedates a glad Eternity, 
And is an Heaven in Epitome. 
III. 
Nobler than Kindred, or than Marriage band 
Becauſe more free; Wedlock-felicity 
It ſelf doth only by this Union ſtand, 
And turns to Friendſhip, or to Miſery. 
Force or Deſign Matches to paſs may bring, 
But Friendſhip doth from Love and Honour ſpring; 
IV. 
If Souls no Sexes have, for Men t exclude 
Women from Friendihips vaſt Capacity, 
Is a Deſign injurious or rule, 
Only maintain'd by partial Tyranny. 
Love is allow'd to us, and Innocence, 
And nobleſt F riendſhips do proceed from thence. 
V. 
The chiefeſt thing in Friends is Sympathy: 
There is a Secret that doth Friendſhip guide, 
Which makes two Souls before they know agree, 
Who by a thouſand mixtures are ally d, 
And chang d and loſt, ſo that it is not known 
Within which Breaſt doth now refide their own 
* 
Eſſential Honour muſt be in a Friend, 


Not ſuch as eu ry Breath fans to and fro; 
14 But 
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But born within, is its own Judge and End, ¶ know. 
And dares not Sin, tho ſure that none ſhould 
Where Friendſhip's ſpoke, Honeſty" s underſtood; 
For none can be a Friend that is not Good. 
| VIL 
Friendſhip doth carry more than common Truſt, 
And Treachery 1s here the greateſt Sin. 
Secrets depoſed. then none ever muſt 
Preſume to open, but who put them in. 
They that in one Cheſt lay up all their Stock, - 
Had need be ſure that none can pick the Lock. 
VIII. a | 
A Breaſt too open Friendſhip does not love, 
For that the other's Truſt will not conceal ; 
Nor one too much reſerv'd can it approve, 
Its own Condition this will not reveal. 
We empty Paſſions for a double End, 
To be refreſh'd and guarded by a Friend. 
IX. 
Wiſdom and Knowledge Friendſhip does require, 
The firſt for Counſel, this for Company 
And tho? not mainly, yet we may defire 
Both Complaiſance and Ingenuity. 
Tho! ev'ry Thing may love, yet tis a Rule, 
He cannot be a Friend that is a Fool. 
X. 
Diſcretion uſes Parts, and beſt knows how; 
And Patience will all Qualities commend : 


That 
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That ſerves a Need beſt, but this doth allow 
The Weakneſſes and Paſſions of a Friend. 
We are not yet come to the Quire above: 
Who cannot Pardon heres can never Love. 
Xl. 
Thick Waters ſhew no Images of things; 
Friends are each others Mirrors, and ſhould be 
Clearer than Cryſtal or the Mountain Springs, 
And free from Clouds, Defign or Flattery. 
For vulgar Souls no part of Friendſhip ſhare: 
Poets and Friends are born to what they are. 
II. 
Friends ſhould obſerve and chide each others Faults, 
Tobe ſevere then is moſt juſt and kind; (Thoughts: 
Nothing can 'ſcape their ſearch who know the 
This they ſhould give and take with equal Mind. 
For Friendſhip,” when this Freedom is deny d, 
Is = a Painter when his Hands are ty'd. 
XIII. 
A Friend ſhould find out each Neceſlity, 
And then ungsk'd relieve't at any rate: 
It is not Friendſhip, but Formality, 
To be defir'd ; for Kindneſs keeps no State. 
Of Friends he doth the Benefactor prove, 
That gives his Friend the means t'expreſs his Love. 
XIV. 
Abſence doth not from Friendſhip's right excuſe: 
* who preſerve each others Heart and F ame, 
Part- 
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Parting can ne er divide, it may diffuſe z _ 
As a far ſtretch d out River's ſtill the ſame. 


Though Preſence help'd them at the firſt to greet, 
Their Souls know now without thoſe Aids to meet. 


XV. 
Conſtant and Solid, whom no Storms can ſhake, 
Nor Death unfix, a right Friend ought to be; 
And if condemned to ſurvive, doth make | 
No ſecond Choice, but Grief and Memory. 


But Friendſhips beſt Fate is, when it can ſpend | 


A Life, a Fortune, all to ſerve a Friend. 


—— 


— * 


L' Accord du Bien. 


I. 
Rder, by which all things are made, 
And this great World's Foundation laid, 
Is nothing elſe but Harmony, | 
Where diff rent Parts are brought t agree. 
H. Fe” 
As Empires are ſtill beſt maintain d 
Thoſe ways which firſt their Greatneſs gain'd: 
So in this univerſal Frame, 
What made and keeps it is the ſame. 
III. TO 
Thus all things unto Peace do · tend; 
Even Diſcords have it for their end. 
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The cauſe why Elements do fight, 
Is but their Inſtinct to Unite. 
2 2990 ve! { 
Muſick could never pleafe the Senſe | 
But by united Excellence!” \ 
The ſweeteſt Note which GIGS kings 
If ſtruck alone, would tedious grow. 
Vi 

Man, the whole World's Epitome, 

Is, by Creation, Harmony. ' 
"Twas Sin firſt quarrell'd in his Breaſt, 
Then made him angry with the reſt. 

VI. 

But Goodneſs keeps that Unity, 
And loves its own Society + 
So well, - that ſeldom we have known 
an real Worth to dwell alone. 

8 _=_ 7 
And hence it is we Friendſhip call 
Not by one Virtue's Name, but all. 
Nor is it, when bad Things agree, 
Thought Union, but Conſpiracy. 

| VIII. 

Nature and Grace, ſuch Enemies 
That when one fell t other did riſe, 
Are now by Mercy even ſet, 
As Stars in Conſtellations met. 
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If Nature 1 were it ſelf a Sin, | 
Her Author (God) had guilty beenz 
But Man by Sin contracting ſtain, ö 
8 purg'd from that, be clear 7 
| xX. | 
To prove that Nature! 8 excellent, -* 
Even Sin it ſelfs an Argument: 
| ' Therefore we Nature's Stain deplore, 
Necaule it ſelf was pure before. 
1 | XI. 
| And Cera deſtroys not, but as: 
Unveils our Reaſon, then it ſhines; 
A Reſtores what was depreſt by Sin, 
| The fainting Beam of God within. 
| ö / 1 45 
| The main Spring (Judgment) rectify'd, 
X Will all the leſſer Motions guide, 
3 To ſpend our Labour, Love and Care, 
. Not as things * but as they are. a 
| WEE 1, 4 
1 'Tis Fancy loſt, Wit thrown away, 
In Trifles to imploy that Ray, 
32 Which then doth in full Luſtre ſhine, 
. When both Ingenious and Divine. 
| XIV. 


| 
=. » Eyes by Humours vitiated 
Fo All things ſeem falſly coloured: 
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So *tis our prejudicial Thought 
That makes clear Objects ſeem i in ured 2 5 
A 112KY; 12 | 
They ſcarce believe united Good, - 
By whom *twas never underſtood : 
They think one Grace enough for one, 
And 'tis becauſe their ſelves have none. 
XVI. 4 
We hunt Extreams, and run ſo faſt, 
We can no ſteady Judgment caſt : 
He beſt ſurveys the Circuit round 
Who ſtands i th middle of the Ground. 
XVII. 
That happy Mean would let us ſee 
Knowledge and Meckneſs may agree; 
And find, when each thing hath its Name, 
Paſbon and Zeal are not the ſame. 
XVIII. 

Who ſtudies God doth upwards fe, 
And height ſtill leſſens to our Eye; | 
And he that knows God, ſoon will ſee , 
Vaſt cauſe for his Humility. 
| XIX. 

For by that ſearch it will be known 
There's nothing but our Will our own: 
And who doth ſo that Stock imploy, 
But finds more cauſe for Shame than Joy. 


XX. we 
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We know ſo lietle and ſo ab, 
And ſo extinguiſh out own Spark, 
That he who furtheſt here can go. 
Knows nothing as he gught to u 
—Y ..... 
It will wh the moſt Learned ſute 
More to enquire than diſpute : 
But Vapours ſwell within a Cloud; 
Tis Ignorance * makes ug proud. 
| XXII. N 
So whom their own vain Heart belies, 
Like Inflammat ions quickly riſe: 
But that Soul which is truly great, 
Is lowelt ins own Conceit. 
| XXIII. F 
Yet while we hug our own Miſtake, 
We Cenſures, but not Judgments, make; 
And thence it is we cannot ſee 
Obedience ſtand with Liberty. 
| 1234 AXIV. 
Providence ſtill keeps even State; 
But he can beſt command his Fate, 
Whoſe Art, by adding his own Voice, 
Makes his Neceſſity his Choice. 
| . 
Rightly t to rule ones ſelf muſt be 
The hardeſt, largeſt Monarchy : 


Whoſe 


ſe 
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Whoſe Paſſions are his Maſters grown, 
Will be a Captive in a Throne. 
| 8. XXVI. | 
He moſt the inward Freedom gains, 
Who juſt Submiſſions entertains: - 
For while in that his. Reaſon ſways, 

It is himſelf that he obeys. 
+AXVIL 

But only in Eternity 

We can theſe beauteous Unions ſee: 

For Heav'n it ſelf and Glory is 

But one harmonious conſtant Bliſs. 


\ 
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, 


kues, to be ies 


VE kind, my dear Roſavie, though tis true 

Thy Friendſhip will become thy Penance too; 
Though there be nothing can reward the Pain, 
Nothing to ſatisfie, or entertain: 


Though all be empty, wild, and like to me, 


Who make new Troubles in my Company: 

Yet is the Action more obliging great 

'Tis Hardſhip only makes Deſert compleat. 

But yet to prove Mixtures all things compound, 
There may in this be ſome advantage found 
For a Retirement from the noiſe of Towns, 


Is that for which ſome Kings have left their _ 
An 
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And Conquerors, whoſe Laurel preſt the brow⸗ 
Have chang d it for the quiet Myrtle- bow. 

For Titles, Honours, and the World's Addreſs, 
Are things too cheap to make up ar 
The eaſie Tribute of a' giddy race, 

And pay'd leſs to the Perſon than the Place. 
So falſe reflected, and ſo ſhort Content. 
Is that which Fortune and Opinion lent, 

That who moſt try'd it have of Fate complain'd, 
With Titles burthen'd, and to Greatneſs chain'd. 
For they alone enjoy'd what they poſſeſt, 5 
Who reliſh'd moſt and underſtood it beſt. 
And yet that underſtanding made them know 
The empty ſwift diſpatch of all below. 
So that what moſt can outward things endear, 

Is the beſt means to make them diſappear: 

And even that Tyrant, Senſe, -doth theſe deſtroy, 
As more officious to our Grief than Io. 
Thus all the glitt'ring World is but a Cheat, 
Obtruding on our Senſe things Groſs for Great. 
But he that can enquire and/undiſguiſe, | 
Will ſoon perceive the Sting that hidden lies; 
And find no Joys merit Eſteem, but thoſe 
Whoſe Scene lies only at our own diſpoſe. 
Man, unconcern'd, without himſelf way; al 

His own both Proſpect and Security. 
Kings may be Slaves by their own Paſſions hurl'd, 
But who'commands himſelf commands the: World. 


A 


3 
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A Country- life aſſiſts this Study beſt, 
Where no diſtractions do the Soul arreſt: '/ 
There Heav'n and Earth lie open to our view, 
There we ſearch Nature and its Author too; 
Poſſeſt with Freedom and a real State, 
Look down on Vice, and Vanity, and Fate. 
There (my Roſania) will we, mingling Souls, 
Pity the Folly which the World controuls; 
And all thoſe Grandexrs which the World do prize 
We either can enjoy, or will def; N 


In Memory of Mrs. E. H. 

s ſome choice Plant cheriſh'd by Sun and Air, 

And ready to requite the Gardner's care, 

Bloſſoms and flouriſhes, but then we find 

Is made the Triumph of ſome ruder Wind: 

So thy untimely Grave did both entomb 

Thy Sweetneſs now, and Wonders yet to come. 

Hung full of Hopes thou fell'ſt a lovely Prize, 

Juſt as thou didft attract all Hearts and Eyes. 

Thus we might apprehend, for had thy Years 

Been lengthen d to have paid thoſe vaſt Arrears _ 

The World expected, we ſhould then conclude, ' 
The Age of Miracles had been tenew'd. 

For thou already haſt with Eaſe found out 


What others ſtudy with ſuch Pains and Doubt; 
K That 
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That frame of Soul which is content alone, 
And needs no Entertainment but its Ww. 
Thy even Mind, which made thee Good and Great, 
Was to thee both a ſhelter and retreat. 

Of all the Tumults which this World do fill 
Thou wert an unconcern'd Spectator ſtill : 

And, were thy Duty punctually ſupply'd, 
Indifferent te all the World beſide. 

Thou wert made up within reſolv'd and fix d, 

And wouldſt not with a baſe Allay be mix dz 
Above the World, couldſt equally deſpiſe 

Both its Temptations and its Injuries; 

Couldſt ſum up all, and find not worth Deſire 
Thoſe glitt ring Frifles which the moſt admire; 
But with a nobler Aim, and higher born, | 
Look down on Greatneſs with Contempt and Scorn. 
Thou hadſt no Arts that others this might ſee, 

Nor lov dſt a Trumpet to thy Piety: | 
But filent and retir'd, calm arid ſerene, 

Stol'ſt to thy bleſſed Haven hardly ſeen. 

It were vaig to deſcribe thee then, but now 

Thy vaſt Acceſſion harder is to know 3 

Hou full of Light, and ſatisfy d. thou art, 

So early from this treach'rous World to part; 
Ho pleas d thou art Reflexions now to make, 
And find thou didſt not things below miſtake; 
In how abſtracted Converſe thou doſt live, 
How much thy Knowledge is intuitive; 


How 
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How great and bright a Glory is enjoy d 
With Angels, and in Myſteries employ'd. 
'Tis Sin then to lament thy Fate, but we 
Should help thee to a new Eternity; 
And by ſucceſſive Imitation ſtrive, 
"Till Time ſhall die, to keep thee {till alive 5 
And (by'thy great Example furniſh'd) be 
More apt to live than write thy Elogy. 


On Rof ania's Apoſeacy, and Lucaſia's Frienaſbip. 


Reat Soul of Friendſhip, whither art thou fled 
Where doſt thou now chuſe to repoſe thy Head I 

Or art thou nothing but Voice, Air and Name, 

Found out to put Souls in purſuit of Fame? 

Thy Flames being thought Immortal, we may doubt 

Whether they e er did burn that ſee them out. 


Go weary'd Soul, find out thy wonted reſt, 

In the ſafe Harbour of Orindz's Breaſt, 

There all unknown Adventures thou haſt found 
In thy late Tranſmigrations, expound; 

That ſo Roſanie's Darkneſs may be known 

To be her want of Luſtre, not thy own. ' 


Then to the Great Lucaſia have recourſe, 
There gather up n. Extdllence and ca 


or: Till 


ir 
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Till by a free unbyaſs'd clear Commerce, | 
Endearments which no Tongue can e er rchearſe, 
Lucajia and Orinds ſhall thee give 
Eternity, and make even F riendſhip live. 
Hail, Great Lucaſia, thou ſhalt doubly ſhine; 
What was Roſania's own is now twice thine; - 
Thou faw'ſt Roſania's Chariot and her flight, 
And fo the double Portion is thy right: 
Though 'twas Roſania's Spirit, be content, 
Since twas at firſt from * Orinds ſent. 


. * 
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To my Lady Elizabeth Boyle, Singing Now 
Affairs, Cr. | ; 


Ubduing Fair! what will you win 
To uſe a necdleſs Dart: 
Why then ſo many, to take in 
One undefended Heart? 
I came expos'd to all your Charms, 
'Gainſt which the firſt half Hour 
I had no will to take up Arms, 
And in the next no PWW. 
How can you chuſe but win the Day ? 
Who can reſiſt your Siege, 
Who in one Action know the way 
I To Vanquiſh and Oblige? 


Your 
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Tour Voice, which can in melting Strains 


Teach Beauty to be blind, 

Confines me yet in ſtronger Chains, 
By being ſoft and kind, 

Whilſt you my trivial Fancy ling, 
Lou it to Wit refine, | 

As Leather ance ſtamp'd by a King 

Hheecame a Current Coin. 

By this my Verſe is ſure to gain 
Eternity with Men, 

Which by your Voice it will obtain, 

Though never by my Pen. 

I'd rather in your Favour live 
Than in a laſting Name, 

And much a greater rate would give 
For Happineſs than Fame. 


SUBMISSION. 


IS fo, and humbly I my Will reſign, 
Nor dare diſpute with Providence Divine. 


In vain, alas! we ſtruggle with our 
But more entangl d by the fruitleſs Pains. 


For as i' th great Creation of this All, 


Nothing by Chance could in ſuch Order fall; 
And what would fingle be deform'd conteſt, 
Grows beauteous in its Union with the reſt; 


K 3 
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So Providence like Wiſdom we allow, 

| | (For what created once does govern now) - 

And the ſame Fate that ſeems to one Reverſe, 

Is neceſfary to the Univerſe. — 

All theſe particular and various things, 

Link'd to their Cauſes by ſuch ſecret Springs, 
Are held ſo faſt, and govern'd by ſuch Art, 

That nothing can out of its order ſtart. 

The World's God's Watch, where nothing is ſo ſmall, 

But makes a part of what compoſes all: 

Could the leaſt Pin be loſt or elſe diſplac'd, 

The World would be diſorderd and defac'd, 

It beats no Pulſe in vain, but keeps its time, 

And undiſcern'd to its own height doth climb; 

Strung firſt, and daily wound up by his Hand 

Who can its Motions guide and underſtand. 

No ſecret Cunning then nor Multitude 

Can Providence divert, croſs or delude. 

And her juſt full Decrees are hidden things, 

Which harder are to find than Births of Springs. 

Jet all in various Conſorts fitly ſound, 

And by their Diſcords Harmony compound. 

Hence is that Order, Life and Energy, 

Whereby Forms are preſerv'd though Matters die; 

Ard ſhifting dreſs keep their own living State : 

So that what kills this, does. that propagate. 

This made the ancient Sage in Rapture cry, 

That ſure the World had full Eternity. 


For 
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For though it ſelf. to · Time and Fate ſubmit, 

He's above both who made and governs it; 

And to cach Creature hath ſuch Portion lent, 

As Love and Wiſdom ſees convenient. | 
For he's no Tyrant, nor delights to grieve 
The Beings which from him alone can live. 

He's moſt concern'd, and hath the greateſt ſhare 
In Man, and therefore takes the greateſt care ' 
To make him happy, who alone can be 
So by Submiſſion and Conformity. 

For why ſhould Changes here below ſurprize, 
When the whole World its Revolution tries? , 
Where were our Springs, our Harveſts pleaſant uſes 
Unleſs Viciſſitude did them produce? 
Nay, what can be ſo weariſome a Pain 

As when na Alterations entertain? 

To loſe, or ſuffer, to be ſick and die, 

Arreſt us by the ſame Neceſſity. 

Nor could they trouble us, but that our Mind 
Hath its own Glory unto Droſs conſin d. 
For outward things remove not from their Place, 
Till our Souls run to beg their mean embrace; 
Then doting on the Choice make it our owns 
By placing Trifles in th Opinion's Throne. 

So when they are divorc'd by ſome new croſs, 
Our Souls ſeem widow'd by the fatal Loſs: 

But could we keep our Grandeur and our State, 
Nothing below would ſeem unfortunate 3 

1 K 4 * But 
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But Grace and Reaſan, which beſ} Succours bring, 
Would with advantage manage ev'ry thing, 
And by right Judgment would prevent our Moan | 
For loſing that which never was our own. 

For right Opinion's like a-Marble Grott, 

In Summer cool, and in the Winter hot; 
A Principle which in each Fortune lives, | ; 
Beſtowing Catholick Preſervatives. | 
Tis this reſolves, there are no Loſſes where 
Virtue and Reaſon are continu'd there. 

The meaneſt Soul might ſuch a Fortune ſhare, 

But no mean Soul could fo that Fortune bear. 

Thus I compoſe my Thoughts grown inſolent, 

As th' Iriſb Harper doth bis Inſtrument, 

Which if once'ſtruck doth Murmur and Complain, 
But the next Touch will filence all _ 7 


— 


2 Cor. V. xix. 'Ged was in + Chriſt reconciling the 
World to 0 


Hen God, contracted to mann, 
Could ſigh and ſuffer, could be fick and die; 

When all the heap of Miracles combind 
To form the greateft, which was, fave Mankind : 
Then God took ſtand in Chriſt, "ſtudying a way 
How to repair the ruin'd World's decay. = 
His Love, Pow'r, Wifdom, muſt ſomermeansprocure 
His owe to advance, Pony ſecure: 


An, 


** 
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And fince Man in ſuch Miſery was burl'd, , 
It coſt him more to ſave than make the World. 
Oh! what a deſp rate Load of Sins had we, 
When God muſt plat for our Felicity? 
When God muſt beg us that he may forgive, 
And dye himfelf before Mankind could live ? 


And what till are we, when our King i in vain 
Begs his loſt Rebels to be Friends again ? 


What Floods of Love proceed from Heav'n's Smile, 
At once to Pardon and to Reconcile? 
What God himſelf hath made he cannot hate, 
For tis one Act to Love and to Create: 
And he's too perfect full of Majeſty, 
To need Additions from our Miſery, | 
He hath/a Father's, not a Tyrant's, Joy; 
Shews more his Pow r to fave, than to deſtroy. 
Did there ten thouſand Worlds to ruin fall, | 
One God could Save, . one Chriſt Redeem them all. 
Be filent then, ye narrow Souls, take heed 
Leſt you reſtrain the Mercy you will need. 
But, O my Soul, from theſe be different, 
Imitate thou a nobler 'Precedent : _ 
As God with open Arms the World does woo, | 
Learn thou like God to be enlarged too; 
As he begs thy conſent to Pardon thee, 
Learn to ubm unto thy Enemy; 
As he ſtands ready thee to entertain, 
Be thou as forward to return again; 


* 
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As he was Crucify'd for and by thee, 
Crucifie thou what caus d his Agon; 
And like to him be mortify'd to Sin, 
Die to the World as he dy d for it then. 


8 
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The WORLD. 
E falſly think it due unto our Friends, 


That we ſhouldgrievefor their untimely Ends. 


He that furveys the World with ferious Eyes, 
And ſtirs her from her grofs and weak Diſguiſe, 
Shall find tis Injury to mourn their Fate; 

He only dies untimely who dies late. 

For if 'twere told to Children in the Womb, 

To what a Stage of Miſchiefs they muſt come; 
Could they foreſee with how much Toil and Sweat 
Men court that gilded Nothing, being Greatz 
What Pains they take not to be what they leem, 
Rating their Bliſs by others falſe Eſteem, 

And ſacrificing their Content, to be 

_ Guilty of grave and ſerious Vanity; 

How each Condition hath its proper Thorns, 

And what one Man admires, another fcorns ; 
How frequently their Happineſs they miſs, 

So far even from agreeing what it is, 

That the ſame Perſon we can hardly find, 


Who is an Hour together in one Mind : 
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Sure they would beg a Period of their Breath, - 
And what we call their Birth would count their Death. 
Mankind is Mad; for none can live alone, 
Becauſe their Joys ſtand by Compariſon: 

And yet they quarrel at Societ / 

And ſtrive to kill they know not whom, nor why. 
We all live by Miſtake, delight in Dreams, 
Loſt to our ſelyes, and dwelling in Extreams z 
Rejecting what we have, tlio ne'er ſo good, 
And prizing what we never Underſtood. 
Compar d t our boiſterous Inconftancy © ©. 
Tempeſts are calm, and Diſcords Harmony. 
Hence we reverſe the World, and yet do find 
The God that made can hardly pleaſe'our Mind. 
We live by Chance, and flip into Events; 

Have all of Beaſts except their Innocence. 

The Soul, which no Man's Pow'r canreach, a Thing: 
That makes each Woman Man, each Man a King, 
Doth ſo much loſe, and from its height ſo fall, 
That ſome contend to have no Soul at all. 

Tis either not obferv'd, or at the beſt 

By Paſſion fought wjthal, by Sin depreſt. 

Freedom of Will (God's Image) is forgot; 

And if we know it, we improve it not. | 
Our Thoughts, tho? nothing can be more our own, 
Are ſtill unguided, very ſeldom known. | 
Time *ſcapes our Hands as Water in a Sieve, 

We come to die e er we begin to live. 


Truth, 


/ 
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Truth, the moſt ſutable and noble Prize, 
Food of our Spirits, yet neglected lies. 
Error and Shadows are our choice, and we 

Owe our Perdition to our own Decree. 
If we ſearch Truth, we make i it more obſcure ; * 
And when it ſhines, cannot "the Light endure. 
For moſt Men now, who plod, and cat, and drink, 
Have nothing leſs their Bus'neſs than to think. 

And thoſe few that enquire, how ſmall a ſhare 

Of Truth they find, how dark their Notions are! 
That ſerious Evenneſs that calms the Breaſt, 

And in a Tempeſt can beſtow a Reſt, 


We either not attempt, or elſe decline, 


By ev'ry trifle ſnatch'd from our Deſign. 


(Others he muſt in his Deceits involve, 


Who is not true unto his own Reſolve.) 


We govern not our ſelves, but looſe the Reins, 


Counting our Bondage to a thouſand Chains; 
And with as many Slaveries content, 

As there are Tyrants ready to torment, 
We live upon a Rack extended ſtil! 

To one Extream or both, but always ill. 

For ſince our Fortune is not-underſtood, 

We ſuffer leſs from bad than from the good, 
The Sting is better dreſt and longer laſts, _ 

As Surfeits are more dangerpus than Fals. 
And to compleat the Miſery to us, 
We ſee Extreams are ſtill contiguous. 
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And as we run ſo faſt from what we hate, 
Like Squibs on Ropes, to knbw no middle ſtate; 
So outward Storms ſtrengthned by us, we find 
Our Fortune as diſorder'd as our Mind. 


But that's excus'd'by this, it doth its part ; 
A treach'rous World befits a treach'rous Heart. 


All IIs our own, the outward Storms we loath 
Receive from us their Birth, their Sting, or both. 
And that our Vanity be paſt a doubt, 

'Tis one new Vanity to find it out. 

Happy are they to whom God gives a Grave, 

And from themſelves as from his Wrath doth ſave. 
'Tis good not to be born; but if we muſt, 

The next good is, ſoon to return to Duſt. 'L 
When th* uncag'd Soul, fled to Eternity, L 
Shall reſt, and live, and fing, and love, and ſee. 1 
Here we but crawl and grovel, play and cry 3 : 
Are firſt our own, then others, Enemy : | 1 
But there ſhall be defac'd both ſtain and ſcore, 1 
For Time, and Death, and Sin ſhall be no more. 


— 


— 


The SOUL. | 
= | 
OW vain a thing is Man, whoſe nobleſtPart, 
That Soul which thro the World doth rome, 


Traverſes Heav'n, finds out the Depth of At, 
Yet is ſo ignorant at home ? "oY 


Fa 
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In ev'ry Brook or Mirrour we can find or; 
Reflections of our Face to bez 
But a true Optick to preſent our Mind 
We hardly get, and darkly ſee. 


Yet in the ſearch after our ſelves we run, 
Actions and Cauſes we ſurvey ; 
And when the weary Chaſe is almoſt done, 
Then from our Queſt we lip away. 
3 IW. 
Tis ſtrange and ſad, that ſince we do believe 
We have a Soul muſt never die, 
There are ſo few that can a Reaſon give 
How it obtains that Life, or why. 
| V. 
I wonder not-to find thoſe that know moſt, 
Profeſs ſo much their Ignorance 3 
Since in their own Souls greateſt Wits are loſt, 
And of themſelves have ſcarce a glance. 
VI. 
But ſomewhat ſure doth here obſcurely lye, 
That above Droſs would fain advance, 
And pants and catches at Eternity, 
As twere its own Inheritance. 
"; x ph 1276 | ; 
A Soul ſelf- movd which can dilate, contrad, 
Pierces and judges E unſeen: | 
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But this groſs Heap of Matter cannot act, 

Unleſs impulſed from within. 

55 VIII. ? 

Diſtance and Quantity, to Bodies due, 

The ſtate of Souls cannot admit; 
And all the Contraries which Nature knew 

Meet there, nor hurt themſelves, nor it. 

| IX. 

God never Body made ſo bright and clean, 

Which Good and Evil could diſcern : 
What theſe Words Honeſty and Honour mean, 

The Soul alone knows how to learn. 

"x 25 

And tho tis true ſhe is impriſon'd here, 

Yet hath ſhe Notions of her own, 
Which Senſe doth only jog, awake, and clear, 

But cannot at the firſt make known. 
The Soul her own Felicity hath laid, 

And independent on the Senſe, 
Sees the weak Terrors which the World invade 

With Pity or with Negligence. 


— 


| XII. 
So unconcern'd ſhe lives, ſo much above 
The Rubbiſh of a ſordid Jail, 
That nothingdoth her Energy improve 
So much as when thoſe S fail, 


ut | | XIII. 
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ö XIII. 
She's then a Subſtance ſubtile, ſtrong and pure, 
So immaterial and reſin d, | 
As ſpeaks her from the Body's Fate ſecure; 
And wholly of a diff rent Kind. 
XIV. 
Religion for Reward in vain would look, 
- Virtue were doom'd to Miſery, 
All Actions were like Bubbles i in a Brook, 
Were't not for Immortality. 
| XV. ng 
But as that Conqueror who Millions ſpent 
Thought it too mean to give a Mite ; 
So the World's Judge can never be content 
To beſtow leſs than Infinite. 
Treaſon againſt Eternal Majeſty 
Muſt have Eternal Juſtice too 3 
And ſince unbounded Love did fatisfie, ä 
He will unbounded Mercy ſhew. a | 
It is our narrow Thoughts ſhorten theſe Things; 
By their Companion Fleſh inclin'd ; 
Which feeling its own Weakneſs, gladly brings 
The ſame Opinion'to the Mind. | 
1 XVIII. 
We ſtifle our own un, and live in Shade; 
But where its Beams do once appear, 
T . They 
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They make that Perſon of himſelf afraid, 
And to his own Acts moſt ſevere. 
| "my "MA... 
For ways to fin cloſe, and our Breaſts diſguiſe 
From outward Search, we ſoon may find ; 
But who can his own Soul bribe or ſurpriſe, | 
Or Sin without a Sting behind ? i 
„„ | 
He that Commands himſelf, is more a Princg 
Than he who Nations keeps in Awe z 
Who yield to all that does. their Squls convince, 
Shall never need another Law. | 


HAPPINESS 


Ature courts Happineſs, altho? it be 

L Y Unknown as the Athenian Deity. 

It dwells not in Man's Senſe, yet he ſuppliey ' + 
That want by growing fond of its Diſguiſe, - 
The falſe appearances of Joy deceive, 

And ſeeking her unto her like we cleave, 

For finking Man hath ſcarce Senfe left to know 
Whether the Plank he graſps will hold or no, 
While all the Buſineſs of the World is this, 
To ſeek that Good which by Miſtake they miſz, 
And all the ſeveral Paſſions Men expreſs, 


Are but for Pleaſure in a diff rent Drefs, | 
58 L They 
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They hope for Happineſs in being Great, 
Or Rich, or Lov'd, then hug their own Conceit. 


But the Good Man can find this Treaſure outs | 


For which in vain others do dig and doubt; 
And hath ſuch ſceret full Content within, 
Tho' all abroad be Storms, yet he can Sing. 
His Peace is made, all's Quiet in that Place, 
Where Nature's cur'd and exercis'd by Grace. 
This inward Calm prevents his Enemies, 
For he can neither Envy nor Deſpiſe: 

But in the Beauty of his order'd Mind 
Doth ſtill a new rich Satisfaction find. 
Innocent Epicure ! whoſe ſingle Breaſt 

Can furniſh him with a continual Feaſt. 

A Prince at home, and Scepters'can refuſe ; 
Valuing only what he cannot loſe. 

He ſtudies to do Good; ( a Man may be 
Harmleſs for want of Opportunity : ) 

But he's induſtrious Kindneſs to diſpence, 
And therein only covets Eminence, 

Others do court Applauſe and Fame, but he 
Thinks all that giddy Noiſe but Vanity. 

He takes no Pains to be obſery'd or ſeen, 
While all his Ads are echo'd from within. 
He's ſtill himſelf, when Company are gone, 
Too well employ'd ever to be alone. 
For ſtudying God in all his Volumes, hc 


Begins the Buſineſs of Eternity. 


/ 


And 
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And unconcern'd without, retains a Pow'r 
To ſuck (like Bees) a Sweet from ev*ry Flor, 
And as the Manna of the 1/raelites | 
Had ſev'ral Taſtes to pleaſe all Appetites ; 
So his Contentment is that Catholick Food, 
That makes all States ſeem fit as well as good, 
He dares not wiſhy nor his own Fate propound ; 
But, if God ſends, reads Love in ev'ry Wound; 
And would not loſe, for all the Joys of Senſe, + 
The glorious Pleaſures of Qbedience, 
His better Part can neither change nor loſe, 
And all God's Will can bear, can do, can chuſe, 


— 
” 


DEATH, 
| I, ; 
OW weak a Star doth rule Mankind, 
Which owes its Ruin to the ſame 
Cauſes, which Nature had deſign d 
To cheriſh and preſerve the Frame | 
II, 
As Common-wealths may be ſecure, 
And no remote Invaſion dread ; 
Yet may a ſadder Fall endure _ 
From Traitors in their Boſom bred ; 
III, 
So while we feel no Violence; 
And on our active Health do wut, 
L 2 A 
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A ſecret Hand doth ſnatch us hence, 
\_- And tumbles us into the Duſt. 
! | | % IV. 
1 Yet careleſly we run our Race, 
| As if we could Death's Summons wave; 
If | And think not on the narrow Space 
It Between a Table and a Grave. 
But ſince we cannot Death reprieve, 
Our Souls and Fame we ought to mind, 
For they our Bodies will ſurvive; : 
-That goes beyond, - this ſtays behind. 
; VI. 
If I be ſure my Soul is ſafe, 
And that my Actions will provide 
My Tomb another Epitaph, 
Then that I only liv'd and dy'd: 
„ Pas 
80 that i in various Accidents 
I Conſcience may and Honour keep ; 
I with that Eaſe and Innocence 
Shall dye, as Infants go to ſleep. 


* 
- N 1 


To the QuRENν MAI ESTr, on her late Sick- 
neſ and Recovery, © 
HE publick Gladneſs that's to us reſtor'd, 


For your Eſcape from what we ſo deplor'd, 
Will 
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Will want as well Reſemblance as Belief, 
Unleſs our Joy be meaſur'd by your Grief. 
When in your Fever we with Terror ſaw 
At once our Hopes and Happineſs withdraw; 
And ev'ry Crifis did with jealous Fear 
Erquire the News we ſcarce durſt ſtay to hear. 
Some dying Princes have their Servants ſlain, 
That after Death they might not want a Train 
Such Cruelty were here a needleſs Sin ; 
For had our fatal Fears prophetick been, 
Sorrow alone that Service would have done, 
And you by Nations had been waited on. 
Your Danger was in ev'ry Viſage ſeen 
And only yours was quiet and ferene. 
But all our zealous Grief had been in vain, 
Had not Great Charles's calld you back again: 
Who did your Suff rings with ſuch Pain diſcern, 
He loſt three Kingdoms once with leſs Concern. . 
Lab'ring your Safety he neglected his, 
Nor fear'd he Death in any Shape but this. 
His Genius did the bold Diſtemper tame, 
And his rich Tears quench'd the rebellious Flame. 
At once the Thracian Hero lov'd and gricy d, 

Till he his loſt Felicity retriev d; 

And with the moving Accents of his Woe, 
His Spouſe recover'd from the Shades below. 
So the King's Grief your threatned Loſs withſtood, 


Who mourn d with the ſame Fortune that he woo'd: 
L 3 And 
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And to his happy Paſſion we have been 
No twice obligd for ſo ador'd a Queen. 
Put how ſevere a Choice had you to make, 
V. hen you muſt Heav'n delay, or Him forſake ? 
Vat fince thoſe Joys you made ſuch haſte to find. 
Had ſcarce been full if he were left behind, 
How well did Fate decide your inward Strife, 
By making him a Preſent of your Life ? 
Which teſcu'd Bleſſing he muſt long enjoy, 
Since our Offences could it not deſtroy. 


For none but Death durſt rival him in you ; 
And Death himfelf was baffled in it too. 
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Upon Mr. Abraham Cowley's Retirement. 


O DE. 

0 1. | 
O, no, unfaithful World, thou haſt 
Too long my eafie Heart betray'd, 
And me too long thy Foot-ball made : 
But I am wiſer grown at laſt, 
And will improve by all that I have paſt. 
I know *twas Juſt I ſhould be practis d on 3 

For I was told before, 
And told in ſober and inſtructive lore, 


How little all that truſted thee have won : 
And yet I would make haſte to be undone, 


C 


Now 


* 
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Now by my Suff ring I am better taught, 
And ſhall no more commit that ſtupid! F ault. 
Go, get ſome other Fool, 
Whom thou may ſt next Ca jole : 
On me thy Frowns thou doſt in vain beſtow 3 
For I know how 
16 be as coy and as reſerv'd as thou. 
| of | - 
In my remote and humble Seat 
Now I'm again poſſeſt 
Of that late Fugitive, my Breaſt, 
From all thy Tumults and from all thy Heat 
III find a quiet and a cool Retreat 
And on the Fetters I have worn 
Look with experience d and revengeful Scorn 
In this my ſov'raign Privacy. 
Tis true I cannot govern thee, 
But yet my ſelf I may ſubdue ; 
And that's the nobler Empire of the two. 
If ev'ry Paſſion. had got leave 
Its Satisfaction to receive, 
Yet I would it a higher Pleaſure call, 
To Conquer one, than to indulge them all. 
III. 
F or thy inconſtant Sea, no more 
PII leave that ſafe and ſolid Shore: 
No, tho''to proſper in the Cheat, 
Thou would'ſt my Deſtiny defeat, 
L 4 


X'F of 


Jo be a Preſent for a Perfian King, 


EF 
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And make me be Belov'd, or Rich, or Greats 


Nor from my ſelf ſhould'ft me reclaim 
With all the Noiſe and all the Pomp of Fame. 

Judiciouſly I'll theſe deſpiſe ; 
Too ſmall the Bargain, and too great the Price; 
For them to Cozen twice. 

At length this Secret I have learn d; 
Who will be Happy, muſt be unconcern d, 
Muſt all their Comfort in their Boſom wear, 
And ſeek their Treaſure and their Pow'r there. 

IV. 

No other Wealth will I aſpire 

But that of Nature to admire 
Nor Envy on a Lawrel will beſtow, 
Whilſt I have any in my Garden grow. 

And when I would be Great, 

'Tis but aſcending to a Seat 
Which Nature in a lofty Rock hath built 3 
A Throne as free from Trouble as from Guilt. 

Where when my Soul her Wings doth raiſe 

Above what Worldlings fear or praiſe, 
With innocent and quiet Pride I'Il ſit, 
And ſee the humble Waves pay Tribute to my Feet. 
O Life Divine, when free from Joys diſeas'd, 
Not always Merry, but tis always Pleas d! 

b : 7 V. 
A Heart, which is too great a Thing 


Which 


* 
- 
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Which God himſelf would have to be his Court, 


Where Angels would officiouſly reſort, 
From its own height ſhould much decline, 
If this Converſe it ſhould reſigag 
(Ill- natur d World J) for thine. 
Thy unwiſe rigor hath thy Empire loſt; 
It hath not only ſet me free, 
But it hath made me ſee, 
They only can of thy Poſſeſſion boaſt, 


Who do enjoy thee leaſt, and underſtand thee moſt, 


For lo, the Man whom all Mankind admir'd, 


(By ev'ry Grace adorn'd, and ev'ry Muſe inſpir'd) 


Is now Triumphantly retir'd. 

The mighty Cowley this hath done, 
And over thee a Parthian Conqueſt won : 

Which future Ages ſhall adore, 

And which in this ſubdues thee more 


Than either Greek or Roman ever could before. 


” 


— 


The Iriſh Grey- hound. 


Ehold this Creatures Form and State; 
Which Nature therefore did Create, 
That to the World might be expreſt 
What Mein there can be in a Beaſt, 
And that we in this Shape may find 
A Lion of another Kind. 


For 


— 
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For this Heroick Beaſt does ſeem 
In Majeſty to Rival him. 
And yet vouchſafes, to Man, to new 
Both Service and Submiſſion too. 
From whence we this Diſtinction have, 
That Beaſt is Fierce, but this is Brave. 
This Dog hath ſo himſelf ſubdu d, 
That Hunger cannot make him rude ; 
And his Behaviour does confeſs 
True Courage dwells with Gentleneſs. 
With ſterneſt Wolves he dares engage, 
And acts on them ſucceſsful Rage. 
Yet too much Courteſie may chance 
To put him out of Countenance. 
When in his Oppoſer's Blood, 
Fortune hath made his Virtue good; 
This Creature from an Act ſo brave 
Grows not more Sullen, but more Grave. 
Man's Guard he would be, not his Sporr, 
Believing he hath ventur'd for't , 
But yet no Blood, or ſhed, or ſpent, 
Can ever make him inſolent. 
Few Men of him, to do great Things have Jearn'd, 
And when they're done, to be fo unconcern'd, 


SONG. 
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30-0 6 
To the Tune of Sommer nous pas trop heureux. 


I. 
OW prodigious is my Fate, 
Since I can't determine clearly, 
Whether you'll do more ſeverely - 

Giving me your Love or Hate 

For if you with Kindneſs bleſs me, 
Since from you I ſoon muſt part; 

Fortune will ſo diſpoſſeſs me, 
That your Love will break my Heart. 

| IT. 

But fince Death all Sorrow cures, 

Might I chuſe my way of dying, 

I could wiſh the Arrow flying 
From Fortune's Quiver, not from yours, 

For in the ſad unuſual Story | 
How my wretched Heart was torn, 

It will more concern your Glory, 
I by Abſence fell than Scorn. 


* th 


A Dialrgne between Lucaſia and. Roſania, Imita- 
ting that of Gentle Thirſis. 


Roſ. Y Lucafia, leave the Mountain Tops, . 
KA And like a nearer Air. 
Luc. How ſhall I tHen forſake my Lovely Flocks 


' Bequeathed to my Care? Rof, 
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Roſ. Shepherdeſs, thy Flocks will not be1eſs, 
Although thou ſhould'ſt come hither. 

Luc. But I fear the World will be ſevere, - 
Should I leave them to go thither. 

Rof. O! my Friend, if you on that depend, 
You'll never know Content. 

Luc. Rather I near thee would live and dye, 
Would Fortune but confent. 

Roſ. But did you ask leave to Love me too, 
That others ſhould deprive me ? 

Tuc. Not all Mankind a Stratagem can find, 
Which from that Heart ſhould drive me. 

Roſ. Better *t had been I thee had never ſeen, 

- Than that Content to lofe. | 

Luc. Such are thy Charms, Id dwell within thine Arms, 
Could I my Station chuſe. 

Roſ. When Life is done, the World to us 1s gone, 
And all our Cares do end. 5 

Luc. Nay I know there's nothing Sweet below 
Unleſs it be a Friend. 

Rof. Then whilſt we Live, this Joy let's take and give, 


Since Death us ſoon will fever. 
Luc. But I truſt, when crumbled into Duſt, 


We ſhall meet, and Love for ever. 


i 
* 
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SO NG. To the Tune of Adieu Phillis. 


IS true, our Life is but a long Diſeaſe, 
Made up of real Pain and ſeeming Eaſe. 
You Stars, who theſe entangled Fortunes ive, 
O tell me why 
It is ſo hard to dye, 
Yet ſuch a Task to Live ? 
If with ſome Pleaſure we our Griefs betray, 
It coſts us dearer than it can repay. 
For Time or Fortune all Things ſo devours 
Our hopes are croſt, 
Or elſe the Object loſt, 
Fer we can call it ours. 


** — 


An EPITATH on my Honoured Mother-in-Law 
Mrs. Phillips of Portheynon in Cardiganſhire, 
who dyed Fan. 1. Anno 166;. 


Eader ſtay, it is but juſt ; 

Thou doſt not tread on common Duſt. 
For underneath this Stone does lye 

One whoſe Name can never dye: _ 

Who from an Honour'd Lineage ſprung, 
Was to another matched Young ; 

Whoſe Happineſs ſhe ever ſought 

One Bleſſing was, and many brought. 


And 
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And to her Spouſe her Faith did prove 
By fifteen Pledges of their Love. 
But when by Death of him depriv'd, -. 
An honourable Widow livd 

Full four and twenty Years, wherein 
Though ſhe had much afflicted been, 
Saw many of her Children fall; 
And publick Ruin threaten all. 
Yet from above aſliſted, ſhe 
Both did and ſuffer d worthily. 
She to the Crown and Church adher d, 
And in their Sorrows them rever d, 
With Piety which knew no Strife, 
But was as Sober as her Life, 
A furniſh'd Table, open Door, 
Thar for her Friends, this for the Poor, 
She kept; yet did her Fortune find, 
Too narrow for her nobler Mind ; 
Which ſeeking Objects to relieve, 
Did Food to many Orphans give, 
Who in her Life no want did know, 
But all the Poor are Orphans now. 
Yet hold, her Fame is much too ſafe, 
To need a written Epitaph. 
Her Fame was ſo confeſs'd, that ſhe 
Can never here forgotten be, 
Till Cardigan it felt become 
To its own ruin'd Heaps a Tomb. 


— — 
— 
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| Lucaſia 
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Lucaſia, Roſania, and Oritida, parting dt 4 Foun- 
| rain, July 1663. 


I. en 
ERE, here are our Enjoyments done, 
And fince the Love and Grief we wear 
Forbids us either Word or Tear, 
And Art wants here Expreſſion, 
See Nature furniſh us with one. 
II. 
The kind and mournful Nymph, wifich here 
Inhabits in ber humble Cells, 
No longer her own Sorrow tells, 
Nor for it now concern'd appears, 
But for our Parting ſheds theſe Tears. 
III. 
Unleſs ſhe may afflicted be, 
Leſt we ſhould doubt her Innocence; 
Since ſhe hath loſt her beſt Pretence 
Unto a matchleſs Purity; 
Our Love being clearer far than ſhe. 
eee — 
Cold as the Streams that from her flow 
Or (if her privater Receſs 
A greater Coldneſs can expreſs) 
Then cold as thoſe dark Beds of Snow 
Our Hearts are at this parting Blow. 


V. 
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But Time that has both Wings and Feet, 
Our Suffering Minutes being ſpent, 
Will viſit us with new Content. 
And ſure, if Kindneſs be fo ſweet, 
Tis harder to forget than meet, 
Tr : 
Then though the ſad Adieu we fay, 
Yet as the Wine we hither bring, 
Revives, and then exalts the Spring; 
So let our Hopes to meet, allay 
The Fears and Sdrrows of this Day. 


a 
oy * * * — 
h * 


A Farewel to Roſania. 


Y Dear Roſania, ſometimes be ſo kind 

To think upon the Friend thou leav ſt behind, 
And wiſh Thee here, to make my Joys compleat, 
Or elſe me there, to ſhare thy bleſt Retreat. 
But to the Heart which for thy Loſs doth mourn, 
The kindeſt Thought is that of quick Return. 


— o—_ * 


grity upon her, 


Dor'd Valeria, and can you conclude | 
Orindg loſt in ſuch Ingratitude ? 


To my Lady ANNE Bor r E, ſaying I look'd an- 


And | 
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And ſo miſ-ſpell the Language of my Face, 5 
When in my Heart you have ſo great a Place? 
Ah be aſſur d I could no Look direct 
To you, not full of Paſſion and Reſpect. | 
Or if my Looks have play'd that-rreach'rous pag” 
And ſo much miſ-interpreted my Heart, | 
I ſhall forgive them that one Falſhood, leſs 
Than all their Folly, and their Uglineſs, 5 
And had much rather chuſe they ſhould appear 
Always unhandſome, than once unſincere. 
But I muſt thank your Error, which procures 
Me ſuch obliging Jealouſie as yours. 
For at that Quarrel I can neer repine, | 
Which ſhews your Kindneſs, tho' it Cates: mine: 
To your Concern I pardon your Diſtruſt, 
And —— your was evn when it is unjuſt. 
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F Honour to m ancient Name be due, 
Or Riches challenge it for one that's new, 
The Britiſ Language claims in either Senſe, 
Both for its Age, and for its Opulence, * 
But all great Things muſt be from us remov'd, | . 
To be with higher Reverence belov'd. 3 
So Landskips which i in Proſpects diſtant lye, 


With great Wonder draw the pleaſed Eye. 
1% gary mo" 
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Is not great Trey to one dark Ruin hurldꝰ 
Once the fam d Scene of all the fighting World. 


Where's Athens now, to whom Rome "late 
And the ſafe Lawrels that adorn'd her Brows ?,, 


A ſtrange reverſe of Fate ſhe did endure, 
Never once greater, than ſhe's now obſcure. 


Of Scipio's Times, or thoſe of Cicero, 

And as the Roman and the Grecian State, 
The Britiſb fell, the ſpoil of Time and Fate. 
But tho the Language hath the Beauty 1 
Tet ſhe has ſtill ſome great Remains to boaſt, 
For twas in that, the ſacred Bards of old, 


In deathleſs Numbers did their thoughts unfold. - 


In Groves, by Rivers, and on fertile Plains, 
They civiliz d and taught the liſt ning Swains 3 
Whilſt with high Raptures, and as great Succeſs, 
Virtue they cloath'd in Muſick's charming Dreſs. 
This Merlin ſpoke, who in his gloomy Cave, 
Ev'n Deſtiny her ſelf ſeem d to enſlave. 

For to his Sight the ſuture Time was known, 
Much better than to others is their own : -- 
And with ſuch State; Predictions from him fell, : 
As if he did Decree, and not Foretelll. 
This ſpoke King Arthur, who, if Fame be true, 
Could have compelld Mankind to ſpeak it too. 
In this once Boadicea Valour taught. 
ang * more nobly chan dang Soldiers fought; 


Ev'n Rome her ſelf can but ſome Footſtcps ſhow 


Tell 


4 


Tell me what Hero could do mort than ſhes - | 
Who fell at once for Fame and Liberty? 
Nor could a greater Sacrifice belbng zg: 
Or to her Childrens, e e 
This ſpoke Curactacus, trho wus fo brave, -: 
That to the Roman Fortune check he gave * 

And when their Yoke he could decline no „ 1 
He it ſo decently, and nobiy wore, 
That Nome her ſelf with Bluſhes did believe, 

A Britain would the Law of Honour give; 
And haſtily his Chains away fhe tlire r, 
Leſt r elſe ſnould her ſubdue,” SL 
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To the Counteſs of Thane, upon ber Marge. 


Jiu you who Credit to all Wonders bring ,_. 
That Lovers can believe, or Poets fngp.0r0 LA 
Whoſe only Shaps and Faſhion does expreſs, 

Your Virtue is your Nature not your Dreſs $i) "my , 
jn whom the moſt admir'd Extreams appear, 

Humble and Fair, Prudent and yet Sincere: 
Whoſe matchleſs Worth tranſmits ſuch folendidRays, 
As thoſe that. envy it are ford to praiſe: | . gui“ 
Since you have found ſuch an, illuſtrious Sphere, . 
And ars reſolw d to fix your. Socks there 4,17 i!, 
A Heart whole. bravery: to his Sexe ſecures ,.' / 
As much Renown. as you have. done to yours 
. | M 2: And 


- g e * — 7 RX - - * * — 
: L y : a” 


l 
l 
[ 
l 4 
| . 

[| 4 
711 5 
141 

N 
| * 
*** 
i pe — 
r 
| KM 
l 3 
1 1 
| i * ad 
"T4 
a 4 
| .* 
. 
i E 
! 
| 3 
, = Rt 

1 
113 
14 [ 7 

| 

| 
TT ol 
| i" 

14 | 
Wy 
y 

SY 
\ : | 

| 

— 11 
We! 

I. 

\ * << 

i 
v 

l [1 
* 

1 


164  _ Poems un ſeveral Occaſions. 


And whoſe Perfe&ions in obtaining you, 
Are both diſcover'd and rewarded too; 
IT were almoſt equal boldneſs to invent 
How to increaſe your Merit, or Content. 
Yet ſure the Muſes fomewhat have to ſay 
But they will ſend it you a better way: 
The Court, which ſo much to their Luſtre owes, 
Muſt alſo pay you its officious Vo we. 
But whilſt this ſhews Reſpect, and thoſe their Art, 
Let me too ſpeak the Language of my Heart; 
Whoſe ruder Off rings dare approach your Shrine, 
For you, who merit theirs, can pardon mine. 
Fortune and Virtue with ſuch heat contend 
(As once for Rome) now to make you their Friend: 
And you fo well can this prefer to that, 
As you can neither fear, nor mend your Fate : 
Yet ſince'the Votes of Joy from all are due, 
A Love like mine, muſt find ſome Wiſhes too. 

May you in this bright Conſtellation ſet, 
Still ſhew how much the Good outſhine the Great; 
May you be courted with all Joys of Senſe, 
Yet place your higheſt i in your Innocence z 
Whoſe Praiſe may you enjoy, but not regard, 
Finding within both Motive and Reward. 
May Fortune ſtill to your Commands be juſt, 


Yet ſtill beneath your Kindneſs or your Truſt. 


May you no Trouble either feel or fear, 
But from your pity for what others wear z 
EF. 8 Lvl And 
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And may the happy Owner of your Breaſ, 
Still find his Paſſion with his Joys encreas d; 
Whilſt ev'ry Moment your Concern makes known, 
And gives him too, freſh Reaſon for his own: 
And from their Parents may your Off. ſpring have 
All that is wiſe and lovely, ſoft and brave: 

Or if all Wiſhes we in one would give, 12 
For him, and for the World, long may N "Oe 


— OS — 


EPITAPH. 


On ber Sou H, P. at St. Syth's Church, where ber 
 Boay was Interred. 


HAT on Earth deſerves our truſt > x 
Youth and Beauty both are Duſt, 

Long we gathering are with Pain, 

What one Moment calls again. 

Seven Years childleſs, Marriage paſt, 
A Son, a Son is born at laſt ; 

So exactly Limb'd and Fair, 

Full of good Spirits, Mein, and Air, 

As a long Life promiſed,  - . 

Let, in leſs than fix Weeks dead. NY 

Too promiſing, too great a Mind 

In ſo ſmall Room to be confin'd : 

Therefore, as fit in Heav'n to dwell, 


He quickly broke the Priſon Shell. | 
x M 3 So 


6 
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So the ſubtle Alrbimiſs 
Can't, with Hermes: Seal, reſiſt 

The pow:rful Spirit's ſubtler flight, 
But twill bid him long good Night, 
And ſo the Sun, if it ariſe 
Half ſo glorious as his Eyes, 
Like this Infant, takes a Shrowd, 
Bury d in a Morning Cloud. © © 


* — TJ 


On the Death of my: Lord Rich, andy Son to the 
Earlof Warwick, who dyed of the ſmall Pox, 1664. 


AVE not ſo many Lives of late 
Suffic'd to quench the greedy Thirſt of Fate ? 
Tho to encreaſe the mournful Purple Flood 
As well as Noble, ſhe drank Royal Blood; 
That not content, againſt us to engage 
Our own wild fury, and Uſurpers rage 
By Sickneſs now, when all that Storm is paſt, 
She ſtrives to hew our Heroes down as faſt? 
And by the Prey ſhe chuſes, ſhews her Aim 
Is to extinguith all the Engliſh Fame. 
Elſe had this generqus Youth we now have loft, 
Been ſtill his F riends delight, and Country's boaſt, 
And higher rais'd Ling Uluſtrious Name he bore, 
Than all our Chronicles had done before. 
Had Death confider'd &er he ſtruck this Blow, 
How many noble Hopes 'twauld overthrow 3 


The 
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The Genius of his Houſe (who did complain 
That all her Worthies now dy'd o'er again). 
His flouriſhing, and yet untainted Years z | 
His Father's Anguiſh, and his Mother's Tears; 
Sure he had been perſwaded to relent _ / 
Nor had for ſo much early Sweetneſs, ſent : 
That fierce Diſeaſe, which knows not how to ſpare 
The Young, the Great, the Knowing, or the Fair. 
But we as well might flatter ev'ry Wind, 
And court the Tempeſts to be leſs unkind, 
As hope from churliſh Death to ſnatch his Prey, 
Who is as furious and as deaf as they z 
And who hath cruelly ſurpriz d in him, 
His Parents Joy, and all the World's Eſteem: 

Say treacherous Hopes that whiſper in our Ear, 
Still to expect ſome ſteady Comfort here, 
And tho we oft diſcoyer all your Arts, 
Would ſtill betray our diſappointed Hearts 3 
What new Deluſion can you now prepare, 
Since this pale Object ſhews how pale you are ? 
'Twill fully anſwer all you have to plead, - 
If we reply, Great Warwick's Heir is dead: 
Bluſh human Hopes and Joys, and then be al 
In ſolemn Mourning at this Funeral. 

For fince ſuch ExpeRations brittle prove, 
What can we ſafely either Hope or Love? 


M 4 The 


— 
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The VIRGIN. 


HE Things that make a Virgin pleaſe, 
She that ſeeks, will find them cheſe; 3 
A Beauty, not to Art in debt, 
Rather Agreeable than Great ; 
An Eye, wherein at once do meet 
The beams of Kindneſs, and of Wit; 
An undiſſembled Innocence, 
Apt not to give, nor take Offence : 
A Converſation, at once free 
From Paſſion, and from Subtilty; 
A Face that's modeſt, yet ſerene, 
A ſober, and yet lively Meen ; 
The Virtue which does her Adorn, 
By Honour guarded, not by Scorn; 
With ſuch wiſe Lowlinefs indu'd, 
As never can be mean, or rude ; 
That prudent Negligence cnc 
And Time's her Silence and her Speech 
Whoſe equal Mind does always move, 
Neither a Foe, nor Slave to Love ; 
And whoſe Religion's ſtrong and rw, 
Not * nor e 


Poems on feveral Occaſſens. | 169 


Upon the Graving of her Name upon 4 Tree in 
| | Barnelmes-Walks. 


LAS how barbarous are we, 

Thus to reward the courteous Tree, 
Who its broad Shade affording us, 
Deſerves not to be wounded thus; 

See how the yielding Bark complies 
With our ungrateful Injuries. 

And ſeeing this, ſay how much then 
Trees are more generous than Men, 

. Who by a Nobleneſs ſo pure 
Can firſt 144 and then endure. 


* 


To my * Friend Mrs. Owen, «fon fv "I 
eft Loſs. 


S when two Siſter Rivulets, who crept 

| From that dark Bed of Snow wherein they ſlept, 
By private diſtant Currents under Ground : 
Have by Mæanders eithers Boſom found, 

They ſob aloud and break down what withſtood, 
Swoln by their own Embraces to a Flood: 

So when my Sympathy for thy dear Grief 

Had brought me near, in hope to give Relief, 

I found my Sorrow heightned when ſo join'd, 


And thine increas'd by being ſo combin'd, 


Since 
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| eat has th 
I could contribute nothing but my Tears; 
: Fears which to thy ſad Fate were juſtly 5 

And to his Loſs, by all who that Loſs knew. 

For thy Chariſtus was ſo-much above 
The Eloquence of all our Grief and . 
That it would be injurious to his Hearſe 
To think to crowd his Worth into a Verſe. 
Could I (by Miracle) ſuch Praiſe indite, 
Who with more Eaſe and Juſtice weep than write, 
1 He was all that which Hiſtory can boaſt, 
| Or bolder Poetry had e er cngroſs'd, 
So Pious, Juſt, Noble, Diſcreet, and Kind, 
Their beſt Ideas knew not how to find. 
His ſtrong Religion not on Trifles ſpent, 
| Was uſeful, firm, early, and eminent, 
| Never betray'd to indigeſted Heat, 
| Nor yet entic'd from what was ſafely Great. 
| And this ſo ſoon, as if he had Foreſight, | . 
| He muſt begin betimes whoſe Noon is Night. 
| His Virtue was his Choice, and not his Charice, 
Not mov'd by Age, nor born of Ignorance. 
hk He well knew whom, and what le did believe, 
1 And for his Faith did not Diſpute, but live, 
FF And ld juſt like His Infabr' Innocence, 
But that | was crown 4 with free Obedience. 


| 8 How much abborr'd this Ages Vanity! 


He 
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He neither kk d its Tumults, nor its Joys, 
Slighted alike Earth's Pleaſure, and her Noiſe. 
But unconcern'd in both, in his own Mind 
Alone could Pow'r and Satisfaction find. 
A Treaſury of Merit there lay hid, 
Which tho he ne' er confefs'd; his Actions did. 
His Modeſty unto his Virtue ſent 
At once a Shadow and an Ornament. 
But what could hide thoſe filial Rites he paid; 
How much he lov'd, how prudently obey'd 2 + 
How as a Brother did he juſtly ſhare 
His kind concern betwixt Reſpect and Care? 
And to a Wife how fully did he prove 
How wiſely he could Judge, how fondly Love? 
As Husbands ſerious, but as Lovers kind, 
He valu'd all of her, but lov'd her Mind; 
And with a Paſſion made this Riddle true, 
'Twas ever perfect, and yet ſtill it grew. 
Such handfome Thoughts his Breaſt did ever fill, 
He durſt do any thing, but what was Ill ; 


Unlike thoſe Gallants who ſo uſe their Time, 


As opportunity to act their Crime, 
And loſt in Wine or Vanity when young, 
They dye too ſoon, becauſe they liv'd too long. 
But he has hallowed ſo his early Death, 
Tis almoſt ſhame to draw a longer Breath. 
I can no more, they that can, muſt Have learn d 
To be more eloquent, and leſs concern d. 

| | a_ 
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But all that Noble Juſtice to his Name 
His own good Angel will commit to Fame. 
Could Grief recall this Happineſs again, 
Of thy dear Sorrow I would ne er complain, 
But ſuch an Opportunity, would take 
To grieve an uſeleſs Life out for thy ſake. 
But ſince it cannot, I muſt pray thee live, 
That ſo much of Chariſtus may ſurvive, 
And that thou do no Act ſo harſh to Love, 
As that-his Glory ſhould thy Sorrow move : 
Endure thy loſs till Heav'n ſhall it repay, 
Upon thy laſt and glorious Wedding-day, 
When thou ſhalt know him more, and quickly find 
The Love increas'd by being ſo refin'd, 
And there poſſeſs him without parting Fears, 
As I my Friendſhip free from future Tears. 


Orinda te Lucafia, parting, October 1661. at London. 


Dieu dear Obje& of my Love's exceſs, 
\ And with thee all my hopes of Happineſs, 
With the ſame fervent and unchanged Heart 
Which did its whole ſelf once to thee impart, 
(And which tho' Fortune has ſo ſorely bruis'd, 
Would ſuffer more, to be from this excus d) 
I to reſign thy dear Converſe ſubmit, 
Since I can neither keep, nor merit it. 


Thou 
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Thou haſt too long to me confined been, 
Who Ruin am without, Paſſion within. 

My Mind is ſunk below thy Tenderneſs, 

And my Condition does deſerve it leſs ; 

I'm ſo entangled and fo loſt a Thing 

By all the ſhocks my daily Sorrow bring, 
That would'ſt thou for thy old Orinda call, 

Thou hardly couldſt unravel her at all. 

And ſhould I thy clear Fortunes interline 

With the inceſſant Miſeries of mine? 

No, no, I never lov'd at ſuch a rate 

To tye thee to the Rigours of my Fate, 

As from my Obligations thou art free, 

Sure thou ſhalt be ſo from my Injury, 
Tho' ev'ry other worthineſs I miſs, 

Yet I'll at leaſt be generous in this. 

Id rather periſh without Sigh or Groan, 

Than thou ſhould'ſt be condemn'd to give me one ʒ 
Nay in my Soul I rather could allow 

Friendſhip ſhould be a Sufferer, than thou 

Go then, fince my ſad Heart has ſet thee free, 

Let all the Loads and Chains remain on me. 

Tho' I be left the Prey of Sea and Wind, 

Thou being Happy wilt in that be kind; 

Nor ſhall I my undoing much deplore, 

Since thou art ſafe, whom I muſt value more. 
Oh! may'ſt thou ever be ſo, and as free 

From all Ills elſe, as from my Company, 


And 
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And may the Torments thou haſt had from it 
Be all that Heav'n will to thy Life permit, 
And that they may thy Virtue ſervice do, 
May'ſt thou be able to forgive them too : 

But tho' I muſt this ſharp Submiſſion learn, 

I cannot yet unwiſh thy dear-Concern. 

Not one new Comfort I expect to ſee, 

I quit my Joy, Hope, Life, and all but Thee; 
Nor ſeek I thence ought that may diſcompoſe 
That Mind where ſo ſerene a: Goodneſs l 

I ask no inconvenient Kindneſs now, -- 

To move thy Paſſion, or to cloud thy Brow 3. 
And thou wilt ſatisfie my boldeſt Plea 

By ſome few ſoft remembrances of me, 
Which may preſent thee with this candid 1 
I meant not all the Troubles that I brought. 
Own not what Paſſion rules, and Fate does cruſh, | 
But wiſh thou could ſt have don't without a Bluſh, 
And that I had been, c er it was too lata, 
Either more worthy, or more'fortunate, 
Ah who can love the Things they cannot prize ? 
But thou mayſt pity: tho thou doſt deſpiſe... 

Yet I ſhould think that pity baught too dear, 

If it ſhould coſt thoſe precious Eyes a Tear, 

Oh may no Minutes trouble thee poſſeſs, 

But to endear the next Hours Happineſs,, 
And may'ſt thou when. thou art from me remov'd, 
Be better plęas d, but never worſe below d: 


Oh 
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Oh pardon me, for pow ring out my Woes 
For I muſt loſe whatever is call d dear. 

And thy aſſiſtance all that Loſe to bear, 
And have more Cauſe than e er I had before, 
To fear that I ſhall never ſee n mare. 


* — —— ln Y bb "OWE IX * ; 


On th Fir 1. Jani] 1657. 


H' Eternal l Life and mae; 
Who when I was gone gave me room to be, 

Hath ſince (my time preſerving in his Hands) 
By Moments numbred on the precious Sands, 
Till they are ſwell d to ſix and twenty Tears, 
Checquer'd by Providence with Smiles and Tears. 
I have obſery'd how vain all Glories are, 
The Change of Empire, and the Chance of War: 
Seen Faction with its native Venom burſt, 
And Treaſon ſtruck, by what itſelf had nurs d. 


— 


Seen uſeleſs Crimes, whoſe, Owners. but made m | 


For future (DOE; to "” * V. 
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To my 5 M. 0 
FPOLEICRITE. 
HAT Nature in your Frame has Alen Care; 


As well your Birth as Beauty do declare, 
Since 


chuſing the Name of 
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Since we at once diſcover in your Face, 
The luſtre of your Eyes and of your Races 4 
And that your Shape and Faſhion does atteſt, 
So bright a Form has yet a brighter Gueſt, + 
To future Times authentick Fame ſhall "= 
Hiſtorians ſhall relate, and Poets ſing. 
But ſince your boundleſs Mind upon my Head 
Some rays of Splendor is content to ſned; 
And left I ſuffer by the great Surprize, 
Since you ſubmit to meet me in Diſguiſe; 
Can lay aſide what dazles vulgar Sight, 
And to Orinda can be Palicritĩ,m 
You muſt endure my Vows, and find the way 
To entertain ſuch Rites as I can pay: 
For fo the Power Divine new Praiſe acquires, 
By ſcorning nothing that it once inſpires : 
I have no Merits that your Smile can win, 
Nor off 'ring to appeaſe you when I Sin ; 
Nor can my uſeleſs Homage hope to raiſe; 
When what'I cannot ſerve, I ſtrive to praiſe: 
But I can Love, and Love at ſuch a pitch, 
As I dare boaſt it will ev'n you enrich, 
For Kindneſs is a Mine, when great and true, 
Of nobler Ore than ever Indians knew, 
'Tis all that Mortals can on Heav'n beſtow, 
And all that Heav n can value here below. 


Again 
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Ence, Cupid, with your Wand Toys, 5 
Your real Oriefs, and paitited Joys, 
Your Pleaſure which it ſelf deſtroys. <p 
Lovers like Men in Feavers burn and rave, © 8 5 
And only what will injure them di rave. 
Mens weakneſi makes Love ſo ſevere, 1 
They give him Power by their Fear, Vasa C11 
And make the Shackles whick they wear. -. 


Who to another does his Heart pens as 

Makes his own Idol, and then — por 
Him whoſe Heart is all his m, = 
Peace and Liberty does crown, 8 5 


He apprehends no killing Frown. : 
He feels no Raptures which are Joys diſeas d. 
And is not much tranſported, but ſtill pleas'd, 5 


— — — - 
4 Dialogue of FRIEND SHIP mubiphy 


MUSIDORUS. 

Ill you unto one ſingle Senſe. _ = 

W Confine 2 ſtarry Influence? * 

Or when you do the Rays combine, 8 
To themſelves only make them ſhine?? 
Love that's engroſs d by one alone, ES 1 

Is Envy not Affection. "oF 
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SEN Dd. - | 
No Mufidorur; this would be 


But Friendſhip g Prodigality, D Ar 
Union 1 in Rays does not confine, 1 1 


And Souls united live above _ +8, 
Envy, as much as ſcatter d Loves... 
Friendſhip ( like Rivers) as it. 8 
In many Streams, grows weaker, ſtill and ow 
MUSID ORD S < IA 
Rivers indeed -may-loſe their force, 
When they divide or break their Courſe, 

ö For they may want ſome hidden Spring, | 
Which to'their Streams Recruits may bring 3 
But Friendſhip's made of pureſt Fire, tn 
Which burns and keeps i its Stock entire. 

Love, like the Sun, may ſhed his Beams on all, 
And grow more great by being General. 
Dos ret eee e 

The purity r 


And ug ee vl 


And that the 
They no third Partner can admit; IT AF 
Love like the Sun does all inſpire, / 7 | wal . 

But burns molt by ' contrated Fire. r 
Then tho I Ann ev ry "worthy Gen, 03 0: 


* AY 


Yet my Lat any les wy Bel. ___ 
GAO 


Ros AN 14 
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| . A yell. 
Ros ANI A f eaten 


H ſtriks outright, or "elſe. . 
Be more kind, or more ſevere 3, de 
For in this Cheguerd Mixrure 1 „ 
Cannot live, and would not die, 
And muſt, J neither ? tell me why ?. 


Ar. 


Tc 


rf 90 1 lis 
Oe 2 tRAT OC 
When thy Pen thy, indneſs ls. 
My Heart tranſported. leaps and ſwells. 1 
But when my greedy Eye does ſtray 
Thy threaten'd Abſence to ſurvey --- — 
That Heart is ſtruck and faints _ . 
by el Al AQUA! V1 
To give me Title to rich Land, 
And the Fruition to withſtand, - * 
Or ſolemnly to ſend the ey 1 


Of Treaſures] muſt never ſee, © 15 
Wurm be? bee 


This is ſuch rafin'd Diſtreſs, . 
That thy ſad Lovers ſigh for leſs; N o0 1 
Tho thou their Hopes haſt overthrownu, 
They loſe but what they ne er have known, 
But I tn own. : hiag A 
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How canſt thou thy Roſania priſe, 
Aud be ſo truel and ſo wiſe 2?X??22· c 
For if ſuch rigid Policy 
Muſt thy "Reſolves difpote with we, 

Where then is Fl — "I A. 


Kindneſs is of fo brate a wake 
"Twill rather Death that Sali 1 very 
So that if thine. no Power can have, | 
Give it and me 'ohe Ginn Graves © 
But quickly either her Fil ar — AA 


8 25 atk i 


V „. lad 15:12 . 


Tomy ANTENOR, March 0, 166, 
bas. 1 ot: LU 

Y dear Antenor now give den Ye 
| For my ſake mlk of — more, 
: in our Pow'r to gain. 
And is both wiſkid asd ſear d in vain. 
Let's be as angry as we will, 
Grief ſooner may r it 
And the Unhappy often prove 
Death ũs as coy a Thing as Lon! 
Thofe whoſe: own Sword their Death did gives 
Afraid were or aſtiam d to Live; 
And by an ad ſo deſperate, 
Did poorly run away from Fate; 


'Tis 


'Tis braver much t out-ride the n 

Endure its Rage, and ſhun its n 

Affliction nobly undergone, 

More Greatneſs ſhews, than having none. 

But yet the Wheel, in turning round, 

At laſt may lift us from the Ground ; 

And when our Fortune's moſt ſevere, 

The leſs we have, the leſs we fear. 

And why ſhould we that Grief permit, 

Which can nor mend nor ſhorten it? 

Let's wait for a ſucceeding Good, 

Woes have their Ebb as well as Flood : 
And ſince the Parliament have reſcu'd you, 
Believe that Providence will do ſo too. 


— 


A Triton to Lucaſia going to Sea, ſbortly after the 
QUEE N's Arrival. 


I. | 
Y Maſter Neptune took ſuch Pains of late 
To quiet the Commotions of his State, 
That he might give, through his fierce Winds and Seas, 
Safe Paſſage to the Royal Portugueze, 
That &er ſince at home has kept, 
And in his Chryſtal Palace ſlept, 
Till a ſwift Wind told him to day 
A Stranger was to paſs this way, 
N 3 Whom 


* | 


* 
Ty 
[+ 
. 
hd 
Us 


q 
. 
: 
* 
? 
x 
: 
8 
9 
1 
4 
t 
N 
1 


8 — 
3 * 


5 Ee 
- 1 s * 
. 2 4 - * N 
— — m . _— - 
— * = — — _ 1 


—— ry 


- _ S , * 
66 22 — 


— 
„ re 
— — 


r 
LR 


192 Poet on ſeveral —_— 
Whom he hath ſent me out to view, 
And I muſt tell him, Madam, it is you. 
"0 


He knows you by an honourable Fame: 
Who hath not heard Lucaſia's worthy Name? 
But ſhould he ſee you too, I doubt he will 
Grow amorous, and here detain vou ſtill: 
I know his Humour very well, 
So beſt can the Event foretel, 
But wiſhing you better Succeſs, 
And that my Mafter's Guilt be leſs, 
Iwill fay nothing of your Form 
Till you are paſt the Danger of a Storm. 
III. e om 
Fear nothing elſe, for Eyes ſo ſweet as theſe 
No Power that is Sea-born can dif pleaſe; 
You are much more than Nymph or Goddeſs bright; 
I ſaw em all at Supper tother Night: 
They with far leſs Attraction draw, 
They give us Love, you give us Law. 
Your Charms the Winds and Seas will movey 
But 'tis to Wonder, not to Love. 4 
Your only Danger is, leſt they | 
Stiff with Amazemept ſhould becalm your Way. 
IV. 
But ſhould they all want Breath to make a Gale, 
What's ſent in Prayers for you will fill your Sail; 


* What 
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What brought you hither will your way ſecure, 
Courage and Kindneſs can no lip. endure; | 
The Winds will do as * for you. F 


Yet fince your e Bre Ocean boaſts, 
We hope ſometimes to ſee-you on theſe Coaſts, 
And we willorder for you, as you pals, 
Winds ſoft as Lovers Vows, Waves ſmooth as Glaſs 
Each Deity ſhall you befriend, . 
And all the Sea-Nymphs ſhall attend; 
But if, becauſe a Ship's, too ſtraight, 
Or elſe unworthy ſuch a F reight, 
A Coach more uſeful would appear, 
That and fix TP» Steeds you know are here. 


* * 
5 . 
n * 2 a 2 » in A. £4.44 _—_ _ 
n „ 
- 


OR1NDA ith little Hecros PrHiLiPs. 


1 
ice POE Months of Wedlock I did ſtay, 
Thenhad my Vows crown'd with a = Boy, 

And yet in forty Days he dropt away, 

O ſwift Viciſſitude of human Joy! 

| II. 

did but ſee ws and he diſappear d, 

did but pluck the Roſe-bud and it fell, 
A Sorrow unforeſeen and ſcarcely fear'd, 


For ill can Mortals their Afflictions ſpell. 
N 4 III. And 


„ Poet on ſtromal Orcafions. 
. e 7 0, 
Andnow (ſweet Babe) what can my trembling Han 
Suggeſt, to right my doleful Fate or thee? 
Tears are my Muſe, and Sorrow all my Art, 
So piercing Groans mult be thy Elegy. 7 
IV. 


: 1 
. * 


Thus whilſt no Eye is witneſs of my Moan, 2 
1 grieve thy lofs (Ah Boy too dear to live) 
And let the unconcerned World alone, 
Who neither will, nor can Refreſhment give. 
V. 
An Off'ring too for thy ſad Tomb 1 have, 
Too, juſt a Tribute to thy early Herſe, 
Receive theſe gaſping Numbers to thy Grave, 


I The laſt of thy unhappy Mother's Verſe, __ 


CC —_— 
To the Lady E. BOYL, 


H tovely Celimena, why. 
Are you ſo full of Charms, | 


That neither Sex can from them fly, 

Nor take againſt them-Arms? 
Others in time may gain a part, 
But you at once ſnatch all the Heart. 
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Dear Tyrant, why will you ſubdue 
Orimda's trivial Heart: 
Which can no Triumph add to you, | 
Not meriting your Dart? 
And ſure you will not grant it one, 
eee e 7 
For it has been by: Tendernoſs” 
Already ſo much bruisd, 
That at your Altars I may gueſs 
It will be but refus d. 
For never Deity did prize | 
A torn and maimed Sacrifice. 


; Ia: i 


But oh what Madneſs can or dare 

Which *tis a greater thing to wear, 
Than Empires to obtain? 

To be your Slave I more defign, 

; nenn 


Thoſe 2 Fetters will create 

A Merit fit for them, 

Repair the Breaches made by Fate, 
And whom they own redeem. 

What thus ennobles and thus cures, 


Can be no Influence but yours, =, 
1 Pardon 


\ - 


8 | 
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— 1 yu 
But what elſe can rene * 1 


* 


To my Lord Duke of O's om'v,” wer the 
| A Fat ans, OE. 


Deine " [Care 
* you, great Sin be Benn P 
Who ſhew'd you Dangers: and then broke the 
And our firſt Gratitude to that be due, [Snare 
Yet there is much that muſt be paid to you: 
For tis your Prudence Jreland's Peace ſecures, 
Gives her her Safety, and (what's dearer) yours, 
Whilſt your prevailing Genius does diſpence, 
At once its Conduct, and its Influence N 
Leſs Honour from a Bartel won is gott, 
Than to repel ſo dangerous a Plot; 
Fortune with Courage may play Booty there, / 
But fingle Virtue is triumphant here: 
In vain the bold ingrateful Rebels amm 
To overturn, when you ſupport the ſame; 
You who three potent Kingdoms late have ſeen 
Tremble with Fury, and yet ſtedfaſt been; W 
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| Who on afflidted Majeſty could wait, | 
When it was ſeemingly forſook by Fates: 
Whoſe ſettled Loyalty no Storms diſmaid. 
Nor the more flatt*ring Miſchiefs could difſwade : 
And having ſcap'd ſo dangerous a Coaſt, 
Could you now fall expiring Treaſons boaſt ?- 
Or was it hop'd by this contemned Crew, 
That you could Fortune, and not them, ſubdue. 
But whilſt theſe Wretches at this impious rate, 
Will buy the Knowledge of your mighty Fate: 
You ſhall preſerve your King's'entruſted Crown, 
Aſſiſted by his Fortune and your own. 7055 
And whilſt his Sword Kingdoms abroad betoms, 
You with the next Renown ſhall this diſpoſe. 


— _ 


To the Counteſs of Ros comMoN, with a Copy 
of PoM YR x. 

Reat Pompey's Fame from Egypt made eſcape, 
And flies to you for Succour in this Shape: 

A Shape, which, I aſſur'd him, would appears - 

Nor fit for you to ſee, nor him to wear. 

Yet he ſays, Madam, he's reſolv'd to come, 

And run a hazard of a ſecond Doom: 

But ſtill he hopes to bribe you, by that truſt 

You may be kind, but cannot be unjuſt; 

Each of whoſe Favours will delight him more, 


Than all the Lawrels that his Temples wore: 
Yet 


— = i * 
—— „„. — r * 
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Yet if his Name and his Misfertunes fail, 
He thinks my Interteſſion will prevail; -- 
And whilſt my Numbers would relate bod | 
Not like a Judge yoti il liftens but a Friend; 
For how can either of us fear your Frown, 
Since he and I are both ſo much your own. 

But when you wonder at my bold Deſign, 
Remember who did that high Task enjoin; 
Th: illuſtrious Orrery, whoſe leaſt Command, 
You would more wonder if I could withſtand: 
Of him I cannot which is hardeſt tell, 
Or not to Praiſe him, or to Praiſe him well; 
Who on that height from hence true Glory came, 
Does there poſſeſs and thence diſtribute Fame; 
Where all their Lyres the willing Muſes bring, 
Io learn of him whatever they ſhali ing z 
Since all muſt yield; vhiiſt there are Books or Men, 
The univerſal Empire to his Pen; 
Oh! had that pow'rful Genius but inſpird 
The feeble Hand, whoſe Service he requir d, 
Jt had your Juſtice then, not Mercy pray d, 
Had * 'd y”_ marks and better him e 
— — — . 


On the DEAT Hof we my Honourable 
Sir Walter Lloid, K night. 


T Obſequies ** ſo much Grief i is . 


The Muſes are in ſolemn Mourning too, 
And 
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They can lament this Loſs, though not; expreſs: 
Nay if thoſe ancient Bards had ſeen this Herſe, 
Who once in Britifs Shades ſpoke living Verſe, 
Their high Concern for him had made them be, 
Apter to weep» than write his Elogy. 

When on our Land that Flood af Woes was ſent, 
Which ſwallow'd all things Sacred as it went, 
The injur d. Arts and Virtue made his Breaſt . 
The Ark wherein they did ſecurely reſt: 

For as that old one was toſs d up and down, 

And yet the angry Billows could not drown; 

So Heav'n,did him in this worſe Deluge ſave, 


And made him triumph oer th unquiet Waye: | 
Who while he did with that wild Storm conteſt, 
Such real Magnanimity expreſs d, 1 


That he dard to be Loyal, in a time ) 
When 'twas a Danger made, and thought a Crime: 
Duty, and not Ambition, was his aim, 

Who ſtudy d Conſcience ever more than Fame, 
And thought it ſo deſirable a Thing, 

To be preferr'd to ſuffer for his King, 

That he all Fortunes Spight bad pardon'd her, 
Had ſhe not made his Prince a Sufferer; 
For whoſe lov'd Cauſe he did both act and grieve; 
And for ĩt only did endure to live, 

To teach the World what Man can be and * 
Arm'd by Allegiance and Religion too. 
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His Head and Heart mutual Aſſiſtance gave, 
That being {till ſo wiſe, and this ſo brave, 
That tas acknow ledg d all he ſaid and did, 
From Jddginert and from Honour did procted': 
Such was the uſeful Mixture of his Mind, | | 
»*Twas at once meek and knowing, ſtout and kind; 
For he was civil, bountiful, and learn d, 
And for his Friends ſo gen rouſſy concerr'd, 
That both his Heart and Houſe, his Hand and Tongue 
To them, more than hitmſelf, ſeem d to belong; 
As if to his' wrongd Party ae * 
Both an Example and Apology: f W229. 10. 
For when both Swords and Pens os 6 aber, 
His Life alone Rebellion did confute: ” 
But when his Vows ptopitious Heav'n heard, 
And our unequal'd King at length appear'd, 
As aged Simeon did his Spirits yield; 
When he had ſeen his deareſt Hopes fulfilld; 
He gladly ſaw the Morning of that Day, 
Which Charles growing Splendor did diſplay; 
Then, to Eternal Joys made greater haſte, 
Becauſe his preſent ones flow d in ſo faſt; 
From which he fled, out of a pious Fear, 
| Leſt he by them ſhould be rewarded here; 
While bis ſad Country by his Death have loſt 
ow nou pores: N _ n Boaſt. 


Ox1x04 
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Oz1nDA, to Lv CASIA. 


« Bſcrve the 0 Bir, cer Night be done, 
Ho they wou'd fain call Up the rardy n 

With/Feathers hung with Dew, 

"Abd tretnbling Voices too, : =_ * 


They court their glorious Planet to appear, | 
That they may find recruits of Spirits there... 


14d 


The droopitig Flow'rs hang their Heads, | | 


And languiſh down into their Beds: 


.. Wanting thoſe, Beams, from whence 
All things drink Influence, 
Openly murmur, and demand the Day... 
II. 
Thou my Lucuſia art far more to me, 
Than he to all the Under · World can be; 
From thee I've Heat and Light, 
Thy Abſence makes my Night. | 
But ah! my Friend, it now grows very long, 
The Sadneſs weighty, and the Darkneſs ſtrong: 
My Tears (its Dew) dwell on er 
And ſtill my Heart thy dawning ſeeks, 
And to thee mournfully it cries, | | 
That if too long I wait, | 
Ev'n thou may ſt come too late, 
And not reſtore my Life, bar chi ur RG. 


To 


* * 


E. 


mne. 
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Fase (h I, torment ho-n 
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For ſince ſo many 


How cat I 4 ow he Gow: 
But ſay, bold Trifler, w 
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Wov'dſt thou depaſe thy Saint i 570 why Haas F 
Equality in 1 5 is 7 
gs. criminal 
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6.4 Be defir” 
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1. 
Orbear bold Youth, all's Heavin _ 
And what you deo wer, | 
To others Courtſhip may appear, a 2G: 1 
Tis Sacrilage to h: Ad e ALE 
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She is  publick Deity evi, 
And-wide't not very. odd. 
She ſhoꝝ d depoſe her ſelf. to be 7 
2 
III. 2 I 361 | 
Firſt make e, im fes hinge: 1 
And bid the World adieu. 
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That ſo he may his Beams confine Pen 
In Complement to you. 
IV. 

But if of that you do deſpair, _ E 
Think how you did amiſs, 
To ſtrive to fix her Beams, which are 

More bright and large than his. 


F 1 . o . * — 
p * , * % * F - *. N 
n — ” 


Lucaſia an Orinda parting with Paſtorg and 
- Phillis, at Ipſwich, - 
| £7 . 
N your Converſe we beſt can read, 
How conſtant we ſhould be, 
But *tis in loſing that, we need 
All your Wann. | 
How reriſh'd is the Joy air paſty 
The preſent how unſteady > 
What Comfort can be great, and lafty 
When this is gone already? 
III. 
Let the! it ſubtly may torment, 
The Memory does remain; * 
For what was, when enjoy 'd, Content, 
Is, in its abſence, Pain. 


0 | IV. It 


7 


E * * 
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If you'll reſtore it, will not grieve - 
That Fate does now us ſever; 
'Tis better by your Gift to live, 
Than by our own Endeavour. 


—_— 


a 


{Epitaph on my truly honoured Publius Scipio. 


0 the officious Marble we commit 
A Name, above the Art of Time or Wit; 
Tis righteous, Valiant Scipio, whoſe Liſe we 
Found the beſt Sermon, and beſt Hiſtory: 
Whoſe Courage was no. Anguiſh,. brutiſh Heat, 
But ſuch as ſpoke him good, as well as great; 
Which firſt engag'd his Arms to prop the State 
Of the almoſt undone Palatinate,  ., 
And help the Netherlangs to ſtem the Tide 
Of Rome's Ambition, and the Auſtrian Pride; 
Which ſhall in ev'ry Hiſtory be fam'd, . 
Wherein Breda or Frankendale are nam d. 
And when forc'd by his Country's angry Stars 
To be a Party in her Givil Wars, 
He ſo much Conduct by his Valour taught, 
So wiſely govern'd, and ſo bravely fought, 
That th“ Big Annals ſhall this Record bear, 
None better could direct, or further dare. 


Form'd 


7 ” 
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Form'd both for War and Peace, was brave 1 in Fight 
And in Debate judicious and upright: 
Religion was his firſt and higheſt Care, 


Which rul'd his Heart in Peace, his Hand in War: 
Which at the leaſt Sin made him tremble ſtill, 
And rather ſtand a Breach, than act an III; 

For his great Heart did ſuch a Temper ſhow, 
Stout as a Rock, yet ſoft as melting Snow. 

In him ſo prudent, and yet ſo ſincere, 

The Serpent much, the Dove did more appear; 
He was above the little Arts of State, 

And ſcorn'd to ſell his Peace to mend his Fate, 
Anxious of nothing, but an inward ſpot, 

His Hand was open, but his Conſcience not 

Juſt to his Word, to all Religions kind, 

In Duty ftri&, in Bounty unconfin d; 

And yet ſo modeſt, *twas to him leſs Pain 

To do great things, than hear them told again ; 
Perform, ſad Stone, thy honourable truſt, 

Unto his Mem'ry and — ſelf be juſt, 

For his Immortal Name ſhall thee befriend, 

And pay thee back more Fame than thou canſt lend. 


To 
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To M. Samuel Cooper, having taken Lucaſis's Pi- 
cture, giuen December 14. 1660, | 


* L * 
F Noble Things can Noble Thoughts infuſe, 
Your Art might ev n in me create a Muſe, 
And what you did Inſpire, you would Excuſe. 
II. 
But if it ſuch a Miracle could do, 
That Muſe would not return you half your due, 
Since *twould my Thanks, but not the Praiſe purſue. 
8 
To praiſe your Art is than it ſelf more hard, 
Nor would it the Endeavour much regard, 
Since it, and Virtue, are their own Reward. 
” AV, | 
A Pencil from an Angel newly caught, | 
And Colours in the Morning's Boſom ſought, 
Would make no Picture, if 7. you not wrought. 


/ 


But done by you, it does ro more admit 
Of an Encomium from the higheſt Wit, 
Than that another Hand ſhould equal it. 
VI. 
| Yet whilſt you with creating Pow'r vye, 
Cammand the very Spirit of the Eye, 
And then reward it with Eternity. 


VII. Whilſt 
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VII. 
Whilſt your each touch does Life and Air convey, 
Fetch the Soul out, like overcoming Day, 
And I my Friend repeated here ſurvey. 
VIE,» #: 
I by a paſſive Way may do you right, 
Wearing in that what none could cer endite, 
Your Panegyrick, and my own Delight. 


W 


— 22 


Parting wii a FRIEND. 
" if 


W thinks that: Joys below 
Can laſfivg be and great, 


Let him behold this parting Blow, 
And cure his own Deceit. 
| II. 
Alas! how ſoon are Pleaſures done, 
Where Fortune has a Pow'r! 
How like to the dechnivg Sun, 
Or to the wither'd Flow ir: 
III. 
A thouſand unconcerned Eyes 
She'll ſuffer us ta ſee, 
But of all thofe we chiefly prize 
We muſt deprived be. 


O 3 IV. But 
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IV. 
But we may conquer if we will, 
The wanton Tyrant teach, 
That we have ſomething left us ſtill 
Which grows not in her reach. 
V. 
That unſeen String which faſtens Hearts, 
Nor Time, nor Chance e er ty'd ; 
— Nor can it be in either's Arts 
Their Unions to divide. 
N VI. 
Where Sympathy does Love convey, 
It braves all other Pow rs; 
Lucaſia, and Roſania, ſay, 
as it not formed ours? 
—_ 
If forty Weeks Converſe has not 
Been able yet to tye | 
Your Souls in that myſterious Knot, 
How wretched then am I? 
VIII. 
But if I read in either's Mind, 
As ſure I hope I do, 
That each to other is combin'd, 
Abſence will make it true. 


*. 


IX. No 
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IX. * 
No Accident will e er ſurpriſe, 
Or make your Kindneſs ſtart; 
Although you loſe each others Eyes, 
You'll faſter keep the Heart. 
* 46 
Letters as kind as Turtle Doves, 
And undifguis d as Thought, 
Will entertain thoſe fervent Loves 
Which have each other bought, 
XI. 
Till Fortune, vexed with the ſight 
Of Faith ſo free from ſtain, 
Shall then grow weary of her ſpight, 
And let you meet again. 
XII. 
Wherein may you that Rapture find, 
That Siſter Cherals have, 
When I am in my Rocks confin'd, 


Or ſeal'd up in my Grave. 


— 


. To my deareſt Friend, upon her founning Grandeur. 


Hine out, rich Soul! to Greatneſs be, 
What it can never be to thee, 
An Ornament; thou canſt reſtore 


The Luſtre which it had before 
04 Theſe 
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Theſe Ruins; own it and 'twill live, 
Thy Favour's more than Kings can give. 
Haſt more above all Titles, than 
The Bearers-are *bove common Men; 
And ſo heroick art within, 
Thou muſt deſcend to be a Queen. 
Yet Honour may convenient prove, 
By giving thy Soul room to move 4: 
Affording Scene unto that Mind, "8 
Whichis too great to be confin'd. | 
Wert thou with ſingle Virtue ſtor'd, 
To be approv'd, but not ador d, 
Thou might'ſt retire; but who cer meant 
A Palace for a Tenement? 
Heav'n has ſo built thee, that we find 
Thee buried when thou art confin d: 
If thou in Privacy would'ſt live, 
Yet Luſtre to thy Virtues give; 
To ſtifle them for want of Air, 
Injurious is to Heay'n's Care. 
If thou wilt be immur'd, where 
Shall thy obliging Soul appear? 
Where ſhall thy gen'rous Prudence be, 
And where thy Magnanimity ? 
Nay thy own Darling thou doſt hide, 
Thy ſelf-denial is deny'd; 
For he that never Greatneſs tries, 
Can never ſaſely it deſpiſe, | 


That , 


8 
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That Antoninus writ well, when 
He held a Scepter and Pen: 
Leſs Credit Solomon does bring 
As a Philoſopher than King, 
So much Advantage flows from hence, 
To write by our Experience. | 
Diogenes | muſt ſuſpe&t - 

f Envy, more than wiſe Neglect, 

hen he his Prince ſo ill did treat, 
And ſo much ſpurned at the Great: 
A Cenſure is not clear from thoſe 
Whom Fate ſubjects, or does depoſe; 
Nor can we Greatneſs underſtand 
From an oppreſs'd or fallen Hand: 
But 'tis ſome Prince muſt that define, 
Or one that freely did reſigg. 
A great Almanzor teaches thus, 
Or elſe a Diony/7us. 
For, to know Grandeur, we muſt live, 
In that, and not in Perſpective; 
Vouchſafe the Trial then, that thou 
May'ſt ſafely wield, yet difallow 
The World's Temptations, and be ſt ill 
Above whatever wou'd thee fill. 
Convince Mankind, there's ſomewhat more 
Great than the Titles they adore: 
Stand near them, and 'twill ſoon be known 


Thou haſt more Splendor of thy own; 


Yield 
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Yield to the wanting Age, and be 
Channel of true Nobility : * 

For from thy Womb ſuch Heroes bens riſe, 

Who Honours will deferve, and can deſpiſe. 


To PASTOR A, being with ber Friend. 


I. N 
Hile you the double Joy dbtain 
Of what you give, and what you gain: 
Friendſhip, who owes you ſo much F ame, 
Commands my Tribute to your Name. * 
© | | 
Friendfhip, that was almoſt forlorn, 
Sunk under ev'ry Critick's Scorn 
But that your Genius her protects, 
Had fled the World, at leaſt the Sex. 
e 
You have reſtored them and us, 
Whence both are happy; Cæſar thus 
Ow'd Rome the Glories of his Reign, 
And Rome ow'd him as much again. 
ww " 
You in your Friend thoſe Joys have found 
Which all Relations can propound ; 
What Nature does *mong them diſperſe, 
You multiply in her Converſe. 


V. You 
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V. 
You her Enjoyment have purſu'd 
In Company, and Solitude; 
And whereſoever ſhe'll retire, 
There's the Diverſion you defire. 
: VI. 
Your Joys by this are more immenſe, 
And Heat contracted grows intenſe; 
And Friendſhip to be ſuch to you, 
Will make theſe Pleaſures, Honours too. 
VII. 
Be to each other that Content, 
As to your Sex y'are Ornament; 
And may your Hearts, by mixture loſt, 
Be ſtill each others Bliſs and Boaſt. 
VIII. 
Impoſſible your parting be 
As that you e er ſhou'd diſagree; 
And then even Death your Friend will prove, 
And both at once (tho? late) remove. 
IX. 
But that you may ſeverely live, 
You muſt th' offending World forgive, 
And to employ your Charity, 
You have an Obje& now in me. 
4 "5p 
My Pen, ſo much for you unfit, 
Preſents my Heart, tho' not my Wit; | 
Which 
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Which Heart admires what you expreſs, 
More than what Monarchs do poſſeſs. 

Fear not Infection from my Fate, 

Tho' I muſt be unfortunate, , 
For having paid my Vows due, I 
Shall ſoon withdraw, wither and die. 


Nr 


— — — 


To my Lord and Lady DunGAnNoN on u their 
Marriage, May 11. 1662. 
d 


O you, who, in your ſelves, do comprehen 
All you can wiſh, and all we can commend ; 
Whom Worth does guide, and Deſtiny obey, 
What Off rings ean the uſeleſs Muſcs pay? 
Each muſt at once ſuſpend her charming Lyre, 
Till ſhe hath learn d from you what to infpire: 
Well may they wonder to obſerve a Knot, 
So curiouſly by Love and Fortune wrought, 
To which propitious Heav'n did decree, | 
All things on Earth ſhou'd tributary be; 
By gentle, ſure, but unperceiv'd degrees, 
As the Sun's motion, or the growth of Trees, 
Does Providence our Wills tv hers incline, 
And makes all Accidents ſerve her Deſign: 
Her Pencil (Sir) within your Breaſt did draw 
The Picture of a Face you never ſaw, 
Wuh 
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With Touches, which ſo ſweet were and ſo true, 

By them alone th Original you knew ; 

And at that ſight with Satisfaction yield 

Your Freedom, which till then maintain'd the field. 

Twas by the ſame myſterious Pow'r too, 

That ſhe has been ſo long reſerv'd for you 

Whoſe noble Paſſion, with ſubmiſſive art, 

Diſarm'd her Scruples, and ſubdu'd her Heart. 

And now that at the laſt your Souls are ty'd, 

Whom flood nor difficult ies could divide, 

Ev 'n you that beauteous Union may admire, 

Which was at once Heav'n's care, and your deſire. 

You are ſo happy in each others Love, 

And in aſſur d Protection from above, 

That we no Wiſh can add unto your Bliſs, 

But that it ſhould continue as it is. 

O! may it ſo, and may the wheel of Fate 

In you no more Change than ſhe feels, create; 

And may you ſtill your Happineſſes find, 

Not on your Fortune growing, but your Mind, 

Whereby the ſhafts of Chance as vain will prove, 

As all things elſe did that oppos d your Love. 

Be kind and happy to that great degree, 

As may inſtruct lateſt Poſterity, 

From ſo rever d a Prefident to frame 

Rules to their Duty, to their Wiſhes aim. 

May the vaſt Sea for your ſake quit his Pride, 

And grow ſo ſinooth, while on his Breaſt you ride, 
| As 
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As may not only bring you to your Port, 

But ſhew how all things do your Virtues court. 
May ev'ry Object give you new delight. 
May Time forget his Sythe, and Fate his Spight; 
And may you never other ſorrow know, 

But what your Pity feels for others woe; 

May your Compaſſion be like that Divine, 
Which relieves all on whom it does but ſhine, 
Whilſt you produce a Race that may inherit 

All your great ſtock of Beauty, Fame, and Merit. 


— — 


To his Grace Gilbert Lord Archbiſbop of Canter- 
| bury, July 10. 1664. 


Hat private Shade, wherein my Muſe was bred, 
She always hop'd might hide her humble head; 
Believing the Retirement ſhe had choſe 
Might yield her, if not Pardon, yet Repoſe; 
Nor other repetitions did expect, 
Than what our Ecchoes from the Rocks reflect. 
But hurry d from her Cave with wild affright, 
And drag d maliciouſly into the Light, 
; (Which makes her like the Hebrew Virgin mourn 
When from her face her Vail was rudely torn) 
Io you (my Lord) ſhe now for Succour calls, 
And at your feet, with juſt Confuſion, falls. 
But ſhe will thank the wrong deſerv'd her Hate, 


If it procure her that auſpicious Fate, 
| That 
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That the ſame wing may over her be caſt, 
Where the beſt Church of all the World is plac'd, 
And under which, when ſhe is once retir'd, 
She really may come to be inſpir'd. 
And by the Wonders which ſhe there ſhall view, 
May raiſe her ſelf to ſuch a Theme as you, 
Who were preſerv'd to Govern and Reſtore 
That Church, whoſe Conſeſſor you were before; 
And ſhew, by. your unweary'd preſent Care, 
Your Suff rings are not ended, though hers are: 
For whilſt your Croſier her Defence ſecures, 
You purchaſe her Reſt with the Loſs of yours; 
And Heav'n who firſt refin'd your worth, and then 
Gave it ſo large and eminent a Scene, 
Hath paid you what was mapy ways your due, 
And done it ſelf a greater Right than you. 
For after ſuch a rough and tedious Storm 
Had torn the Church, and done her ſo much harm; 
And (though at length rebuk'd, yet) left behind 
Such angry reliques, in the Wave and Wind; 
No Pilot could, whoſe Skill and Faith were leſs, 
Manage the ſhatter d Veſſel with Succeſs. 
The Piety of the Apoſtles Times, 
And Courage to refiſt this Ages Crimes, 
Majeſtick Sweetneſs, temper'd and retin'd, 
In a Polite and Comprehenſive Mind, 
Were all requir'd, her Ruins to repair, 
And all united in her Primate are. 
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In your AſpeR, ſo candid and ſerene, 

The Conſcience of ſuch Virtue may be ſeen, 
As makes the ſullen Schiſmatick conſent, 

A Church-man may be Great and Innocent. 
This ſhall thoſe Men reproach, if not reduce, 
And take away their Fault, or their Excuſe, - 
Whilſt in your Life and Government appear 
All that the Pious wiſh, and Fact ious fear. 
Since the prevailing Croſs her Enſigns ſpread, 
And Pagan Gods from Chriſtian Biſhops fled, 
Times curious Eye till now: hath never.ſpy'd 
The Church's Helm ſo happily ſupply'd. 

Merit and Providence ſo fitly met, 

The Worthieſt Prelate in the higheſt Seat. 

If Noble Things can Noble Thoughts infuſe, 
Your Life (my Lord) may, ev'n in me, produce 
Such Raptures, that, of their rich Fury proud, 
I may, perhape, dare to proclaim aloud; _ 
Aſſur'd, the World that Ardour will excuſe, 
Applaud the Subject, and forgive the Muſe, 
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Eloignez du monde & de bruit, 
Plaiſent a mon inquietude. 
Mon Dieu ! que mes yeux ſont contens, 
De voir ces Bois, - i ſe. Srguverent 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


La SoLitups de St. Au AN r. 


! que jaime la Solitude, 


Que ces lieux ſarres d la nuit, 


4 la nativitẽ du 
E que tous les Seeler reverent, 


Eftre encore. auſſi beaux & vers, 
Qu aux . jours de Univers. 


II. 
-. Un gay Zephire les K © 3 
Dun movement doux & flatteur, 
Rien que leur extreme hauteur, 
Ne fait remarquer leur vieilleſſe. 


Jadi Pan, & ſes demi-dieux 


T vindrent chercher du refuge, 
Quand Jupiter owvrit les Cieux © 


Pour nous envoyer le deluge, ' 


Et ſe ſauvans ſur leurs Rameaux, 


A peine uirent ils les Eaux. 
III. 
Que ſur cette Eſpine fleurie, 
Dont le printemps eſt amoureux, 


14 


A A MH 1 


A 


9 


So curiouſſy by Flora dreſt, . 
Le P 5 - 


yele 
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e 


n 1. \ "ow 
Solitude! x my ſwecteſ be F. 
Places devoted to the Night, 
Remote from tumult, and from noiſe, 
How you my reſtleſs thoughts delight! © 
O Heav'ns! what Content is mine 
To ſee thoſe Trees which have pers d 
From the nativity of Time, 8. 
And which all Ages haye mn | 
To look to day as freſh and green 
As when their beauties firſt were ſeen! 
II. a? 


ah | Y 1 * 


A chearfol Wirz nne Getgt m In 
And with ſuch am'rous Breath 3 


„ 


' 
1 , WW 


* 


13 


That we by nothing elſe can know, . . 
But by their height, that they are old. 0 


Hither the Demy- gods did flie 
To ſeek a Sanctuary, when 1 3 
Diſpleaſed Jove once pierc d the Sky, l 


To pour a Deluge upon Men. Wo 


And on theſe Boughs themſelves did . 
Whence Tn could hardly ſee a Ware: 

BY WAL III. * 
Sad Philomel upon this Thorn, 
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Philomele au chant langoureux, 
Entretient bien ma teſverie.” 
Que je prens plaiſir a voir 
Ces Monts pendans en precipices, | 
Qui pour les coups de deſeſpoir, | 
Sont aux Malheureus ſe propices, 
Quand la cruaut# de leur ſort 
Les force 4 rechercher la Mort. 
W. 
Que je trouve ia la ravage 
De ces fiers torrens uagabonds, 
Qui ſe precipitent par bonds, 
Dans ce valon' vert & ſauvage; 
Puis gliſſuns ous les Arbriſſeaux = 
Ainſi que des Serpens ſur I herbe, 
Se changeant en plaiſuns Tuiſſtaux, 
Ou quelfac Nayade fiiperbe 
Regne comms en {on ic natal, 
Deſſus un — * nc 


Que j aime ces Mareft aun, 
11 eſt tout bord deli xier , 
D' Aulnes, de Suuler, & d Oft, 
A ii" i fer mi point nuſſbi t. 
Les Nimphef yucberubent le e 1 
S'y viennent fournir a guenouvilles, 
De pipeaux, de unte . 4 bb r, 


Ou Fon voit ſautei les gen, 7 
l 2 Qui 
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In melting notes, her caſe forlorn, 
To entertain me, hath confeſs'd. 
O! how agreeable a fight 
Theſe hanging 
Which the unhappy would invite 
To finiſh all their Sorrows here, 
When their hard Fate makes them endure 
Such woes, as only Death can cure. 
IV. 
What pretty Deſolations make 
Theſe Torrents vagabond and fierce, 
Who in vaſt leaps their Springs forſake, 
This ſolitary Vale to pierce. | 
Then ſliding, juſt as Serpents do, 
Under the foot of ev'ry Tree, 
Themſelves are chang d to Rivers too, 
Wherein ſome ſtately Nayade, 
As in her native Bed, is grown 
A Queen upon a Chriſtal Throne. 
V. 
This Fen beſet with River-Plants, 
(O! how it does my Senſes charm!) + 
Nor Elders, Reeds, nor Willows wants, 
Which the ſharp Steel did never harm. 
Here Nymphs, which come to take the Air, 
May with ſuch Diſtaffs furniſh'd be, 
As Flags and Ruſhes can prepare: 


+ * 


Where we the nimble Frogs may ſer, 
3 P 3 Who 


— 
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Qui de frayeur vy vont cache, 
S toſt qu on went Sen approcher. 

Ta. 9 
La cent mille oyſeaux aquatiques, 
Vivent ſans crainare en leur repos, 
Le Giboyeur fin & diſpos, 
Avec ſes mortelles pratiques. 
L'un tout joyeux, dun fi beau jour, 
S*amuſe a becquetter ſa Plume, 
L'autre allentit le feu d amour, 
Qui dans l eau me ſine & conſume, 
Et prennent tous innocemment 
Leur plaiſir en cet Element. 
| VII. 
Jamais PEfte, ny la froidurtr, 
N'ont reu paſſer deſſus cette Eu, | 
Nulle charette, ny batteau 
Depuis qui Pon, & Pautre dure: 
Jamais voyagenr alters, * 
Ny fit ſervir ſa main de taſſe, 
Jamais cheureuii deſeſpert 
Ny ſinit ſa vie à la chaſſe: 
Et jamais le Traifore hamecon 
* 'en fit _ aucun poi ſſun. 
OE + * 
Que: j aime u vir la decadence 


De ces vieux thaſteaux rumez, 


* 


Contre 
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Who frighted to Retreat do flies: - 
If an approaching Man they ſpie. 
Aa We? 
Here Water-fowl. Repoſe enjoy, 
Without the interrupting care, 
Leſt Fortune ſhould their Bliſs deſtroy 
By the malicious Fowlers Snare. 
Some raviſh'd with ſo bright a day, 
Their Feathers finely. prune and deck, 
Which yet che Waters could not ot check, 
All take their innocent Content 
In this their lovely Element. 5 
VI. Lbs 
Summer's, nor Winter's bold approach, 
This Stream-did never entertain, 
Nor ever felt a Boat or Coach 
No thirſty Traveller came near, 
And rudely made his Hand his Cups 
Nor any hunted Hind hath here _ 
Her hopeleſs'Life refigned up, | 
Nor ever did the treacherous Hook NS * 
Intrude, to empty: any Brook. = 
VII. | 
What Beauty is there in the Sight 
Of theſe old ruin d Caſtle Walls, 
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Ont deployez leur. bla | 
Les Sortiers y font leur Sabat, 

Les Demons follets 47 nen * 
Qui d'un malicieux tat, 9613 * 

Trompent nos ſens, & nos atoms s 
La ſe nichent en mille troux | 
Les Coulewvres & les Hyboux.. | 

"7 >. EF! 
LOrfrage @ avec. len cris — 

Mortelles augures des deſtins. 
Fait rire & dancer les lutins 

Dans ces lieux remplis de benetres, 
Sous un cheuron de bois maudit 

Y branle le ſquelette borribie, 
Dun pauvre amant qui ſe pendits 

Pour une Bergere inſencible, | 
Qui d'un rs an g 
W RAT. * Uns | 
Auſſi le Ciel juge equitables | '- Dong 
Dui maintient les loix en =O 5157 
Prononca contre ſa rigu ur 

Une ſentence eponventable.: - 
Autour de ces vieux oſſemens 

Son ombre aur 1 
Lamente en ling gemiſſement 
_ Se malbeureuſe deſtinee, 
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On which the utmoſt Rage and Spight 
On Times worſt Inſurrection falls. 
The Witches keep their Sabbath here, 
And wanton Devils make retreat, 
Who in malicious Sports appear, 
Our Senſe both to aftli& and cheat, 
And here, within a thouſand holes, 
Are Neſts of Adders and of Owles. 
K. 
The Raven with his diſmal cries, 
That mortal augury of Fate, 
Thoſe ghaſtly Goblins gratiſies, 
Which in thoſe gloomy Places wait. 
On a curs d Tree the Wind does move 
A Carcaſe which did once belong 
To one that hang d himſelf, for Love 
Of a fair Nymph that did him wrongs 
Who, tho? ſhe ſaw his Love and Truth, 
With one Look wou'd not ſave the Youth, 
oO : 
But Heav'n, which judges equally, 
And its own Laws will ſtill maintain, 
Rewarded ſoon her Cruelty ,- 
With a deſerv'd and mighty Pain: 
About this ſqualid heap of Bones, 
Her wandring and condemned Shade, 


Laments in long and piercing Grones 
The Deſtiny her Rigour made, 
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La ſe rrowvent fur quelques maftrer aer, 
Des deviſes We, ee nt 4 l 7 
Ir ts age a preſque (rr 

"Der life, an , bee, 75 9 
Ls planchen du lieu le plus havts 10 24 21 
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Que la limace, && la trapout  - t d . 
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La lierre y croift as bye K 
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La deſſus Seftend une voute, A 
Si ſombre en un certain endroit, 
Que quand Phebus y 3 
Jie penſt quil my verroit ge 
Le ſommeil aux peſans ſourcis, 
4 Enchantr d un mome 
| T doit bien loin de 1608 ſoncir, 
Dans les ras d Li nenchalanc, 
Laſchement couchs — Ao aner, 
Deſſur des gertes ns oof 11 6. 
| XIII. fat, 
Au creux' ae cette rote froth, 
1 0 nee 
1 | Eccho ne ceſſe de brafler 
. Paar ſon Amant, froid, — 
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— Occafinh | * 
And the more to gugment her Fright... | 
'Her _ a 8 ICIS 


What Lovers carvd ou ev ry Tree. | 
The Cellar, here, the higheſt Rom *. 
Receives, when its old Rafters fall, c 
Soil'd with the Venom and the Fam 
Both of the Spider and the Snail: - 
And th' Ivy in the Chimney, we 
Find ſhaded by A Wall-Nutt Tree, 


XII. | 
Below there does a. Cave extend 
Wberein bene ain dath db 
That ſhou d the Sun himſelf deſcend, 5 
I think he cou d not ſee a jot. | Ty 
Here Sleep, within a heavy Lid. 0 
In quiet Sadneſs locks up Senſe, 
Whilſt in the Arms of — AX 
Lazily on his Back he's ſpread, . - 
And Sheaves of Poppy are his Bo. 
XIII. 
Within this con umd hollow. Core, 
Where Love it ſelf might anne ke 
Poor Wann = n A 
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Je . coule ſans faire bruit, * 
Et par la celefle harmonies ' 
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* 
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Dun doux Lut, aux charmes 2 


Je flatte ſa triſte Manic, 


| Faiſant repeter-mes accords, ' 


A la voix qui tuy ſert de corps. ' 
NIV. 4 
Tantoſt ſortant de ces ant l 
Je monte au haut de ce rocher, 
Dont le ſommet ſemùie chercher 
En quel lieu ſe font les 'bruines: 
Pais je deſcends tout à loiſir = 
Sous un falaize eſtarpoe, 
D'ou je regarde avec plaiſir 
L' onde qui Ia preſque ſappee 
Juſqu aux ſeige de Palemon, 
Fait d eſponges & de Limon. 
, XV. 
Que c eſt une choſe agreable 


Deeftre ſur le bord de la Mer, 


Quand elle vient a ſt calmer, 
Apres quelque orage affroyabley 
Et que les chevelas Tritons,' 
Haut ſur let vagues ſecvuces, 
Trapent les airs deſtranges tons, 


D'ont Peclat rend reſpeiFutux 
Le vents les plus napetucuce. - 


Avec r 1) 01643 0674 


al Occaſions. 
a Thought, 
And by the ſofter Muſick. made 
With a ſweet Lute in Charms well taught; 
Whilſt of my Chords I make ſuch choice, 
They ſerve as Banane Voice. en 
When from n I , retires 1 
This horrid Rock I do invade, | 
Whoſe lofty 2 Wh 
Of what Materials Miſts are made: 
From thence deſcendibg leiſurely 
Under the Brow of this ſteep Hill, 
It with great pleaſure I deſerx 
By Waters undermiu'd, until 
They to Palemou's Seat did climb. 
Compos d of 1 and of Sume. 
rene 
How highly is the Fancy .pleas'd 
To be upon the «Ocean's ſhoar, 
When ſhe begins to be appess d, 
And her . fierce Billows ceaſe to enn 
And when the Hairy \77;#ons are 
Riding upon the ſhaken Wave: 
With what ſtrange Sounds they ſtrike 5 * 
Of their Trumpets hoarſe and binde : 
Whoſe ſhrill Report, does eviry- Wind 
Vnto his due Submiſſion bind! - 0 


Hither I ſoftly ſte 
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 Marmure & 5 | 
Se roullant deſſous ler Caillouv, N 5 5 
Quelle apporte — rthtreint: r 
Tantoft elle eftale en ſes bords\ | f 

Que l ire de Neptune outrage, 

Des gens ec, f d 
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Des vaiſſeaum bri ſix du naufrage,; 
Des Diamant, de Fambre Gris, ' „Rol Sod! 
Et mille autres choſes de prix.. - thay IC 
r 
1 Tantoft Is plus tlarre de Md, 
|} 44 Ele ſemble un miroir furtent, m, 
11 Et nous repreſinte a Pinftant + 27 ed 
Encore dautret Cicus — 01 vag“ 
Le ſoleil en fait i bien ss & 
T contemplant ſon beau viſage, 


Qu on eft quelques temps a ſtauoir 
1 Si Ceft luy meſine ou ſon image, 99 oF) 
Et 4abordil ſemble anos yeux, ol n4v/ 


Vll ſe laifſe romber dev ciaur. 


& XVIII. | as bt 
* Bernieres pour qui je me vente, gibi 
e De ne rien faire que de beau, e ai V7 


5 © Recoive ce fantaſyue rad: | 1 
Fgit dune peinture dune 174-2tod * 


offre 


" Trembling and tnor'ring in the may; . | 
And rowles it ſelf upon the Shells, . 


— boch brings and takes 
Sometimes expoſed to the Strand. 
Th Effects of Neprune's Rage and "Sg 
Drown'd Men, .dead' on Land, 
| And Ships that were in Tem m, | 
With Diamonds and Ambergreece, 
And mavy more ih things 'as:thelk: * 
S 0 
Sometimes ſo ſweetly he does ſmile, 
A floating Mirror ſhe might be © -” h 
And you wou'd fancy all that while 
New Heav'ns in her Face to ſee: 
The Sun himſelf is drawn ſo well, 
When there he. wou'd his hook view, 
That our Eye can hardly tell | 
Which is the falſe Sun, which the tray 3 
And leſt we give our Senſe the Lye, - | 
We think he's fallen from the Skye. 


II. | 
Bernieres) for whoſe beloved ſake- 
My Thoughts are at a noble Strife, 
This my fantaſtick Landskip take, | 

Which 1 have copy'd from the Life. 


*. 


= ne 3 as les „ 


. 0 reſualt tout ſeul je mamuſe,.... Dl 
* R diſcours aſſeꝝ diſers, lan T 
| De mon Genie avec. la Muſe, . 
= Mais eee ea; 1510 i 

C ke eu An tien. | 
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Tw vois dans cette, Boge 5 er: F / amore 
Pleine de hence e d ardeur, 
Les beauz rayons de la lender * 


Qui weſtlaire ls Fantafe. .. 
Tantoſt chagrin, tanteſs. joyeux, 
. Selon que Ia fureur m ename. 
| 9 Et que lobject Soffre a mes gur, _ A 
1 Les propos me naiſſent en cr 5 

Sans contraindre Ia liberts 
p Du Demon, qui a tranſports. 

wa XX. | 


O! que faime la Solitude, | 

c P Element des bons efprits 
C par elle que j ay compris, 5 

* L'art 4 Apollon ſans nulle ute; > 

Fo, Je Jaime pour amour de roy "=" © 

| Connoiſſant que ton humeur Paimey 

Mais quand je penſe bien u ö,, 
Fe la hay pour la raifow meſme; 

n * Carell powtroit me ⁰,,tỹill 
Loeur d te boir, & Ui to Mu-, © d 
Tendres 


* 
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And with Diſcourl®refin'd enough, 
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My Genius and the Muſes talk; 
But the Converſe moſt truely mine, 
bm OW? 
+»; XIX. rag 

Thou may'ft in chis Poem find, . 
So full of Liberty and Heat, 
What illuſtrious Rays have ſhin'd 

T6 enlighten my Conceit: + * 
Sometimes penfive, ſometimes gay, 

Juſt as that Fury does controul, 
And as the Obje& I ſurvey, 
The Notions grow up in my Soul, 
And are as unconcern d and free 
As the Flame which tranſported me. EM 
O! how I Solitude adore, 

That Element of nobleſt Wit, 
Where I have learn'd Apollos lore, 

Without the Pains to ſtudy it: 
For thy ſake I in Love am grown 

With what thy Fancy does purſue; 
But when I think upon my own, 

L hate it for that reaſon too, 
Becauſe it needs muſt hinder me 


From ſeeing, and from ſerving thee. 


Q Tendres 


pu aufe on room 1 


—— out of French Proſe 


O ſoft Defires, Love's oh Progen vs, 
And on the Heart of charming Huia lieze, 
Then quickly back again return to me, q 
Since that's the only cure for my 5 
But if you miſs her Breaſt whom I adore, 
Then take your Flight, and vifit mine no 44 


- 


Amanti ch in pianti, &c. 


Overs — in Complaints your ſelves conſume, 
And to be happy once perhaps preſume; 

Your Love and Hopes alike are vain, 
Nor will they ever cure your Pain. 

They that in Love wou d Joy attain, | 

Their Paſſion to their Power muſt frame; 

Let them enjoy what they can gain, 

And never higher aim. 


Complaints and Sorrows, from me now de part, 
You think to ſoften an ungentle Heart, 
When it not only wards ſuch- Blows, 


But from your ſuff rance prouder grows. 
They that in Love wou'd Joy, &c. 
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A Paſtoral of Monſieur de Scudery in the firſt 
Volume of Almahide, Eng liſbed. 
Lothful Deceiver, come away; 


With me again the Fields ſurvey ; 


And ſleep no more, unleſs it be 
My Fortune thou ſhould'ſt Dream of me. 


—- The Sky, from which the Night is fled, 
Is painted with a matchleſs Red : 
'Tis Day ; the Morning greets my Eyes: 
Ie Thou art my Sun, wilt thou not riſe? 


Now the black Shadows of the Night 

From Heav'n and Earth are put to flight: 
Come and diſpel each lingring Shade, 

With that Light which thy Eyes have made. 


That Planet which ſo like thee ſeems, 
In his long and piercing Beams, 

At once Illuminates and Gilds 

All theſe Valleys, and theſe Fields. 


The Winds do rather ſigh than blow, 
And Rivers murmur as they go, 
And all things ſeem to thee to ſay, 

4 Riſe Fair one, tis a Lovely Day. 


Q 2 Come 


210 Poems on ſroeral Grain. 
Come and the liquid Pearls deſcry, | 


Day finds them wet, when it appears, 
And tis too often with my Tears, 


Hearken, and thou wilt much apptove 
The Warbling Conſort of this Grove; 
Compleat the Pleaſure of our Ears, 
Mixing thy Harmony with theirs. 


Featherd Muſician ſtep aſide, 
Thy ſelf within theſe Buſhes hide, 
While my Amintas Voice affords 


Her Charming Notes to cloath my Words. 


Haſten to Sing them then, my Fair, 
And put this Proud one to Deſpair, 
Whoſe Voice the Baſe and Trebles part, 
With ſo marvellous'an Art. 


Come Philomel, and now make uſe 
Of all thy Practice can produce, 
All the Harmonious Secrets thou 
Canſt try, will do no Service now. 


Thou muſt to Her this Glory give, 
For nothing can thy Fame relieve. 
Then eꝰer thou doſt the Conqueſt try, 
Chuſe to be ſilent here, or Dye. 


Which glitt ring mong the Flowers lyſe; 


Come 


U 


How the Herds and Flocks are fed. 
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Come my Shepherdeſs, ſurvey . 
(While a hundred Pipes do play;) 
From ev'ry Fold, from ey'ry Shed, 


Hear the'pleafing harmleſs Voice- 

Of thy Lambs, now they rejoice, 

While with their bleating Notes are mix'd, 
Their pretty Bounds, and Leaps betwixt. 
See, ſee, how from the Thatched Rooms 
Of theſe our Artleſs Cabbins, comes 


A Ruſtick Troop of Jolly Swains, 
From ev'ry ſide, unto the Plains. 


Their Sheep-hooks Steel, ſo bright and clear, 


How it ſhines, both far and near; 


A Bag-pipe here, and there a Flute, 
With merrier Whiſtles to difpute. 


Hear thy Flocks, which for thee bleat, 

In Language innocent arid ſweet : 
See here thy Shepherd who attends 'em, 
And from the Rav*nous Wolf defends em. 


Thy Melampus, him endears, 
And leaps, and ſports, when he appears, 
He complains that thy Sloth is ſuch , 
And my poor Heart does that as much. 
23 Among 
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Among the reſt, here's a Ram, we 
So white, ſo blithe, ſo merry ſee, 
In all our Flocks, there is not one 
Deſerves ſuch Praiſe, as he alone. 


On the Graſs he butts and leaps, | 
Flatters, and then away he skips; 


So geutle, and yet proud is he, 
That ſurely he hath learn'd of thee. 


The faireſt Garlands we can find, 
Unworthy are his Horns to bind ; 

But Flow'rs that Death can never know, 
Are fitteſt to adorn his Brow. 


He is full of modeſt Shame, 
And as full of Am'rous Flame; 
Aſtrologers in Heav'n ſee, | 
A Beaſt leſs beautiful than he. 


I have for thee a Sheep-hook brought, 
On which thy Shepherd hard hath wrought, 
Here he thy Character hath trac'd; 


Is it not neatly interlac'd? 


To that a Scrip is ty'd for thee, 
Which woven 1s ſo curiouſly, 
That the Art does the Stuff excel, 
And Gold it ſelf looks not ſo well. 


Here's 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Here's in a Cage, that he did make, 
All the Birds that he could take. 
How glorious is their Slavery, 
If they be not deſpis d by thee! 
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A Garland too for thee hath ſtaid; 
And tis of faiteſt Flowers made: 
Aurora had this Off'ring kept, 
And for its loſs hath newly wept. 


A lovely Fawn he brings along, 
Nimble, as thy ſelf, and young, 
And greater Preſents he would bring, 
But that a Shepherd 1 is no King. 


Come away my lovely Bliſs, 
To ſuch Divertiſement as this, 
And bring none to theſe lovely Places, 


But only Venus, and the Graces. 


Whatever Company were nigh 
Would tedious be, when thou art by; 
Venus and Fortune would to me 

Be troubleſome, if I had thee. 


She comes! from far, the lovely Maid 
Is by her ſhining Charms betray d: 

See how the Flow'rs ſprout up, to meet 
A noble Ruin from her Feet. 


Q 4 How 


28 Poems on ſrverai Occaſeens. 
How Sprightly, and how Fair is ſhe! 

How much undone then muſt I be? 
My Torment is, I know, ſevere, - 


But who can think ont when ſhe's near? 


My Heart leaps up within may. Breaſt, 
And finks again with Joy oppreſt; 
But in her fight to yield my Breath, 
Would be an acceptable Death. 


Come then, and in this Shade, be ſure 
That thy fair Skin ſhall be ſecure; 
For elſe the Sun would wrong, I fear, 


The Colours which do flouriſh there. 


"His flaming Steeds do climb ſo faſt, 
While they to our Horizon haſte, 
That by chis time his Radiant Coach 
Does to his higheſt Houſe approach. 


His fiercer Rays in heat, and length, 


Begin to rob us of our Strength; 
Directly on the Earth they dart, 
And all the Shadows are grown ſhort. 


This Valley hath a private Seat, 

Which 1s a cool and moiſt Retreat, 

Where th' angry Planet which we ſpy 
Can ne er invade us with his Eye. 


Behold 
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Behold this freſh and florid Graſs, 
Where never yet a Foot did paſs, 
A Carpet ſpreads for us to ſir, 
And to thy Beauty offers it, 


This delicate Apartment is 
Roof'd o'er with Aged ſtooping Trees, 
Whoſe verdant Shadow does ſecure 
This Place a native Furniture. 


The Courts of Naiades are ſuch, 
In Shades like theſe, ador'd ſo much, 
Where thouſand Fountains round about, 


Perpetually guſh Water out. 


How finely this thick Moſs doth look, 
Which limits this tranſparent Brook 

Whoſe ſportful Wave does ſwell, and ſpread, 
And is on Flags and Ruſhes ſhed ! 


Within this liquid Chryſtal, ſee 

The cauſe of all my Miſery, 

And judge by that, (fair Murthereſs) 
If I could love thy Beauty leſs. 


Thy either Eye does Rays diſpence 
Of Modeſty and Innocence, 

And with thy Seriouſneſs, we find 
The gladneſs of an Infant join'd. 


* 


Thy 


0 
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Thy Frowns delight, though they torment, | 
From thy Looks Life and Death is ſent; 


And thy whole Air does on us throw | 
Arrows, which cureleſs Wounds beſtow: - 


The Stature of a Mountain Pine, 
Is crooked, when compar'd to thine : 
Which does thy Sex to Envy move, 
As much as it does ours to Love. 


From thy dividing Lips do fly £ 
Thoſe pointed Shafts that make us dye: 
Nor have our Gardens Cer a Roſe, £971 
That to thy Cheeks we dare oppoſe. 


When by a happy liberty 
We may thy lovely Boſom ſee, 


The whiteſt Curds, nor falling Snow, 
Can any ſuch Complexion ſhow. 


Thyme and Majoram, whoſe Scent 

Of all Perfumes moſt innocent | 
Leſs Fragrancy than thy Breath have, 
Which all our Senſes does * 


Ev'n when thou ſcorneſt, W560 can't pleaſe, 
And make us love our o Diſeaſe. 
The Bluſhes that our Cherries wear, 

: Do hardly to thy Lips come near. | 


| When 
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When upon the ſmoother Plains, 
Thou to Dance wilt take the Pains, 


No Hind, when ſhe employs her F cet, | 
Is half ſo graceful, or ſo fleet. 2 


Of thy Garments fair and white, 
The Neatneſs gives us moſt delight, 
And J had rather them behold, | 
Than Clothes embroidered with Gold. 


I nothing in the World can ſee 

So rare as unadorned thee, 

Who art (as it muſt be confeſs'd) 

Not by thy Clothes, but Beauty, dreſs d. 


Thy lovely Hair thou up haſt ty'd, _ 
And in an. unwrought Veil doſt hide; 
In the mean time thy ſingle Face 

All other Beauties does diſgrace. 


Yes, yes, thy Negligence alone 

Does more than all their Care hath done: 
The Nymphs, in all their pompous dreſs, 
Do entertain my Fancy leſs. 


A Noſegay all thy Jewel is, 

And all thy Art conſiſts in this; 
And what from this pure Spring does paſs 
Is all thy Paint, and all thy Glaſs. 


Adored 
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Adored Beauty, here may we 

Our ſelves in lovely Glaſſes fee:' 
Come then, pray thee, let us look, 

I in thy Eyes, thou in ane. 


Within this faithful Mirrour ſee 3 
The Obje& which hath conquer'd me, 
Which though the Stream docs well impart, 
Tis better form'd here in my Heart. 


In th' entertainment of thy Mind, 
When tis to Penſiveneſs inclin d, | 
Count if thou can ſt theſe Flow'rs, and thou 
The ſum of my Defires wilt know. 


Obſerve theſe Turtles, kind and true, 
| Hearken how frequently they Woo: 
They faithful Lovers are, and who 
That ſees thee, would not be ſo too? 


Of them my fair Amints learn, | 
At length to grant me thy Concern 
Follow what thou in them doſt ſee, 
And thou wilt ſoon be kind to-me. 


Thoſe mighty Bulls are worth thy fight, 

Who on the Plains fo ſtoutly fight; 

* Fiercely each others Brow they hit, 
Were Beauty — 


Love is the Quarrel they maintain, 
As 'twas the Reaſon of their Pain. 
So would thy faithful Shepherd do, 
If he ſhould meet his Rival too. - 


Thy Shepherd, fair, and cruel one, 
In all theſe Villages is known: 

Such is his Father's Herd and Flock, 
The Plain is cover'd with the ſtock. 


He the convenient ſt Paſtures knows, 
And where the wholſom Water flows; 
Knows where the cooleſt Shadows are, 
And well hath learn'd a Shepherd's Care. 


Aſtrology he ſtudies too, 
As much as Shepherds ought to doz 


Nay Magick nothing hath fo dim, 
That can be long conceal'd from him. 


When any do theſe Secrets dread, 

He for himſelf hath this to plead, _ _ 
That he by them ſuch Herbs can pick, 
As cure his Sheep when they are fick. 


He can foreſce the coming Storm, 

Nor Hail, nor Clouds, can do him harm, 
And from their Injuries can keep , 

Safely enough his Lambs and Sheep. 


He 
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He knows the Seaſon of the Lea, 
When Shepherds think it fit to near 
Such inoffenſive Sheep as theſe, |. 
And ſtrip them of their Silver Fleece. 


He knows the ſcorching time of Day, 
When he muſt lead his Flock away 

To Valleys which are cool and near, 
To chew the Cud, and reſt them there. 


He dares the fierceſt Wolves engage, 
When tis their Hunger makes them rage; 
The frighted Dogs, when they retire, - 

He with new Courage can inſpire. + 


He Sings and Dances paſſing well, 


And does in Wreſtling too excel; 


Yes, fair Maid, and few that know him 


But theſe Advantages allow him. 
At our Feaſt he gets the Praiſe, 


For his Enchant ing Roundelayes; 
And on his Head have ofteneſt been 
The Garlands, and the Prizes ſeen. 


When the Skrip and Crook he quits, 
And free from all Diſturbance fits, 
He can make the Bag-pipes ſwell, 
And Oaten Reeds his Paſſion tell. 
| When 
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when his Flame does him excite 
In Am'rous Songs to do thee right, 
He makes the Verſes which he uſes, 
And borrows none of other Muſes. 


He neglects his own Affairs, | 
To ſerve thee with greater Cares, 
And many Shepherdeſſes would 
Deprive thee of him if they could. 


Of Alcefte he could tell, 

And Silvias Eye, thou know'ſt it well: 
But as his Modeſty is great, 

He bluſhes if he them repeat. 


When in the Chryſtal Stream he looks, 

If there be any Truth in Brooks, 

He finds, thy Scorn can never be 
Excus'd by his Deformity: 


His Paſſion is ſo high for thee, 
As twill admit no new degree. 
Why wilt not thou his Love requite, 

Since Kindneſs gives ſo much Delight? 


Aminta hearken'd all this while, 
Then with a dext'rous, charming Smile, 
Againſt her will, ſhe let him ſee, 

That ſhe would change his Deſtiny. 


240 Porms on ſeveral wes] gens. 
I promiſe nothing, then fail the, | 
With an obliging Air, and frees - 


But I think, if you will tr/ 
The Wolves are erveller thas l. | 


When my Sheep unheakthy are 
I have Compaſſion, 1 have Car; 


Nor Pains nor Jewrneys then 1 grudge, 
By which you may my Nature judge. 


When any of them goes aſtray, 10 
All the Hamlets near us ay, 
Perceive me, all in Grief and Fear, 
Run and ſearch it er where. 


And when 1 happen once to find 
The Obje& ef my troubled Mind, 

As ſoon as ever it i ſpy, 
O] How over-joy'd am {1 - 


I flatter her, and I careſs, 

And let her ruffle all my Dreſs, 

The Vagabond I kindly treat, | 
And Aint and Thune I make her car. 


When my Sparrow does me quit, 
My throbbing Heart makes after it; 
And nothing can Relief afford, © | 
For my fair inconſtant Bird. 


eee, 


When my Per dad me e 
I am preſentiy hppeads (7 0 
. 1 700 
If I have but made him ex. 2 0&2 


I never could a Hatred keep. 905.292 
But to the Wolf that kills my deb j *. 
Gentle and kind, and ſoft I am, Fils 
And juſt as harmleſs as a Lamb. 


Diſpel thy Fear, ceaſe thy —— 
O Shepherd, timorous and faine! Ee 
For I'm a Miſtzeſs very good, © | az 
If you'll but ſerve me as you übel 


Words of a" favourable Strain, 
(Cry'd gut that gow-aranſporied . 
Which do, in thy Lesvrius Fate, - - 

So glad and f0 6 


But look about, far now 1 mark - 
The Fields already grow dark, 4 
And e e ord er 
Which from the 2 — fl | 


By Gareting! — . 1 
Wan their lt Homage, and Kdies. 
R 
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From the next Cottages, I hear 
Voices well known unto my Ear? 

They are of our Domeſticks; who. | 

Do Pipe, and Hollow for us too. 
The Flocks and Herds do homewards go, 
I hear them hither, Bleat and Lo 
Thy Eyes, which mine ſo much admire, 

: Tell me 'tis time we ſhould retire;  / 


Go then deſtroying Fair one, ga, 
Since I perceive it muſt be ſoz. | | 
Sleep ſweetly all the Night, but be, 
At leaſt, ſo kind to Dream of m. 


} 
— - ' a —— 
* e 00 you * _ 
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Tranſlation of Thomas a Kempis into Verſe, out of 
Monficur Corneille ? Lib. 3. Cap. a. Englifhed, 


peak, Gracious Lord, thy Servant hears, 
O For I boch am, and will be fo, | 
And in thy pleaſant Paths will go, 


WI ' We a 
| 1 the Sun mn or diſappears. 


Give me thy Spirit, that I may perceive 
What by my Soul thou would have done; 
5 Let me have no Defire but one, 1 n uh 
Thy Will to practise and belieye, 
5 4 155 an 1 A 99 « 8 p But 
OY A "4 £ 


: ; 
do vj 


5 * thy Voice I only ſeck. 


1 1 
And as a Whiſper to my Heart. 
Let it, like Dew, Plenty imparts* 

And, like that, let it freely Cham. A 


The Jews fear d Thunder-bolts would fall, 
And that thy Words would Death procure, 
Nor in the Deſart could endure 


To hear their Maker ſpeak at all. . 


They Moſes court to declare thy Will, 
And begg d to hear no more thy Voice, 
They could not ſtand the dreadful Noiſe; | 

Leſt it ſhould both/furprizeand-kill.- -i 317 


Without thoſe-Tetrors, I implorec, 
And other Favours I entre, 
With confident, tho humble Heat. 

I beg what Samuel did of yore. g 


Tho thou art all that I can dreadd. 
Thy Voice is Muſick to my Ears, | 
Speak Lord then, for thy Servant hears, / 

And will obey what thou haſt ſaid. "ellis 


I ask no Moſes that for thee: ſhould ſpeak, 


Nor Prophet: to enlighten me, 
They all are taught and ſent by thee,” 


5 R 2 Thoſe 


— 
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Thoſe Beams proceed from thee done, 
Which dana de wat Gle @s fouy 
Thou withowe chem canſt all beftows - 
But they wi en ae ain 


They muy repeat be found of Words, 
But not <bivfer their hidden Forte; 
And, without thee, their beſt Diſcourſe 


Nothing bur Scorn to Men affords.” 


Let them thy Miracles imparts 
And vigroally thy Will declare; 
Their Voice," perhaps, pr / 

But it can never mov the Heart. | S If 


TH' obſcure and naked Word they ſow, 
But thou doſt open our dim EV 
And, the dead Letter to ſupply 

The living Spirit doſt beſto p. 


Myſterious Truths to us they brought, 
But thou expound'ſt- the Riddle too, 
And thou alone canſt make us do _ 

All the great things that they have taught. 


They may indeed the Way direct, x 
But thou ĩnableſt u to wa! :; 
I'th' Hae hone flicks all they call IA 

But thou doſt em u e ; 
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They waſh the Surface of the Mind, 

But all her Fruit, thy Goodneſs claims, 

All that &er enlightens, or enflames, 
Muſt be to that alone aſflign'd. 


* 
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Tranſlated from the | 
French of Monſieur Corneille. © 
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Printed in the Year 17 10. 
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TO THE 
Rieur HoNoURABLE 
| | "— H E 


Counteſs of C 0 K K 


| Mabamy 


8 ſome untimely Flow r, whoſe baſhful Head 


(Ready to drop into her humble Bed) 
Is reſcu'd by the Sun's prevailing Ray, 


To ſhare that Light with which he gilds the Day; 


So this Tranſlation, of ſtrict Eyes afraid, 

With conſcious Bluſhes, would have ſought a Shade, 

When your reſiſtleſs Pow'r did Orders give, 

Thus to recall the tim'rous Fugitive, 

Which, to your Breath, muſt all her Being own, 

Thrive when you Smile, and Wither if you Frown. 
Yet from Sbmiſion this Aſſurance grows, 


That you'll protect the Perſon you expoſe, « 
Who more delight from ſuch a Shelter draws, 
Than to obtain, or to defire Applauſe, 

And your Indulgence would, much rather, chuſe, 
Than to be Favourite to ev'ry Muſe. 


8 


For 


For even they requeſt to wait on you, 
Who can beſt judge, and beſt reward them too; 
You, who are more than Poets can invent, 

Of moſt Illuſtrious and moſt Innocent, 

Under your Beams their faint Ideas fink, 
And you nibre nobly live than they could think. 
In you, the Humble, and the Brave, are met, 
To ſhew what's truly, and what's only Great; 
And all the Cliford's Fame in vou does line, 
The greateſt Honour of the nobleſt Line: 

To whom your debt of Splendor you have _ 
And that (and more) to Aſter- times l Ja 
In ſuch a Race, as muſt thoſe Wonders do, 

That none could Act but they, Inſpire but ou. 
But as your Merit does all Praiſe excel, Ig 
So does your Mercy all injurious Zeal; 

And you in that ador'd advantage . 

That nothing elſe is left you to — 

But ev'n your Goodneſs will it ſelf outſhine, 
If it can pardon this Addreſs of mine. 
So Altars once did Fire from Heav'n enjoy, - 
Sent but to kindle what it might deſtroy. 


. 


„ 
PRINTER to the READER. 


Hope you erpeft no Eloquence from a Prin- 

* (= 28 7 * which 
hath nothing to ſay to you, but that Pompey 
being a che pay out of the French of Mon- 
ſieur Corneille, the Hand that did it is re- 
ſponſible for nothing but the Engliſh, and the 
Songs between the As, which ere added on- 
ly to lengthen the Play, and make it fitter for 
the Stage, when thoſe that could not be reſift- 
ed were reſolved to have it afted; and that no 
abuſes of Tranſcribers (though they were nume- 
rous) could have prevailed to ſend it to the 
Preſs, if the Perſon moſt concernd had not 
feard to diſobey an excellent Lady, who com- 
manded this Publication, more than the Severity 
of the Cenſorious World. 


Y PRO- 


PR o LO G UE. 


For che Theatre at Dublin: Written by the 
Earl of Roſcomon, 


H E mighty Rivale, whoſe deftruttve Poe 
Did the whole World in Cuil Arms engage, 
Are now agreed; and mate it both their Choice, 
To have their Fates determin'd by Tour Voice. 
Cæſar from none but Tou will hear his Doo, — 
He hates th obſequious Flatteries of Rome: 
He ſcorns, where once he rul d, now to d. 
And he hath rul d in all the World beſde. 
When he the Thames, the Danube, and the Nile 
Had ſtain d with Blood, Peace flouriſb d in this Iſe; 
And you alone may boaſt, you never ſaw 
Cæſar till now, and now can give him Law, 

- Great Pompey too, comes as 4 Suppliant beres 
But ſays he cannot now begin to fear, 
He know? your equal Juſtice, and (to tell 
A Roman Truth) he knows himſelf tos well. 
Succeſs, tis true, waited on Cæſar's /ide, 
But Pompey thinks he conquer'd when be % 
His Fortune, when ſbe prov'd the moſt unkind, 
Chang'd his Condition, bus not Cato's Mind. 
Then of what Doubt can Pompey r Cauſe admit, 
Since here ſo many Cato's Judging fit ? 

But you, bright Nymphs, give Cæſar leave to woos 
The greateſt Wonder of the World but you, 


And 


And hear a Muſe, who has that Hero banghe' 
To fpeat er gen'roufly, us ter he fought. 
Whoſe Eloquence from ſuch a. Theme deters 
All Tongues but Engliſh, and all Pens but Hers. 
By the Fuft Bates your Sex ix doubly bleft 
Tou conquer d Cæſar, and you praiſe him beſt. 

And Jon (* Illaftrious Sir ) receive as due, 
A preſent Deſteny reſero'd for Thu.” 
Rome, France, and England join their Forces here, 
To mate a Poem worthy of your Er. 
Accept it then, and on that Pompey's Brow 
IWho gave ſo many Crowns, beftow one now. 

* Tetbe Lord Lieutetant. | 
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| Dranatis Peron. 


— 


| Je Ultus Ce. 


Lepidus. . we) 
Ptolomy, King of Sr. i N 
Cleopatra, His Siſter. 

Photinas, His Governor. 
Achillas, His Lieutenatit-General 
Seprintinis A Roman Tribune in che e 


- * 
i . & 3 


King's. Au. 
Achoreags, Cure Gearlenmas Utter, 
Ch Chopatra's Maid of Honour. 1 
Cornelia, Pompeys Widow. D 
Philip, Pompey Freedtnan. e ae 
Romans and Ag yprians. © 6 (9) WIDE 
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A CT EL OE Nt, 
Prolomee, Photin, Achillas,  Septime. 


Proronxx. 
E Deſtin ſe declare, & NOUS Venons. Qentendre 
Ce qu'il a reſolu du beau-pere & du gendre: 
Quand 4 Dieux eſtonnez ren ſe . 
. Pharſale a decide ce ile u oſoient juger.. 
Ses fleuves teints de ſang, & rendus plus rapider | * 
Par le debordement de tant de parricides, - 
Cet horrible debris d. Aigles; d armes, de chart, 
Sur ſes champs empeſiez confuſement bhars, 
Ces montagnes de morts prives dhonneurs ſupremes 
Que la Nature force a ſe anger eux-meſMes. .. 
Et dont les troncs pourris exhbalent dans. les vents 
Dequoy faire la guerre an refte des v ß NN 
| Sont les tiltres"affrtux dont te aroit de Lehe 
 Fuſtifiant Ceſar a condamme Pompee..._. __— . 
Ce deplorable Chef du part le meilleur, 
Re e fee, nabe, 
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þ 01 1. SCENE I 
Prolomy, Achillas, Photinus, Septimins, 


ProLoOMy; 


pa! hath declar d her ſelf, and we may ſee 
"Th Intreague of the great Rivals Deſtiny: 
That Qifarrel which did all the Gods divide, | 
Pharſalia hath the Honour to decide, 
Whoſe Rivers ſwelling with new bloody Tides 
($nt thither from ſo many Parricides) 
The Horrour of torn Enſigns, Chariots, Shields, 
Spread in Confuſion o'er th infected Fields ; 
Thoſe ſlaughter d Heaps whoſeShades no Reſt obtain q, 
By Nature to their own Revenge conſtrain 3 
(Their Putrefactions ſeeming to revive 
The War, with thoſe that do remain alive,) | 
Ate dreadful Rules, by which the Sword thinks at 
Pompey to caſt, and Ceſar to acquit. 

That diſtreſs'd Leader of the juſter Side, 
Roe  yeary'd F ortune hath ll Help deny d, 

A 


256 POMPEE. 

Devient un grand exemple, & laiſſe d la memoire 

Des changemens du Sort une eſclatante hiſtorie. 

Il fuit, Iuy qui to jours triomphant & vainqueur 

Vit ſes proſperitez tgaler ſou grand c; 

I! fuit, & dans nos ports, dans nos murs,dans nos villes, 

Et contre ſon beau pere ayant beſoin d amilo, 

Sa deroute orgueilleuſe en cherche aux meſmes hieax 

Ou contre les Titans en trouverent les Dieux. 

I croit que ce climat, em depit de la guerre, 

Avant ſauus le Ciel, ſuuvera bien la Terre, 

Et dans ſon deſeſpoir à la fin ſt meſſaut 

Pourra preſter Pepaule au Monde chancelant. 

Ouy, Pompee avec luy porte le fort du Mende, | 

Et veut que noſftre Egypte en miracles 8 

Serve 4 ſa liberté de ſepulchre,, ou d 

Et releve ſa c heute, ou trebuche ſous wy. 2 
C'eſt dequay, mes amis, U0uS AUORS à EM 

Il apporte en cet dieux les palmes, ou Is 1775 

Fil couromna le pere, il bazarde bt flu, 

Et nous I ayant donnee il expoſe Memphis. . 5 

Il faut le recevoir, ou hazer ſon ſupphice, + 75 4 

Le ſuture, ou le pouſſer dedans le precipii : | 

L'un me ſemble peu ſeur, Pavtre peu genereur, 

E je crains d gftre in jaſte, & deftre oor 

Quoy que je faſſe enfin, la Fortune enneme 

Moffre bien des perils, ou beaucoup Finfamit... 1 

C'eſt a moy de chair, 6 a vous & adviſer 8 

4 quel choix vos W me doi vent diſpoſer, 
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A terrible Example will create, | 
To future Times, of the Extreams of Fate: 
He flies, whoſe happy Courage had, till. now, 
Confin d the Bay to his Victoridüs Brow : | 
Hie in our Ports chuſes his laſt Retreat; 
And wanting Refuge from a Foe. ſo great, 
His bold Misfortune ſeeks it in Abodes, 
Which from the Titans once preſerv'd the Gods: 
And from ſo fam d a Climate, both expe _ 
That it ſhou'd Earth as well as Heav'n protect; 
And lending his Deſpair a kind Effurt, 
It ſhould the ſtagg ring Univerſe ſupport ; 
Yes, the World's Fortune Pompey with him brings, 
And hopes a Land whoſe Fame ſuch Wonder lings, 
A Prop or Tomb might to her Freedom give, 
And Pompey's Fall attend, if not relieve, 
This, Friends, the Subject is of our Debate; 

Our Triumphs he, or Ruin, will create: 
He hazards me, who did my Father fave, 
And does expoſe that Memphis, which he gave: 
We muſt now haſten, or prevent his F ate, | 
His Ruin hinder, or precipitate: 
That is unſafe, and this ignoble is; 
I dread In juſtices or Unhappineſs; 
And angry Fortune each way affers me 
Either much Danger, or much Infamy. 
It is my part to chuſe, yours to adviſe 
What you believe to be moſt ſafe and wiſe: 

| 8 Pompey's 


258 POMP E E. 
Il Fagit de Pompte, & nous aurons la gloire _ 
D'achever de Ceſar, ou troubler la victaire, 


Et je puis dire enſin que jamais Potentat 
| Neut à deliberer d'un i grand coup d Eſtat. 


Pho. Sire, quand par ſe fer les choſes ſont vuides, 


La Juſtice & le Droit ſont de vaines idtes, 
E qui veut eſtre juſie en de telles ſaiſons, 
Balance le pouvoir, & non pas les len. 

Vayez donc voſtre force, & regardes Pompee, 
Sa fortune abatue, & ſa valeur trompee.. 
Ceſat 10 to le ſeul qu'il fuye en cet eftat, 
Il fuit, & te reproche, & les yeux du Senat, 
Dont plus de la moitie piteuſement ẽtale 
Une indigne caree aux vautours de Pharſale z 
11 fuit Rome perdue, il fuit tous les Romains 
A qui par ſa defaite il met les fers aux mains; 
Il fuit te deſeſpoir des Peuples & des Princes, 
Qui vangeroient ſur luy le ſang de leurs Provinces, 
Leurs Eftats & d' argent & d hommes epuiſez, 
Leurs trones mis en cendre, & leurs ſceptres briſex; 
Autheur des maux de tous, il eſt à tous en bute, 
Et fuit le Monde entier tcraſe ſous [a cheute. 
Le defendrez-vous ſtul contre tant dennemis; 
L'eſpoir de ſon ſalut en luy ſeul eftoit mis, 
Luy ſeul pouvoit pour ſoy, cedez alors qu'il tombe, 


Soutiendreg. vous un faix ſous qui Rome ſuccombr, 


Sous qui tout PUnivers ſe trouve foudroye, 
Sous qui le grand Pompee a luy meſme ploye ? 


Quand 


"4 


z 
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Jo ſuch a weight as Rome her ſelf does cruſn; 
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Pompey's concern'd ; tray, we the Fame ſhall get, 
Ceſar's Succeſs to trouble or compleat; 
And never Monarchs Fortune did afford 
So great a Subject for a Councel Board. 

Pho. When things, Sir, are determin'd by the 
Juſtice 1s nothing but an empty word z [ Sword, 
And he who then Affairs would rightly weigh, - 
Muſt not his Reaſons, but his Pow'r obey : 

View your own Strength, let Pompey be ſurvey'd, 
Whoſe Fortune droope, and Valour is betray d; 
Who not from Cz/ar only takes his flight, 

But from the Senate's juſt reproach and fight : 
(Whoſe greater part were cheaply left a Prey 

To the keen Vultures of Pharſalia) 

He flies loſt Rome, and ev'ry Roman now; 


Who muſt to his Defeat their Fetters owe. 
He flies thoſe Kings who would chaſtiſe his Guilt, 


Of all the Blood that in this Cauſe was ſpilt. 
— Kingdoms, now of Men and Mony void, 

ir broken Scepters and their Thrones deſtroy d, 
As Author of all Woes, abhor'd by all, 
He flies the whole World, ſhatter'd by his Fall. 
Can you alone reſiſt ſo many Foes? 
His Safety he did in himſelf repoſe: 
He falls, and you may yield without a Bluſh 


A weight which hath the Univerſe preſt down, 
And the yet greater Pompey overthrown. 
S 2 He 
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Quand on veut ſoktenir ceux que le Sort accable 
A A force Geſtre juſte on eſt ſouvent coupable, 
Et ta fiarlite qu'on garde imprudemment 

Apres un peu declat traiſne un long chatiment, 


Traube an noble revers, dont les coups invincibles 


Pour e/tre glorieux ne ſont pas moins ſenſibles. 
Sire, wattires point le tonnerre en ces lieux, 

Rang ex- vous du party des Deſtins, & des Dieux, 
Er ſans les accuſer d injuſtice, ou d outrage, 
Pruis qulils font les heureux, adoreꝝ leur ouvrage, 
lr que ſoient leurs decrets, declarez-vous pour eux 
.-' pour leur obeir perdet le malbeureux. 
e de toutes parts des coleres Celeſtes 
1: en vient deſſus vous faire fondre les reſtes, 
x: (a reſte qua peine il a pil derober 
ute preſte de choir cherche avec qui tomber. 
a retraite chez vous en effet n'eſt qu un crime, 
Elle marque ſa haine, & non pas ſon eſtime, 
Il ne vient que vous perdre en venant prendre port, 
Fit vous pouvez douter Sil eſt digne de mort 
11 devoit mieux remplir nos veux, & noſtre attente, 
Faire voir ſur ſes nefs la viftoire flotante z 
Il w'enft ity trouve que joye & que feſtins, 
Mais puis qu il eſt vaincu, qu il en prenne aux Deſtins. 
Jen veuæ ſa diſgrace, & non @ ſa perſonne, 
Fexecute à regret ce que le Ciel ordonne, © 
Et du meſme poignard pour Ceſar deftine 
Je peroe en ſollpirant ſon ceur infortune.. 

1 0 Vous ' 


POMPET. 261 


He that will far ive, whom Heav'n will have wrackt, 
By too much Juſtice may a Guilt contract. 
And a Fidelity ſo indifcreet, 
May a ſhort Fame, but long Repentance meet : 
He but a more illuſtrious Wound will have, 
Which will not ſmart the leſs for being Brave. 
Do not for Egypt Thunderbolts provide, 
But chuſe with Fortune and the Gods to ſide. 
Believe not they can an Injuſtice/do, 
But where they favour, pay your Homage too. 
Whatever they decree, for them declare, 
And think it impioue, where they frown, to ſpare; 
With Divine Anger, Pompey now beſet, 
Comes to involve you too in his Defeat. 
His Head, for which both Gods and Men do call, 
Already ſhakes, and ſeeks but where to fall: 
His coming hither an Offence does ſeem, 
And ſhews his Hatred rather than Eſteem, 
He would his Safety with your Ruin buy, 
And can you doubt, if he deſerve to die? 
Had he fulfill'd what we both wiſht and thought, 
And a victorious Navy hither brought, 
We then ſhould him a joyful Welcome ſhew, 
Who muſt the Gods blame for his Uſage now. 
I of his Fortune, not of him, complain, 
But with Regret act what the Gods ordain, 
And the ſame Ponyard, once for Cæ ſar meant, 
Shall with a Sigh to Pompey's Heart be ſent. 
8 3 Nor 
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Vous ne pouvez enfin quaux depens de fa teſte 
Mettre à Fabry la voſtre & parer la tempeſte. 

Laiſſez nommer ſa mort un injuſte attentat, 
La Fuſtice weſt pas une vertu d'Eflat, 

Le cboix des actions, ou mauvaiſes, ou bonnes, 
Ne fait qu aneantir la force des Couronnes, 

Le droit des Rois conſiſte a ne rien epargner, 
La timide equité detruit Part de regner, 
Quand on craint deſire injuſte,on a toujours à crainare. 
Et qui veut tout pouvoir doit oſer tout enfraindre, 
Fuir comme un deſbonneur la vertu qui le perd, 

Et voler ſans ſcrupule au crime qui le ſert. 

Ceſt 1a mon ſentiment, Achillas & Septime 
Fattacheront peut-eſtre a quelgu autre maxime, 
Chacun a ſon advis, mais quel que ſoit te leur, 

Qui punit le Vaincu ne craint point le Vainquenr. 

Achil. Sire, Photin dit vray, mais quoy que de 
Je voye, & la fortune, & la valeur trompee, ('tompee 
Je regarde ſon ſang comme un ſang precienx, 

Qu au milieu de Pharſale ont reſpet7e tes Dieux. 

Non qu en un coup &Eftat je napprouve le crime, 

Mais gil weſt neceſſaire il neſt point legitime. 

Et quel beſoin icy d une extreme rigueur ? 

Qui neſt point auvaincu ne craint point le vainquenr, 

Neutre juſqu'a preſent, vous pouvez l eſtre encore, 
Vous pouvez adorer Ceſar, ſi Pon Padore ; 

Mais quoy que vos encens le traitent 4 Immortel, 

Cette grande victime eft trop pour ſon Autel, 


Et 
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Nor can you at a leſs rate than his Head . 
Secure your on, and ſhun the Storm you dread. 
Let this be thought a Crime, if ſo it muſt, 
'T is not a States-man's Virtue to be Juſt. 
When Right and Wrong are in the Ballance laid, 
The Intereſt of Kingdoms 1 is betray d; 
Extreameſt Rigour is the Right of Kings, 
When tim'rous Equity their. Ruin brings; 
Who fearg a Crime ſhall ever be afraid, 
But he'll rule all, who all things dares invade, 
Who dang rous Virtue, or Diſgrace, does ſhun, 
And to an uſeful Crime as ſwiftly run. 
This is my Thought, Sir; but Achi/las may, 
Or elſe Septimius, chuſe ſome other way. 
But this I know, whatever others like, | 
They fear no Conqu'ror, who the conquer d ſtrike. 

Achil. Photin ſays true, Sir; but though Pompey we 
Diveſted of his former Grandeur ſee, 
Yet that Blood Precious does to me appear 
Which the Gods did in 7 heſaly revere, ( 
Not that a Crime of State ſhould be refrain'd, 
But *tis not lawful, till it be conſtrain'd: 
And what need is there of ſuch Rigour here?*, 
Who quits the conquer d, needs no Conqu ror fear. 
You may be Neuter, as you were before: 
And Ceſar may, if him you muſt, adore 
But though you treat him as a Pow r Divine, 


This is to great an Off ring for his Shrine, 
84 To 
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Et ſa teſte immolee au Dieu de la victoire 

Imprime a voſtre nom une tache trop noire; 

Ne te pas ſecourir ſuffit ſans Popprimer.  ' 

En uſant de la forte on ne vous peut blamer. 

Vous luy deves beaucoup, par Iuy Rome animee 

A fait rendre le ſceptre au feu Roy Ptolomee ; 

Mais la reconnoiſſance & PF hoſpitalits 

Sur les ames des Rois mont qu'un droit limite. 

Quoy que doiue un Monarque, & diiſt-il ſa couronne 

11 doit a ſes ſujets encor plus qu d perſonne, 

Et ceſſe de devoir, quand la debre eff dun rang 

Ane point g acquiter qu aux depens de leur ſang. 

Fil eft fuſte d ailleurs que tout ſe conſidere, 

Que hazardoit Pompee en ſervant voſtre pere? 

11 ſe voulut par la faire voir tout puiſſant, 

Et vit icroiſtre ſu glorie en le reſtabliſſant. 

11 le ſervit enfin, mais ce fut de la langue, 

La bourſe de Ceſar fit plus que ſu harang ue, 

Sans ſes mille talents, Pompee & ſes diſcours 

Pour rentrer en Egypte eſtoient un froid ſecours. 

Qu il nh vante donc plus ſes merites frivoles, 

Les effets de Ceſar valent bien ſes paroles, 

Et ſi ceſt un bien. fait qu'il faut rendre aujaurd buy, 

Comme il parla pour vous, vous parlereæ pour luy. 

Ainſi vous le pouvez, & deve reconnoiſtre, 

Le recevoir chez vous eſt rece voir un maiſtre, 

Qui tout vaincu qu'il eſt bravant le nom de Roy 

Dans vos propres Eſtats vous donneroit la loy. 
Fermez- 


4 O NP ET. 265 
To Mars himſelf ſhould this Head offer'd be, 
Twould fix on yours too black an Infamy: 
Let him not be aſſiſted nor deſtroy d, 
And ſuch a Conduct will all Blame avoid. 
You owe him much, Sir; for Rome, mov d by him, 
Help d our laſt King his Scepter to redeem: 
But Gratitude and Hoſpitality, ? 
In Monarchs Breaſts muſt regulated be; 
Nor can a King contract ſo great a Debt, 
But that his Subjects claim a greater yet: 
And all Engagements are to Princes void, 
To cancel which, their Blood muſt be imploy d. 
Confider too, what Pompey did expoſe, 
When he your Father help'd againſt his Foes: 
By that he made his Pow'r the greater ſeem, 
And rais'd his own Fame, by reſtoring him: 
He did, in ſerving him, but Language ſpend; 
But Cz/ar's Purſe appear'd the better Friend, 
Had we not Cæ ſars thouſand Talents ſeen, 
Pompeys Orations had ſmall Succours been.“ 
Let him not then his verbal Merits boaſt, 
For C2ſar's Actions have oblig'd you moſt. 
But if a Benefit to him be due, 
Speak now for him, as he did once for you: 
His Kindneſs ſafely thus requite you may 
But here receiv'd; he will you Scepter ſway : 
This conquer d Roman yet a King will brave, 


And in your own Dominions you enſlave. 
: | Refuſe 
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Fermez-tuy donc vos ports, mais thargnes ſu teſte, 

eil le faut toutefors, ma main eſt toute preſie, 

Je [gay obeir, Sire, & je ſerois jaloux © 

Qu autre bras que le mien portaſt les premiers conps. 
Sept. Sire, je ſuis Romain, je connoy Pun C l autre. 

Pompee 4 beſorn d aide, il vient chercher la voſtre, 

Vous pouvez, comme maiſtre abſolu de ſon ſort, 

Le ſervir, le chaſſer, le livrer vif; ou mort: 

Des quatre le premier vous ſeroit trop funeſte, 

Souffrez donc qu en deux mots f examine le reſte. 
Le chaſſer, Ceft vous faire un puiſſant ennemy, 

Sans obliger par Ia le vainquenr qu à demy, 

Puiſque c eſt luy laiſſer, & ſur Mer, & ſur Terre, 

La ſuite & une longue & difficile guerre, 

Dont peut-eſtre tour deux tgalement laſſes 

Se vangeroient ſur vous de tous les mauæ paſſe. 

Le liurer a Ceſar weſt que la meſme choſe ; 

11 luy pardonnera sil faut qu'il en diſpoſe, 

Et S\armant à regret de generoſité, 

Dine fauſſe elemence il fera vanite, 

Heureux de Faſſervir en luy donnant la vie, 

Et de plaire par 1a meſme 4 Rome aſſervie, 

Cependant que force d'epargner ſon rival, 

Auſſi- bien que Pompee il vous voudra du mal. 

I faut le delivrer du peril, & du crime, 

A eurer ſa puiſſance, & ſauver ſon eſtime, 

Et du party contraire en ce grand Chef detruit 

Prendre ſur vous la home, & luy laiſſer le fruit. 

CA 
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Refuſe him welcome then, but ſpare his Head; 


But if t muſt fall, this Arm ſhall ſtrike him dead: 
I can obey, Sir, and ſhould Jealous grow, 
If any Hand but mine ſhould ſtrike the Blow: 

Sept. Sir, I'm a Roman, and theſe Hero's know 
Pompey needs Aid, and from you ſeeks it now; 
You are his Fate, may his loſt Hopes revive, 
Baniſh, or kill, or give him up alive: 

The firſt would coſt you much too dear a rate, 

I'll only then the other three debate. f 
His Exile draws on you enraged Power, 

And does but half oblige the Conquerour, 

Since to a long ſuſpence you will him leave, 

What Fate his future Battels ſhall receive; 

And both on you Revenge, when weary grown, 

The Ills, which but for you they had not known. 

To render him to Ceſar were the ſame, 

Who muſt forgive him, to augment his F ame: 

He will a Brav'ry on himſelf impoſe, 

And ſwell in that falſe Mercy he beſtows, 

Glad if that way he Pompey can o'ercome, 

And in the ſame Act pleaſe ſubjected Rome : 

But whilſt you him to this neceſſitate, 

You'll purchaſe his, as well as Pompey's Hate. 

His Danger and Diſhonour then prevent, 

Both make him great, and keep him innocent; 
Whilſt Pompey's Faction you in him deſtroy, 
Let Ceſar, at your coſt, the fruit enjoy: 


By 
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C'eſt là mon ſentiment, ce doit eftre le voſtre, - 
Par ld vous gagnes Pun, & ne craignes plus Pautre, 
Mais ſuivant d Achillas le conſeil hazardeux, 
Vous men gagnez pas-un, & les perdez tous deux. 
Pto. Nexaminons donc plus la juſtice des cauſes, 
Et cedons au torrent que roule toutes chaſes. 
Fe paſſe au plus de voix, & de mon ſentiment 
Fe veux bien avoir part à ce grand changement. 
Aſſez & trop long-temps Parrogance de Rome 
A creu qu eſtre Romain c eſtoit eſtre plus qu homme, 
Abatons ſa ſuperbe avec ſa liberte, 
Dans le ſang de Pompee Heiguons ſa fierts, - 
Tranchous Punique eſpoir od tant d orgueil ſe fonde, 
Et donnons un Tyran & ces Tyrant du Monde, 
Secondons le Deſtin qui les veut mettre aux fers, 
Et preſtons-luy la main pour Vanger PUntvers. 
Rome, tu ſerviras, & ces Rois que tu braves, 
Et que ton inſolence ofe traiter d eſclaves, 
Adoreront Ceſar avec moins de douleur, 
Puiſqu'il ſera ton maiſtre auſſi-bien que le leur. 
Alex donc, Achillas, alles avec Septime 
Nous immortaliſer par cet illuſtre crime; 
Qu il plaiſe au Ciel, ou non, laiſſez-m'en le ſoucy, 
Fe croy 7 10 veut ſa mort puiſquil Famene icy. 
Ach. Sire, je croy tout juſte alors qu un Roy Pordonne. 
Pto. Alles, & haſtez-vous d aſſeurer ma couronne, 
Et vous reſſouvenez que je mets en vos mains 
Le ow de I Egypte, & celuy des Romains. 
SCE NE 
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By this Advice, which you'll, I hope, allow, 
You'll gain a Friend, and need not fear a Foe ; 
But if Achillas unſafe Courſe you chuſe, 

You neither gain, but both their Friendſhips loſe. 
Pto. Let us nomore debate what's juſt and fit, 

But to the World's Viciſſitude ſubmit. | 

Your Major Votes do with my Thoughts agree, 

Who in ſo great a Change wou'd active be; 

Rome hath too long made an injurious Claim, 

That all Men ſhou'd adore the Roman Name: 

Her lofty Freedom let us now throw down, 

And all her Scorn in Pompeys Blood let's drown. 

Cutting the Root by which that Pride does live, 

To the World's Tyrants, let's a Tyrant give; 

Now Fate wou'd chain an Arrogance fo fierce, 

Let's help her to revenge the Univerſe. 

Rome, thou ſhalt ſerve; and Kings, which always yet 

Thou'ſt dard with ſo much Inſolence to treat, 

Will Cæſar now with leſs Regret obey, 

Since thou ſhalt be enſlav'd as well as they. 

Achillas and Septimius, loſe no time, 

But make us Deathleſs by this glorious Crime; 

Of Heav'n's Reſentment I'll the hazard run, 

Who ſent him hither ſure to be undone. . 
Achil. A King's Command muſt no Diſpute endure. 
Pto. Go then, the Scepter which I bear, ſecure; 

For you by this Commiſſion are become 

The Deſtinies of Egypt and of Rome. 


* 
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POM E E. 
SCENE Il. 
Ptolomés, Photin. 


Pto. Photin „ on je me rrompe, ou ma ſwur ef 
De Labord de Pompte elle eſpere autre ius; (Aecenc; 
Spachant que de mon pere il a le teſtament, 

Elle ne doute point de ſon couronnement, 

Ele ſe croit deſia ſouveraine maiſtreſſe 

Dun ſceptre partage que ſa bonte luy laiſſe, 

Et ſe promettant tout de leur vieille amitie, 

De mon trone en ſon ame elle prend la moitié, 

O# de ſon vain orgueil les cendres rallumtes 

Pouſſent deſia dans Pir de nowvelles fumes, 

Pho. Sire, c eſt un motif que je ne diſois pas 

Qui devoit de Pompee avancer le trepas. 

Sans doute il jugeroit de la ſur, & du 

Sui vant le teſtament du feu Roy voſtre pere, 

Son hoſte & ſon amy, qui Pen daigna ſaifir, 

Fugez apres cela de votre deplaifir. | 

Ce weſt pas que je veuille en vous parlent contre elle 

Rompre lez ſacrez neuds d une amour fraternelle, 

Du Trone, & non du ceur je la venx ehoigner. 

Car Ceft ne regner pas queſtre deux à regner. 

Un Roy qui iy reſout eſt mawvais Politique, 

Il detruit ſon pouvoir quand il le communique, 

Et les raiſons — mais, Sire, la voicy. 
| | 8 C ENE 
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SCENE II. 
Prolomy, Pbot inut. 


P70. I am-miſtaken, Photin, or by this 
My Siſter will her Expectation miſs z 
Pompey my Father's Will having ſecur'd, 
Her Coronation ſhe believes affur'd. 
And ſhe her ſelf the Miſtreſs does eſteem, 
Of that divided Scepter left by him. | 
Their Antient Friendſhip ſhe depends upon, 
And inwardly already ſhares my Throne. 
Whence her Ambition is become ſo vain, 
That from its Aſhes 1t revives again. 

Phe. Sir, twas a Motive I did not debate, 
And yet which ought to haſten Pompey's Fate. 
He your Pretentions doubtleſs will decide, 
And by your Father's Will your Claims divide. 
To which great Truſt of Friendſhip being true, 
You know how much he diſobliges you. 
Not that by this Diſcourſe I wou'd remove 
The Sacred Cement of a Brother's Love; - 
I baniſh her not from your Heart, but Throne, 
For he Reigns not, that does not Reign alone. 
Divided Empire all Wiſe Kings avoid, 
For Pow'r communicated is deſtroy'd; 
And Policy. But, Sir, ſhe does appear. 

| | SCENE 
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S CEN E III. 
Ptolomee, Cleopatre, Photin, 


Cle. Sire, Pompee arrive, & Vous eftes ry | „ 
Pto. Fattens dans mon Palais ce guerrier magua- 
E luy vient d'envoyer Achillas & Septime. (mime, 
Cle. Quoy ! Septime a Pompee ! a Pomp Achillas l 
Pto. Si ce weſt aſſes deux, alleæ, ſuiveg leurs pas. 
Cle. Donc pour le recevoir ceft trop que de vous. 
meſme?. 
Pto. Ma ſur, je 8 Phonneur du Diadime 
Cle. Si vous en porteg un, ne vous en ſouvenes 
Que pour baiſer la main de qui vous le teneæ, 
Que pour en faire hommage aux pieds d un ſi grand 
homme. | 
Pto. Au ſertir de Phar ſale eft-ce ainſi qu on 42 momme? 


Cle. Fuſt-il dans ſon malleur de tous abandonni, 
1! eſtetoſ jours Pompee, & vous a couronne: 

Pto. 11n'eneſt plus que Jombre, & couronna mon pere, 
Dont POmbre, & non-pas moy, luy doit ce qu'il eſpere. 
11 peut aller, Sil veut, deſſus ſon monument 
. Recevoir ſes devoirs & ſon remerciment. 
Cle, Aprés un tei bien: fait, c eſt ainſi qu om le traite! 
Pto, 7e men ſouviens, maſeur, & je voy ſa defaite. 
Cle. Vous la woyes de vray, mais d un wil de mepris. 
Pto. Le temps de chaque choſe ordonne & fait te 


prix; ö 
- Vous 


4H r a4 
SCENE mT. - Ka 5 


rium, Cleoparrs, Potions, 


Cle. Pompey i is come, Sir, and can you be ere 
Pro. That mighty Warrior I at home attend, ., _ 
And him Arbillat and Septimius ſend. | 
Cle) What? ſach Ambaſſadors 25 thoſe to bim 2 : 
Pro. You may go too, if they too little ſeem... | 
* Cle. Is: your. own meeting him tao great a Gig 


Pro. I muſt remember, that Lam at King: 
cr. Cin you reflect on that, and yet be ow 

To kiſs the hand of him, that made you ſo? \'t 
And pay your Homage to a Man fo great? N. l 


Pro. Did he that Title in Pharſalia ROY 3 N 
Cle. Though none did his Misfortunes held 

He's ſtill that Pompey who your Crown ke bg | 
Pro. Rather his Shade, and but my Father Crown'd, 

By whoſe Ghoſt, not by me, it ſhould be ound. 

Let him attend his Duſt, and be content . 

To receive Thanks from his cold Monument. . 
Cie. Hath ſuch à Benefit ſuch Uſage met? 
Pro. I both remember it, and his Defeat. _ 

Cu. You do indeed, en 
Pro. Time is the Standard by which things are In 

Try'd; 


1 Tou, 
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Ous qui Leſtimesz Tabs alles lay rendre hommage, 
Mais ſongez qu au port meſine il peut faire naufrage. 
Cle. Il peut faire naufrage, & meſme dans le port | 
Quoy? vaus aurie x ofs lui preparer la Bort? 
Pto. Fay fait ce que les Dieu m'ont tnſpire de Faire, 
Et que pour mon Blat] Jay jugs neceſſarie. N 
Cle. Fe ne le voy que trop, Photin & es  pareils 
Vous ent empoiſonne de leurs laches conſ ils, 8 
Ces ames que le Ciel ne forma que de % t 
Pho. Ce ſont de nos conſeils,ouy; Madame, ch. ja 7 avert. 
Cle. Photinje parle au Roy, vous repondrez Pour tous 
Quand je mabaiſſeray juſqu d parler d vous, _ 
Pto. à Photin. 77 faut un peu leuft . . 
hautaine. . 
Fe [pay voſtre znnocence, & je connois 72 bene, ; 
Apres tout, veſt ma ſeur, oft ſans repantir.” r. 
Cle. Sil eſt, Sire, encore temps de vaut en repentir. 
Hffranchiſſez-vous deux, & de leur tyrannie, 
R appellez la vertu par leurs conſeils bannie, 
Cette haute vertu, dont le Ciel & le ſang. | 
E nflent ; tod jours les ceurs de ceux det noftre IM 
Pto. Nuoy 1 dun frivole eſpoir defia preoceupee | 
Vous me paylez en Reine. en parlant de {ruth 
Et d'un aur Sele ainſi 5 voſtre orgueil rolls 
Fait agir 2 ſous le nom de ver,. 


C po fez;les ma « ſcur, Vous 7 auricæ VOUS en rain 
Molt 4 tefament. 4 feu Fo * * 
Pee raves 2 4 tt ** 0 
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You, .that ſo prize him, ay his Greatneſs court, 

But khow, he yet may periſh in the Port. Ly a th 
Cle, What, may his Shipwrack i in the Port arrive? © 

And have you dar d his Ruin to contrive? 

Pro. 1 have done only what the Gods za. 


And what the Safety of my Stare requir dl. 
Cle, I know but too much. tin and his Crew 
Have with their wicked Counſels poyſon'd you: 
Souls that are but of Nature's Rubbiſh fram d. 
Pho. The Counſel, Madam, will not be diſclaim d. 
Cle..' Tis t the Kings. Photin, Idiſcourſe with now; 
Stay then, till I deſcend to talk to you. "FINS. 
Pto. o Photin. Lou. muſt a little with * en 
diſpenſe, 
| know ber Hatred, and your Innocence; | 
But ſhe's my Siſter, give her humour vent. 
Cle. Sir, if too late it be not to. repent, 
Skake off at length a Yoke that is ſo vile, 
0 And call your Virtue back from her Exile: 
That Magnapimity ſo great, and good, 
Which is convey'd to Princes, with their Blood. N 
Pro. Swell d with a hope in vain by you foreſeen, 
You ſpeak to me of Pompey, like a Queen: 2 
Through your falſe Zeal, flaſhes of Pride eſcapes | 
And Intereſt does a 1 in Victue's Shape: | 
Confeſs it then, you had been ſilent ſtill, 
Were it not fot the King our Father's Will; 
You kndw who keeps it? 
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ie if alls d, .. Eu 
«9 Horer la ive 2 1 0" 
— HALO eee, 
Vous aſſex jennte vnturi vaoy dea dun- u g, 
Os er pes d bent que wont dm lr Cienx 
Dan aſſer vif cxlat faiſoit briller — — til 
Ceſer en fur, e ee ee, 
De le voir bautement dummer Bea de If rut: 
Mais voyant contre tuy te Sear irvite, \ * 5 
Il fit agir Ponipde, & fon abi e g's 2451 
Ce dernier nous fervit à ſit ſlulo prima mathe! 1369 ben 
Qui de leur amiti# Ius i yrewot dune, bd. 1 
Vous en ſaves ic & vb th joitiſſes : + us 
Mais pour un tel um e fp par dffoe;, 
Apres A eee, 
Qui nous gaga ſoda one Br Wat Re; | 
| Son amour en viulitt ſbemilfer tot Herts, © WTF 
Et nous ouviient [tn cieue not hui ſos rieſors. 
Nous euſmes'de for feux dure tt kr Naiſance, 
Et t tes nerfs de ne. 3 
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Cu. And you ſhall know too, KWI, e 1 
Virtue alone pedupts me to wf d. b 
For if I did a adoantage ſck, . 
I ſhould fox Ce, ngt. for Pompers ſpeak. ad 1 oO 
Receive a Secret I canceal'd deore, en 
And aſtet that nevet repruach me mr. 
Whemtone that bold Rebellion could. withſtand, 
Which robid aur Father of his Crown and Lend, 
The injur d Ring ſorſoał his. Native Shore, * % 
And Rome's great Senate did for Aid implore. 
Wich kim we went their Piep to- engage 
Lou very Me- but I was in an Ae 
When Naturshaddlupply A an Ee wih Dart, 
Already Activa ia ſubduing Hearts. dW 4 
Cæſar neceivida or ele pretended. Love,. 
And by hie Aliens would his Paſſion. prove, 
But fince tha Senates Piqua to him be knew. 
He their l Pempey to our Party drew. 
Whoſe high:-codtern for. uy on Cæſar s ſcores: - | 
Was the laſt Fruit oF Ree»! bore: N 
Ol this you donheric the Evang tow. 4 4 
But ſuch Lever not with it cntent. 
When by» buſts of @ great a Man, du 3 
In our behmlf the Reman Suffrage: ran, a, 930 
Reſolving further Kinduede tom. 
He gave his Freaſure to attend an 6 W'2, 
And from the Bounty of his growing Flame, 
"Thoſe'Sihews both of War and Power came: 
- Sf Thoſe 


S 2 # bo 
— rt. i pins < 


378 PO MP E E. 


1 9 — 1 1 - \ \ 
: „rr... 1 ˙— A * 2 N 
N 4 AX \ N « 4 N K A — — 7 © # ö —— — — 5 . 3 3 2 89 — n we ph. \ - 
— a i de £ = 4 00% £5 wit * A —  SCISS * n 5 4 * 1 4 o % -- _- — 
5 . —— N CTY PY ak. ä * n EINE" > Tf - —_ rn 4 1 ; by wg 2 — et d "+ : —— bg - - - .- — — 
2 : +> - * 2 bY 44 — 4 — 4 — 1 — - 7 n * * *- * i — 
* 


Et les mille talents qui luy ſout encar deu 
Remirent en nos mains tous nos Eftats perdus. 
Le Roy qui gen ſauvint à ſon heure fatale 

Me laiſſa comme à vous la dignits Royale, 
Et par ſon teſtament il vous fit cette ly 
Pour me rendre une part de ce oh 
C'eſt ainſi quiignorant doi vint ce bon Office 
Vous appellez faveur ce qui n'eſt que juſtice, 


Et loſes accuſer d uns aveugle amitis. 


Quand du tout 3% il me doit il nr rend ia moiticy. 
Pto. Certes, maſithr, le conte off fait awer adreſſe. 
Cle. Ceſar vienara bien. toſt, & j vn ay lettre expreſſes 

Et peut-eftre aujourd buy vos yeux ſeront temoins 

De ce que voſtre eſprit $'imagint le mint. 

Ce weſt pas ſans ſujet que je parinis en Reine, 

Je way receu de vous que meprir & que lune, 


E de ma part du Sceptre indigus rauiſſeur, 


Vous m auer plus traitee en eſcluve, queen * | 
Meſme pour 6viter des effets plus-ſanftres, 
11 m'a falu fiater os inſolens Minifftter, ö 
Dont j ay craint juſquicy le fer, ou le poifon ; - 
Mais Pompes, ou Ceſar en va faire raiſon, 
Et quoy qu auer Photim Achillas en ordonne, 
On Pune, ou Vautre main meteudra ma Cuuronne: 
C-yendant man orgueil uous Iaiſſe d demefiler. 
Quel n . m Jaiſols Perlen. 
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Thoſe thouſand Talents which we owe him yet, 

orc'd our revolted Ezypt to ſubmit. 

On this the King reflecting, when he dy'd 

Betwixt us did his Dignity divide; 

And;by his Sov'reigh Right, on me beſtow'd | 

A part of what he to my Beauty ow'd: . 

Whilſt you, who this great Reaſon never know, 

Thought that his Favour, which was but my Dues 

And your dread Father partial dar d to call, 

Who gave me half when yet he ow d me all. 
Po. This Story, you with Art enough contrire 
Cle. 1 am aſſur d, Ceſar will ſoon arrive: 9 

And a few hours will ſuch a Change effect, 

As your dark Policy did leaſt expect: A) 

And ſhew:- -you why 1 ſpoke-ſo like 2 Queens. AN v1 

Who the loath'd Object of your Scorn have e 

You in the Throte uſurpd my equal Seat, 

And as a Slave you did your Siſter trestz. 

Till I was forc d to ſhun a ruder Fate, * vx 

To ſtoop, and Court your Miniſters of State. 

Whoſe Steel or Poyſon, | 1 ſtill fear'd: but koow 

Pompey or Ceſar. will ſecure me now z a 

And whatſo&er your Sycophants ordainz, 

I now. am ſure my Scepter to obtain: 0 

Till when my Pride ſhall leave you, to divine, 

In this Conteſt, what cou'd be my Deſign. 
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Pibloinss,” Photin 


Pto. Que dites-vdus, amy, de een ? 
Pho. Sire;cert? ſurpriſe oft pour iy "7a 
Fe Wen ſpay que penſer, & mon cut en 1 
Dun ſecret gu jamuls il maurolt Joupponne, 
Inconſtant 4 phy dans ſon intertirade, ** , L 
Ne ce reſout à rien qit'avec 1 IP = 
Pro. Saworrons-nokr Pompey" r pe 
Pho. I front fire for, 
Si nous Pavious ſuude, pour er more, 
Cleopatre vous hait, elle eft fiere, "of eft bell,” 
Er ji Ibrareur Ceſar 4 de Pamour your a, vl 
L tefte de Pomp oft Tunique prefent | 
Qui vous fa  contr'olle un rempuri Ain 
Pto. Ce dangereux 2/prit a beunc oup — 
Pho. Son arrifice ftp eu contre un fi grand fervice. 
Pto. Mais ff . quiet, iu cede d ſes appas? 
Pho. I ta faudra flater, mais ne men creyes pus, 
Et pour mieux 'empeſcher qu elle ne VOUS prone, | 
Conſultex. en encor Achillas & Septime. 
Pto. Allons done tes voir faire, Sandton ds Tout 
Et woke en feen enſronble "7 retour, 


AGTE 
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SCENE Ix. 


Prolomy, Photin. 


Pro. What think you, Photin, of this lofty Mind? 
Pho, My Spirit, Sir, to Wonder is reſign'd, 
And nothing but Amazement can expreſs, 
At ſuch a Secret as I ne er cou'd gueſs ; 
My Thoughts are ſo unquiet and confus d, 
I ſcarce know what Expedient ſhou'd be us'd, 
Pro. Shall we ſave Pompey? 
Pho. Had you that Decreed, 
Yet it were now convenient he ſhou'd bleed. 
Your Siſter hates you, ſhe is fair and fierce, 
And if ſhe ſuch ViRorious Charms diſperſe, 
The Head'of Pompey only can ſuffice 
To win the Heart of Cæſar from her Eyes: 
Pro. This dang*rous Woman hath a buſie Wit. 
Phe. But ſuch a Service will out-ballance it. 
Pro. But what if Ceſar ſtill her Pow'r obey ? 
Pho. Then fatter herz yet mind not what I ſay, 
Till firſt you ask, in an Affair ſo nice, 
Achilles and Sept imiu: beſt Advice. Doom, 
Pro. Let's from the Tow'r ſee them Act Pompey's 
And this Debate, at their return, reſume, | 


After 
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Ae the firſt Act of Pompey, the King and Photin 
ſhou'd be diſcover d, fitting and hearkning to 
this 5 O N G. | ) 


Ince Affairs of the State are already deereed, 
Make room for Affairs of the Court, 
Employment and Pleaſure each other ſucceed, 
Becauſe they each other ſupport. 
Wire Princes confin'd | 
From flack'ning their Mind, 
When by Care it is ruffl'd and curl'd, 
A Crown uud appear 
Too heavy to wear, ; 
And no Man wou'd govern the World. 


If the Gods themſelves, who have Power enough, 
In Diverſions are various, and oft; 
Since the Buſineſs of Kings is angry and rough, 
Their Intervals ought to be ſoft. 
Were Princes confin'd, &. 


To our | Monarch « we owe that ſoc er we enjoy. 
And uo grateful Subjects are thoſe, 
Who uon d not the Sejery he gives them, employ 
To ronerivare to his Repoſe. * 
Were Princes confi, ce. 


After which an Antick Dance of Gypſies 1s pre- 
ſented. -- 
ACT 
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© ACTE U. SCENE, 


22 Cm 
Cu E OP Krux. | 


J* Lime, mait letlat dune {bell fans... 

J Quelquebrillant qu'il ſoit ntblowit point nom ame, 

Et toiljours ma vertu retrace dans mon caur 

Ce qu'il doit au vuincu, briiant pour ie Vaingqueur. 

Auſſi qui Poſe aimer porre une ame trop haute; 

Pour ſouffrir ſeulement le ſoupgon d uns Nate 3 

Et je le traiterois avec indignite, ö 

Si j'aſpirois à lui par une lacht. 
Char. Quoy] vous aimeꝶ Ceſar, 1 v08s 225 creui, 

L' Egypte pour Pompes armeroit d ſu venue, 

En | prendroit 2 defenſe, E. ar un probt Perours | 

Du deſtin de Pharſalt 25 h tours 

Amour certes fur vols a bien peu de Ni ne- 
Cle. Les Princes ont cela de leur haute naiſſance. 

Leur ame dans leir ſang prend des impreſſions 

Qui deſſous leur vertu range leurs paſſions, 

Levur generofits ſoumet haut" à leur gloire,” 

Tout eſt illuſtre en eux gan ils daignent ſe croire, 

E fi le Praple y woit quelques dereglemens, 

Ceft quand Fadvis d autruy corrompt leurs Sens 

Ce malheur, de Pompes atheve la ruine, 

Le Roy leuſt u, mais Photin Vaſſa ſine 


0 | 2b 


40 1. SCENE I. 


ö CLEOPATRA, 


Love das Flame founded). 
How bright ſoever, dazles not my Mind: 
For Virtue makes my Inclination know, 
What Ca ſar's s does to Pompey owe : i 
And none dares own a Paſſion ſo ſublime, 
But ſhe that ſcorns the Shadow of a Crime. | 
I ſhou'd but ſmall Reſpect to Cæſar pay, 
To ſeek his Love in an unhandſom way. 
Char. Can you Love Ceſar, Madam, andadviſe 
That Egypt ſhou d in Arms againſt him riſe 2 
That they ſhou'd Pompey againſt him Protect, 
And his Pharſalian Triumphs thou'd be check'd? . 
Sure Love in you does little Empire ſhow, © - 
Cle. This to their high Extraction Princes owe, 
That, by th' Aſſiſtance of their Royal Blood. 
Their Paſſions are more eaſily ſubdu 0c. 
Their Honaur ſtill the Victory will have. 
And whilſt they truſt themſelves, they ſtill are braves 
All the Diſorders, which in Kings we ſee , 
To others Councels muſt 1mputed be: 
This I the Cauſe of Pompey's Ruin deem; des e 
The King would help, but Photin marchers him, | 
; Whoſe 
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Icroit cette ame baſſe, & ſe montre ſans Ter. 

. Mais Sil creyoit la ſennr, il agiroit en RP \ 
Char. Ainſi donc de Ceſar, Lamante, & Iennemie. 
Cle. Je luy garde une flame exempte 2 

Un ceur digne de lun. 

Char. Vous poſſedez le fien? © | | 

Cle. Je crey le poſſeder. b vh 

Char: Mais le ſpavez-vous bien? 

Cle. Apprens qu une Princeſſe aimant ſa renomms 
Jamair ne dit quelle aime à moins que deftre aimte, 
Et que les plus beaux feux dont ſon ceur ſoit epris, 
N'oſeroient Pexpaſer aux bontes d'un mepris. '. 

Noſtre ſe jour à Rome enflama ſon courage, 

La j eus de fon amour le premier tẽmoignage, 

Et depuis juſquicy chaque jour ſes courier: 

M apportent en tribut ſes veux & ſes lanriere. 

Par tout, en Italie, au Ganles, en Eſtugne, 

La Fortune le ſuit, & I Amour Paccompagne; | 

Son bras ne dompte point de Peupler, ny de lieux, 

Dont il ne rende hommage au pouvoir de mes yeux. 

Et de la meſme main dont il quitte Fegee, 

Fumante encor du ſang des amis de Pomper, 

Il trace des ſolpirs, & d'un ſtile plaintif 

Dans ſon champ de viftoire il ſe dit mon cuptif. 

Ouy, tout victoricux il mecrit de Pharſale, 

Ex ſa diligence d ſes feur g col, 

Ou plitoft ſ ia Mer ne roppoſe à ſes fenx, . 

L'Egypte le ua voir me preſenter ſes veux, l 
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Whoſe Counſel hath his Maſter's Faith o'erthrown, 

Which ſtill had ſway d, had he obſerv'd. his own. 
Char. You then who Ceſar love, and yet oppoſe. 
Cle. r 

But worthy him. 
Char. Are you of his ſecur dꝰ 
Cle. I think I am. 
Char. But are you well aſſur'd?. 
Cle, Know, tha a Pin by hes Glory mor, 

No Love confeſſes till ſhe be beloy'd._. 

Nor the moſt noble Paſſion ever ſhows, . 

When it + de — 

At Nome, 1 firſt did Ceſar's Heart invade, _ 

Where he the firſt Expreſſion of it made; 

The Tribute af his Vows and Laurels too. * 

He march d through Itady, through Gaui and pain, 

With Love ins Breaſt, and Fortune in his Train: 

Nor did he ever make fo brave a Prize, = 

But he pay'd Homage for it to theſe Eyes. 

With the ſame Hand, which did that Weapon ny 

Writh* Blood of Pompey's Party reeking yet, 

He writ Complaints, and put my Fetters on, 

Evyn in the Field, which he had newly won. 

Yes, from Pharſale his Submiſſions Cages 

And if his Speed be equal to his Flame, 

Or rather, if the Sea befriend his . 

Fept ſhall ſee him ſhortly at my Feet. 


a 


4 


* "He 


. 


/ _ 


„% ONE 
wind 7 es dans dor mura: 
Chercher e te * de fer r, 
Moftir toute ſa g. hire; & ſotmertre q net Biz 
Ce cent, & terte fas! puree a Roi, 
Et ma rigueur meſite aux faveurs de Ia gaerre” 
ag: un malbeureuæ du mitte de te Terre; © 
Char. F'oſerois bien jurer que vor ivins Iren 
Se vantent d'un porvuir dont its uſeront pas, 
Ex gur ba grand Cefar #'q rien ut Fimporrune 
& vous ſeules rigucurs ont droi far ſa fortune. 
Mais quelle eff voſtre atrentr, & que eee 
Puiſque dune autre femme il oft Af Payout, 
Et qu avec Calphurnie un paifible Hymente 
Par des lieus facrez tient fon ame enchaiſnee 7 
Cle. Le Divorce anſouri hui fi rummum aux Romain; 
Peut rendre en ma futur tous ces I moored 
Cefar in [raid Puſuge &laceremonie, 
Urs divorce chez kay fit place & Colpbargie. - 
Char. Par cettemeſms wore il pourra vous quitter. 
Cle. Peas. fre mon bonhour ſpanta micux l arreſſer, 
Pert - ere mon amour aura quelque avantage 
Qui [paura' mitum pour moy meſnager ſon courage. 
Mais laiſfons aw hazard ce qui peut arriver, 
Achevons cet Fiymen, i fo peut ache ver, 
Ne duraſt-il qu un jour, ma gloire eft ſans ſeconde 
D'eftre du mains um jnur la maiſtriſſe du Monde. 
Jay de Pambition, & ſvif vice, ou vertu, 
Mes ceur ſous ſon fardeau' vent bien-eftre abatu, 
Jen 
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He comes my Charmion, and from me alone, 


geeks the Reward of all that he hath done. 


And all his Glory to-my Shrine he brings, 
With the ſame Hand that gives the Law to Kings; 
So that, ev'n in his Triumphs, my Diſdain 
Can make the Man that Rules the World complain“ 
Char. Let ] dare ſwear, your Charms a Pow r enjoy, 
Which, tho' they boaſt of, they will ne er employ. 
And the great Cæſar ſhall no Trouble know, 
If it can only from your Rigour grow. 
But what can you expect from Cæſar's Flames, 
Wherein ſuch right another Woman claims? 
His Freedom he by Marriage hath refign'd, 
And only to Calphurina is confin d. 
Cle. But a Divorce, at Rome ſo common now, 
May remove her, and my Deſires allow: 
Ceſar's Experience him to that may lead, 
Since twas Calpburnia s Paſſage to his Bed. 
Char. But the ſame way may you at length remove. 
Cle. Perhaps I better ſhall ſecure his Love, 


Perhaps my Paſſion may find out an Art 


Better to manage that Illuſtrious Heart. 
But let's to Heav'n leave what may arrive, 
And this Alliance (if we can) contrive. 
Were it but one Day, twere enough for me, 
One Day, the Miſtreſs of the World to be. 
I have Ambition, and be't Good or Ill, 
It is the only Soveraign of my Will, | 
U And 


290 - POMPEE. 


Fen ayme la chaleur, & la nomme ſans ceſſe 
La ſeule paſſion digne d'une Princeſſe. , 
Mais je veux que la gloire anime ſes ardeurs, 
Quelle mene ſans honte au faiſte des grandeurs, 
Et je la deſavoue, alors que ſa manie 
Nous preſente le Trone avec ignominie. + 

Ne t'&tonne donc plus, Charmion, de me voir 
Defendre encor Pomptee, & ſuivre mon devoir. 
Ne pouvant rien de plus pour ſa vertu ſeduite, 
Dans mon ame en ſecret je Pexhorte à la fuite, 
Et voudrois qu'un orage tcartant ſes vaiſſeaux 
Malgre luy Fenlevaſt aux mains de ſes bourreaux. 
Mats voicy de retour le fidelle Achoree 
Par qui j en apprendtay la nouvelle aſſeurte. 


8 


SCENE I. 
Cleopatre, Achoree, Charmion. 


Cle. En eft-ce deſia fait, & nos bords malbeureux 
Sont-ils deſia ſouulles d un ſang ſi genereux ? 
Acho. Madame,j ay couru par voſtre orure au ri vage, 
Fay veu la trahiſon, jay veu toute ſa rage, 
Du plus grand des Mortels j ay veutrancher le ſort, 
Jay veu dans ſon matheur la gloire de ſa mort, 
Et puiſque vous voulez qu icy je Vous raconte 
La gloire d une mort qui nous couvre de honte, 


. 
4 ꝛ4 +4 


Eſcoutex, 
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And 'tis this noble Paſſion ſure, or none, 

A Princeſs may without a Blemiſh own. 

But yet with Glory I wou'd it enflame, 

Nor wou'd buy Greatneſs with the loſs of Fame, 
For I the brighteſt Crown can ſcorn to touch, 
When *tis attended yith the leaſt Reproach. 
Wonder not then, that I ſo much purſue 
Pompey's Defence, and wou'd my Duty do. 

His 1njur'd Virtue, ſince I cannot right, 

My ſecret Wiſhes muſt invoke his Flight: 

That ſome kind Storm may ſo his Ships diſperſe, 
As may preſerve him from his Murtherers. 

But faithful Achoreus comes, and he | 
Will quickly tell us Pompey's Deſtiny. 


SCENE II. 


Cleopatra, Charmion, Achoreus. 


Cle. What, is it done, and hath ſome treacherous Hand 
With that rich Blood ſtain'd our unhappy Strand? 
Acho. By your Commands, I to the Shoredidrun, 
And ſaw this Treaſon in its Horror done: | 
I faw the greateſt Mortal loſe his Breath, 
And, tho? a ſad, I ſaw a glorious Death. 
And ſince a ſtory you require from me, 
8o much his Honour, and our Infamy; 


U 2 Hear 
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Eſcoutez, admirez, & plaignez ſon trepas. 


Ses trois vaiſſeaux en rade avoient mis voile bas, 


Et voyant dans le port preparer nos galeres, 
11 croyoit que le Roy touche de ſes miſeres, 


Par un beau ſentiment d honneur & de devoir 
* Avec toute ſa Cour le venoit rece voir. 


Mais voyant que ce Prince ingrat à ſes merites 
N'envoyoit qu un eſquif remply de ſatellites, 

11 ſoup gonne auſſi-toft ſon manquement de foy, 
Et ſe laiſſe ſurprendre @ quelque peu deffroy, 
Enfin veyant nos borils & noſtre Flote en armes, 
I condamne en ſon ceur ces indignes alarmes, 
Et reduit tous les ſoins dun ſi preſſant ennuy 
A ne hazarder pas Cornelie aver luy. 
N*expoſons, luy dit. il, que cette ſeule teſte, 

A la reception que FEgypte m'apreſte, 


Et tandis que moy ſeul j en courray le danger 


Songe a prendre la faite afin de me vanger. 

Le Roy Juba nous garde une foy plus ſincere: 
Chez luy tu trouveras, & mes fils, & ton pere, 
Mais quand tu les verrois deſcendre chez Pluton, 
Ne deſeſpere point du vivant de Caton. 
Tandis que leur amour en cet Adieu conteſte, 
Achillas a ſon bord joint ſon eſquif funeſte, 
Septime ſe preſente, & luy tendant la main 
Le ſalue Empereur en langage Romain, + 
Et comme deput6 de ce jeune Monarque, 
Paſſez, Seigneur, dit- il, paſlez dans cette barque, 


Hear now his Fate, and wonder and bewail. 
His three Ships in the Harbour ſtriking Sail, 

When to-our ready Gallies he approach d, 

He thought the King, with his Misfortunes touch d, 

By noble ſenſe of Honour, did intnd 

With all his Court to meet ſo brave a Friend. 

But when he only ſaw a Skiff prepar'd, 

And that too fill'd-with Ruffians of his Guard, 

Th' Ingrateful Treachery. did then appear, 

And gave him ſome Approaches of a Fear: et, 

But ſeeing arm'd Men on our Ships and Shoar, 4 

He bluſh'd his Apprehenſions were ſo poor; % 

And when the Danger was ſo near him brought, 

He only on Cornelia s Safety thought. f 

« Let's but expoſe, ſays he, the ſingle . 

* To a Reception we may ſo much dread. 

« But whilſt I only do the Shock ſuſtain, ot 

« Haſten thy Flight, and my Revenge obtain. F 

" King Juba i 4s more gen'roully;jnclin'ds. - at 189 

Where thou thy Father, and my Sons e 

« But if their Deaths ſhou d thee of 5 deprive, 


« Never deſpait while Cato is alive. e 
Mhie wer Conteſt n this was dn rd kind, 7 
Achillas's fatal Boat their Veſſel join d:. 


Septimius then, to get him in his pow r, 
Ith* Roman Language call d him Emperour; 
And as deputed from th Eyptian Prince,. 
_ _y TM he, this Bark convey you hence, 
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Les ſables & les bancs cachez deſſous les eaux 
Rendent Vaccez mal ſeur à de plus grands vaiſſeaux. 

Ce Heros voit la fourbe, & Sen mocque dans I ame, 
11 regoit les Adienx des ſiens, & de ſa femme, 
Leur defend de le ſuivre, & Savance au trepas 
Avec le meſme front qu'il donnoit les Eſftats. 

La meſme Majeſte ſur ſon viſage emprainte 

Entre ces aſſaſſins montre un eſprit ſans crainte, 
Sa vertu toute entiere à la mort le conduit; 

Son affranchy Philippe eft le ſeul qui le ſuit, 

Ceſt de luy que jj ay ſgru ce que je viens de dire, 
Mes yeux ont veu le refte, & mon caur en ſolpire, 
Et croit que Ceſar meſme à de ſi grands malheurs 
Ne pourra refuſer des ſoupirs, & des pleurs. 

Cle: N'epargnes pas les miens, achevez, Achorer, 
L'hiftoire d une mort que j'ay deja plenree. 

Acho. On lamene,; & du port nous levoyons venit 
Sans que pas. un dentr'eux daigne Fentretenir. © 
Ce mepris luy fait voir ce qu il en doit 'attendre, 
Enfin Feſt quif aborde, on l invite d deſtendre, 
Il fe leve, & ſoudain pour ſignal Achillas 


Derriere ce Heros tirant ſon countelas,” - 4 


Septime & trois des ſſens, laches enfans de Reins; 
Percent 4 coups preſſes les flancs de ce grand homme, 
Tandis qu Achillas meſme 6pouvante d horreur 
De ces quatre inrages admire la furedr. 

Cle. Vous quilivrez; la Terre aux diſcurdes civiles, 


2 i Vous vanges ſa more, Dieux, qpargnez nos villes, 


N"imputes 
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The Shelves and Sands which under Water W 
To greater Veſſels an Acceſs deny. . | 
The Hero ſaw, and ſmil'd at this Abuſe ; 
He then receiv'd his Wife's and Friends Adieus, 
Their Stay commanded, and to Death did go 
With the ſame Look, as he did Crowns beſtow : © 
With the ſame Majeſty writ in his Brow, 
He ſat unmov'd among his Murtherers now : 
His ſtedfaſt Courage did his Conduct ſeem, 
Philip his Freedman only follow'd him, 
Of whom, what I have told you, I did Learn, 
But ſaw the reſt my ſelf with ſad Concern, 
And think (ſo mournful it to me appears) 
Ceſar himſelf could not refuſe it Tears. 
Cle. But ſpare not mine, nor let them intercept 
A Story, which I have already wept. 3 
Acho. Whilſt toward Land they brought him, not 
To the unhappy Pompey they afford; [2 Word 
In which Contempt, he did foreſee his End. 
At length arriv'd, they ask him to deſcend; . 
He riſing, as Achillas ſtood behind 
Drawing his Sword, for what they had deſign 4, 
Septimius, and three Romans more, embrew d ? 
Their guilty Hands in that heroick Blood: 
Till ev'n Achillas was with Horrour ſtrook, . ('2 
Upona Rage ſo barbarous to look. 28 
Cle. You Gods, who Nations do chaſtiſe with W. 
When you revenge this Death, our Cities ſpare! 


4 


— 
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N imputes rien aux lieux, reconnoiſſiæ les mains, 
Le crime de l Egypte eft fait par des Romain. 
Mais que fait & que dit ce genereux' courage ? - 
Acho.D'ux des pans de ſarobbeil couure ſon viſage, 
A ſon mauvais deftin en evengie oben, 2. 
E ds daigne de voir le Ciel qui le trabit, N 
De peur qu'il ne ſemblaſt contre une tells , 
Implorer d un coup A wil ſon aide & ſa vangaance. 
Aucun gemiſſement & ſon cœur ccbds 
Ne le montre en mourant digne Geftrs frape, 8 
Immobile à leurs coup, en luy- meſme i rappelle 
Ce qu cut de beau ſa vie, & ce qu dira delle, 
Et tient la trabiſon que le Roy leur preſtrit 
Trop au deſſous de tay pour y prefter Peſprit. 
. $4 vertu dans ltur trime augmente « ainſi ſon whe, 
Et ſon dernier ſoupir oft un ſolpi Muftre,* 80 
Lui de cette grande ame achevant les deftins | 
| Eftale tout Pompee aux yeux des afſe Mus. 1 
Sa teſte fur les bords de la bargue P hee , 
Par le traiſtre Septime indignemens tranche, 
Paſſe au bout Lune lance en 5 main 4 Achillas 
A nſa qi n grand 12 55 apres de ' grands combats, 
Et pour combler en in {a tragique avantiure, 
On donne 4 ce Heros la Mer pour r ſepulture, 
Ec le tron ſous tes fots roule doreſnavant” 
Au gre de ba Fortane & de H On, di Vent, 
Les 7% Cornelie, a cet affreux ſpeftacle, L 
| Par de longs cris iger taſcbhe d mettre obſtacle, 
Defend 


POMPE T. 297 
And not the Place, but Actors look upon: 
The Crime of Egypt was by Romans done. 
But tell me what this Worthy ſaid and did. 
Acho. With his Robe's border he his Viſage hid, 
Blindly his cruel Deſtiny obey'd;, 
And wou'd not ſee that Heav'n which him betray'ds 
Leſt any Look of his, in ſuch a Stroke, 
Shou d its Aſſiſtance, or Revenge, invoke. 
Not the leaſt poor Complaint fell from his Tongue, 
Or ought that ſpoke himworthy of his 3 
But that deſpiſing, made his laſt Retreat 
To all that in this Life was Good or Great: 
And held the Treaſon, which the King — 
Too much below him to employ his Thought. 
His Virtues by their Crime more ne ſhone, 
And his laſt Gaſp was an illuſtrious one. 
This grrat Soul fled, his Body did expoſe 
To th greedy Eyes of his inhumane Foes: : 
His Head, which tumbled: on the bluſbing Deck, 
(By vile Seatimius ſever d from his 1 | 
Upon Achillas Lance we fixed m___ 
As after Bartels Trophies uſe to be: 
And to conclude a Deftiny fo ſad, 
The Sea was all the Sepolchre he a 
To Fortune now his ſlaughter d Corps ow "1 
Floats . at the pleaſure of the Wave and Wind. 
The Poor Cornelia at the dreadful view, — 
Ch O Gods what could ſhe either ſay or do! 
Acbo. 


Pais weſperant plus rien, leve les mains aux Cieux, 


. "I" — — 
—— — 
1 4 - . 
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Defend ce cher eſpoux de la voix & des yeux, 


Et cedant tout à coup à la douleur plus forte 
Tombe dans ſa galere evanouye, ou morte. 
Les ſiens en ce deſaſtre à force de ramer 
L'«loignent de la rive, & regagnent la Mer, 
Mais ſa fuite eſt mal ſeure, & linfame Septime 
Qui ſe voit derober la moitie de ſon crime, 
Ain de Fachever, prend ſix vaiſſeaux au port, 
Et pour ſuit ſur les eaux Pompee apres ſa mort. 
Cependant Achillas porte au Roy ſa conqueſte, 
Tout le peuple tremblant en detourne la teſte, || 
Un effroy general offre à lun ſous ſes pas 
Des abyſmes ouverts pour vanger ce trepat, 
L'autre entend le tonnerre, & chacun ſe . 
Un deſordre ſoudain de toute la Nature, 
Tant Pexcez du forfait troublant leurs 1 
Preſente a leur terreur Pexcez des cbatimems. 
Philippe 4 autre part montrant ſur le rivage 
Dans une ame ſervile un genereux "Ow 7 
Examine d'un il & dun ſoin curieux.. 
Ou les vagues rendront ce depoſt preciewxs. {render 
Pour luy renare, dil peut, ce qu aum morts.on doit 
Dans quelque urne chetiue en ramaſſer da cendre, 
Et & un peu de pouſſiere, luer un tombeas 
A celuy qui du Monde eut ls fort le plus beau. 
Mais comme vers Afrique om pour ſuit Cornelie, 
On voit d ailleurs Ceſar venir de Tbeſſalie, 
1 Une 
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Acho. By woful ſhrieks ſhe try d his Life to ſhield, 
Then hopeleſs up to Heav'n her hands ſhe held; 
And, by her mighty Sorrow overthrown, 
Fell either dead, or in a deadly ſwoon, _ 
In this diſtreſs her Ships employ their Oars 
To gain the Sea, and quit thoſe horrid Shoars. 
But infamous Septimius, having thought - 
Cornelia's flight rob d him of half his fault, 
Has with fix Ships haſten'd to her Purſuit, 
And the dead Pompey ſtill does perſecute. 
But whilſt to th King Achillas brings the Prize, 
The trembling People turn'd away their eyes. 
One does with horrour on the Guilt . 
And a revenging Earthquake does expect: 
This hears it thunder, and that does believe 
Nature a Revolution muſt receive. 
Their Reaſon, troubled by the Crime's extent, 
Cannot. but dread as vaſt a Puniſhment. 
Philip mean while ſhews, on the River ſide, 
That his mean Fortune a brave Soul did hide: 
He curioufly examines ev ry Wave, 
For that rich Pledge, which Treaſon to them gave; 
That thoſe lov'd Bones he piouſly might burn, 
And give him one, though an inglorious Urn. 
And with a little Duſt a Tomb ert 
To him who did the Univerſe ſubject. 
But whilſt Cornelia they one way purſue, 
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Une Flote paroift qu on a peine d cunter. . 
Cle. Ce enn nome 1 9 2 point 
douter. 
VE rembles, tremblez, ee ee | 
Cleopatre a dequay vous mettre tous en poudre, 
Ceſar vient, eli eſt Reine, & Pompte eff vaige, 
La tyrannie eft bas, & te Sort oft bang. 
 Admirons cependant le deſtim des grands hommes, 
Plaignons-les, & par cus Fugtons ee ue nous ſummer 
Ce Prince d un Senat' maiſtie 4 Univers, 
Du qui I beur ſembloit eftre as deſſus du revers, 
* que ſa Rome a ves play crain gue le tormerre, 
Triomphes an trois fois der trois parts 3 
Et qui vcybir encor en cet demniers haturus 
L'un & laue Conſul ſuiure ſos tenuurt, 
Si toſt que d un malhons ſu forium ef fubvie; 
Les Monftres de I Egypte ordonnent de f@ wit ; + 
On voit un Achillas, un Septime, un nay 
Arbitres ſuuurrains d um ſi noble dein; 
——— «1; * 
A ces peſtes de Cour Iichement Pabandonne , e 
un bear Pamper, E privicfre qui) jour!” 1 
Ceſar eprakutza'meſmei ſort d for tour, 
. qui wozeirimes Jeter, 
Et ſecondez par tout, cr ines ux, & for u.. 
Char. A i re pourru vous oy: 
e Ahe 0 10 YI! 1 Wn Mig 
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A Navy which can hw reckon 4 be. 

Cle. Ne er doubt it; Acboreus, it is he; 
Tremble bad Men, at your approaching Doom, 

My Breath is now your Deſtiny become. 
Ceſar's come, I'm a Queen, Pompey's reveng d. 
Tyranny ruin d, and the Fimes are chang'd. 

But let's with wonder on the Great reflect; 

« Pity their Fortune, and our own ſuſpet: 
He who we thought ev n Fate her ſelf had ſway'd, 
Who rubd a Senate which the World obey'd: 
Whom his own Rome ſaw (almoſt Deifid) 

Over the World's three Parts in Triumph ride: 
And who, in the laſt hazards of his Fate, 
Saw both the Confuls on his Standards wait: 
As ſoon as Fortune one unkindneſs ſhows, 
' Exyptians Monſters of his Life diſpoſe: * 
And a Photinus, or Septimius, can 
Govern the Deſtiny of ſuch a Man. 
A King, who owes him ev'n the Crown he wears, 
Expoſing him to thoſe blaſe Flatterers. 
So fell the mighty Pompey, and ſo may 
Ceſar himſelf perhaps another day. 
O may the Gods the Augury diſprove ! 
And make his Fortune conſtant as my Love. 
Choy, oa EE l mayoverhear. 
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SCENE III. 
PtolomEe, Cleopatre. 

Pto. Save - vous le bon- heur dont nous allons jouir, 
Ma ſur ? + RES. 2 

Cle. Ou, je le ſęay le grand Ceſar arrive, 
Sous les loix de Photin je ne ſuis plus captive. 
Pto. Vous haiſſez toll jours ce fidelle Sujet. 

Cle. Non, mais en liberté je ris de ſon projet. 

Pto. Quel projet faiſoit- il dont vous pilſſie vous 

plainare? | | 

Cle. Jen ay ſouffert beaucoup, & j avois plus a 
Un fi grand Politique eſt capable de tout, [ cr4imnare * 
Et vous donne ⁊ les mains à tout ce qu il reſout. | 

Pto. Si je ſuy ſes conſeils, jen connoy la prudence. 

Cle. Si yen crains les effets, j en voy la violence. 

Pto. Pour le bien de ¶ Eſtat tout eft juſte en un Roy. 

Cle. Ce genre de juſtice eft à craindre pour moy ; 
Apres ma part du Sceptre a ce tiltre uſurpee, 
I en couſte la vie & la teſte a Pompee. / 

Pto. Famais un coup d Eſtat ne fut mieux entrepris 
Le voulant ſecourir, Ceſar nous euſt ſurpris, 
Vous voyes ſa viſteſſe, & I Egypte troublee 
Avant qu eſtre en defenſe en ſeroit accablee. 
Mais je puis maintenant à cet heureux vaingueur 
Offrir en ſeurets mon trone, & voſtre cur. ¶ Ares, 
Cle. Fe feray mes preſens, wayez ſoin que des vo- 


Et dans vos intereſts nen confondez point PRO. 
| to. 
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SCENE II. 


| Pt amy 3  Cleoparr 4. 


Pto. Kay you what Happineſs i is dawing near? 
Cle. Yes I have heard it, the great Cz/ar*s come: 
And Photin ſhall no more pronounce my Doom: 
Pto. That faithful Subject you could ne er endure. 
Cle. No, but am from his Projects now ſecure. 
Pro. Which of his Plots could you ſo much offend? 
Cle. I've much endur'd, and more may apprehend: 
For ſuch a Politician is not nice, 
And you are always ſteer d his Advice. 
Pro. If I believe him, I his Prudence ſee. 
Cle. And I who fear him, know his Cruelty. 
Pto. For a Crown's ſafety all things juſt appear. 
Cle. That kind of equity creates my Fear, 
My ſhare of Power hath been by it loſt, 
And now it has the Head of Pompey colt. 
Pto. Never a game of State was more advis'd, 
For elſe by Cæſar we had been ſurpris d: 
You ſee his ſpeed, and we had been ſubdu'd, 
Before we could in our defence have ſtood. 
But now I to a Conqueror ſo great 
Your Heart may offer, and my Royal Seat. 
Cle. Make your own Preſents, I'll diſpoſe of mine, 
Nor others Intereſts with yours combine. 1 
70. 
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Pto. Les voſtres ſont les miens, efant de er ſang. 


Cle. Vous pouvet dire encor eftant de meſme rang, 


Eſtant Rois Jun & autre & toutefois je penſe 
Que nos deux intereſtr ont quelque difference. 


_ 


Pto. Ouy, ma ſur, car Etat dont mon cœur eſt con- 
Sur quelques bords du Nil 4 grand peine S'#tend: 
Mais Ceſar à vos loix ſolmettant fon courage, 


Vous va faire regner ſur le Gange, & le Tage. 


Cle. 7 ay de l ambition, mais je la ſay regler, 


Elle peut m#blouir, & non-pas tt avengler ; 
Ne parlons point icy du Tage, ny du Gange, 


Je connois ma portée, & ne prens point le change. 


Pto. L'occaſion vous rit, & vous en uſeres. 
Cle. & je wen uſe biew, vous men accuſeres. 


Pto. Jen eſpere beaucoup veu Pamour qui Penghye: 
Cle. Vous la craigneg peut. eſtre encore d auantage; 


Mais quelque occaſion qui me rie aujourd buy, 
Nayez aucune peur, je ne veux rien d autruy, 

Je ne garde pour vous ny haine, ny colere, 

Et je ſuis bonne ſtrur, ſi vous neſtes bon frere. 
Pto. Vous montre cependant un peu bien du mipris. 


Cle. Le temps de chaque choſe ordonne, &. fait le prix. 
Pto. Voſtre fagon dagir le fait aſſex connoiſtre. 
Cle. Legrand Ceſar arrive, & vous aves un maiſtre. 
Pto. 11 Peft de tout It Monde, & je Pay fait le mien. 
Cle. Alez buy rendre hommage, & j attendray le ſien, 
Allez, ce weft pas trop pour li que de N 


Je garderay pour vous Phonnenr du Diademe. 
| Photin 


Pto. Our - e 1 you 
Cle. You might have ſaid, gur Rank unites us too. 
We both are Sov*reigns; yet ail be confeſt, 
There is ſome diff rence in our Intereſt. 
Pro. Yes, Siſter, for my Heart is well content 
Only with Egypt s narrow, Continent. 
But now your Beauty Cæ ſar's Heart does wound, 
Tagus and Ganges muſt your Empire bound. 
Cle. I have Ambition, but it is confin'd, 
It may ſurprize my Soul, but never blind. 
Tupbraid me with thoſe bounds there is no 150 
| know my reach, and fhall not that exceed. 
Pro. Your Fortune ſmiles, and you th' advantage uſe 
Cle. You may revile me, if I that abuſe. _ 
Sta I hope the beſt, Love no ill Fruit can bear. 
Cle, You ſeem to hope, what really you fear. 
But though the Gods my juſt Pretenſions crown, 
You need not doubt, I'll ask but what's my own. 
You ne'er ſhall Anger from your Siſter find, 
Though you're a Eruel Brother, I'll be kind. 
Pto. But yet methinks you do diſcover Pride. 
Cle. Time is the Standard whereby things aretry'd, 
Pro Your preſent Carriage that doth plainly ſhew. 
Cle. Ceſar is come, and you've a Maſter now. 
Pro. I made him mine who the World's Maſter is. 
Cle, Pay him your homage, while I look for his- 
In this Addreſs you may. your ſelf be ſeen, 
But Fil remember that I am a Queen. 
X PL 0- 
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Photin vous vient aider d te bien „ 
C dy avec * ag 15 vo e 


$CENE IV. 
| Projome:, Phan 


Pro Fay ſuiuxtes conſeilo mais belle 
Et plus dans Vinſolente elle Soft empor tas, 
Si bien qu enim our de tant d'indigpites,, 
Je mallois enpporier dans les etremites; 
Mon bras dont ſes mepris forgeient 2 retenaẽ 
Neuft plus confidere Ceſar, ny ſa venue, 
Et Leuſt miſe en eſtat malgre tout fon appry 
De ſe plaindre & Pompte: auparauant qu d lay. 
L'arregante, à Voir, elle et di m Reine, 
Et. ſi Ceſar en croit ſon orgueil, & fa haine, 
Si, comme elle den uante, ee eſt ſan, cher objet, 
De ſon frere & ſon Roy, je deviens ſon Hu jet. 
Non non, prevenqns-la, Ceſt foibleſſe & attenare 
Le mal qu on voit venir ſans: pouvoir en defendre, 
Oftons-luy les moyens de nous Plus dedaigner, 
Oftons-luy les moyens de plaire, & de regner, 
Et ne permettons pas qu apres tant de bravades 
Mon ſceptre ſoit le prix d une de ſes illades. 
Pho. Sire, ne donne point de pretexte à Ceſar 
Pour attacher PEgypte aux pompes de ſon char. 
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Photin will help you to receive him now, 
Adviſe with him, he'll tell you what's to do, 


SCENE . 


Projemy, Photin, | 


Pro. I have obſerv'd thy Counſel, but find ines 
To flatter her, but ſwells her Infolence. 
For with her Pride the did affront me ſo, 
That I at laſt fel} into Paſſion too. 
This Army enrag'd by her, could ſcarce forbear 
(Without a Thought that Cæſar was ſo near) 
Diſpatching her (as ſafe as ſhe does ſeem) } 
To have complain'd to Pompey, not to him, I 
She talks already at that haughty rate, ale 
That if great Cæſar pleaſe her Pride and Hate, 
And ſhe o'er him her boaſted Empire have, 
Her Brother and her King muſt be her Slave. 
No, no, we needs muſt fruſtrate that Intent, 
Nor poorly wait the Ills we may prevent. 
Let's ſpoil her of her Pow'r to diſdain, 
And break thofe Charms whereby ſhe hopes to * 
Nor, after ſuch Indignities, let's brook, 
That ſhe ſhould buy my Scepter with a Lok. 
Pho. Do not for Ceſ#r, Sir, Pretence provide 
That Egypt ſhould be to his Triumphs ty'd; 
X 2 For 
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Ce ceur ambitieux qui par toute la Terre 

Ne cherche qu porter F'eſclavage & la guerre; 

Enfi6 de ſa victoire & des reſſentimens 

Qu ume perte pareille imprime aux vrais amans, 

Quoy que vous ne rendiez que juſtice à vous me ſine, 

Prendroit Poccaſion de vanger ce qu il aime, 

Et pour s aſſujettir, & vos Eſtats, & vous, 

Imputeroit à crime un ſi juſte couroux. 

Pto. Si Cleopatre vit, S'il la voit, eile eff s 
Pho. Si Cleopatre meurt, voſtre perte eſt certaine. 
Pto. Fe perdray qui me perd ne pouuant me ſauver. 
Pho. Pour laperdre avec joye il faut vous conſerver, 
Pto. Quoy? pour voir ſur ſa teſte eclater ma couronne? 

Sceptre, Sil faut enfin que ma main t'abandonne, 

Paſſe, paſſe pliitof> en celle du vaingurur. 

Pho. Vous Parracherez; mieux de celle d une ſeur, 
Quelques feux que d abord il luy faſſe paroiſtre, 

Il partira bien taſt, & vous ſerez le maiſtre. 

L'Anour à ſes pareils ne donne point d ardeur 

Qui ne rede ajſement aux ſoins de leur grandeur ! 

Il voit encor Þ Afrique & PEſpagne'oceupets 

Par Juba, Sripion, & les jeunes Pompees, 

Et le Monde a ſes loix weſt point aſſujetty, 

Tant qu'il verra durer ces reſtes du party. 

Au [tir de Pharſale un ſi grand Capitaine 
Sqruroit mal ſon meſtier, gil laiſſoit prendre haleine, 
Et Sil dennoit loifir a des ceurs ſi hardis 

De relever du coup dont ils ſont eſtourdis. 
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For this Ambitious Man, which through the world 
Hath War and Slavery together hurl'd; | 
Swell'd with his Conqueſt, and a Rage ſo ſmart, 
As ſuch a loſs writes in a Lovers Heart; 
Though you but act what Equity approves, 
Will thenee ground his Revenge for what he loves: 
As for a crime, he'll you to Bondage bring, 
Though you did only what became a King. 

Pro. If Cleopatra. ſees him ſhes a Qleen. 

Pho. But if ſhe dye your Ruin is foreſeen. 

Pro. Who ruins me ſnhould on my Fall attend. 

Pho. To ruin her you muſt your ſelf befriend. 

Pro. Whatꝰmuſt my Crown upon her Temples wines 
No, if my Scepter I muſt needs reſſ ign, | | 
The Conqueror ſhall rather it command. 

Pho. You'll ſooner force it from a Siſters hand. 
How great ſoever now his Flames appear, 
He muſt be gone, and leave You: Miſter here. 
Love in ſuch Men ſeldom that room can find, 
Which to their Int'reſt will not be reſign'd. 
With Jubu, Scipis and with Pompeys Sons, 
Hain, to Revenge, he knows, with AFrick runs: 
And while that Party are not yet o erthrown, 
He cannot ſafely call the World his own. N. 
Cſar'r too great a Captain, to o'erſen 
The Purſuit of Pharſalia's Victory: * 


» 


And leave ſuch fierce Hearts on Revenge intent, IY 


To riſe Ou their ſo late Aſtoniſnment. 
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$41 les vainc, $'il paruient ou'fon dijir Hire, | 
Il faut qu'il aille d Rome eftablir fon empire, 
Foitir de ſa fortune, & de ſon attentar,, 
Et changer à ſon gre la forme de Hat. A 
Juger durant ce temps ce que vas pourres faire, 
Sire, vojes Ceſar; forcez-vons # tay plaire, © 
Et luy deferant tout, velliliezs vous ſouvenir 
Qs les evenemens regleront I advent. 
Remettex en ſes mains, Trine, Heeptre, care, 
Et ſans en mur murer ſouffrez qu'il en ordunne. 
Il en croira ſans doute ordommer juſſement;: 
En ſuivant du feu Roy Pordre & le teſſament; 
L'importance d ailleurs de oe dernier ſervice - © 
Ne permet pas d'en craindre une entiere nice: 
Quoy qu il en faſſe enfin, feignez dy conſentir, 
Louies ſon jugement c laiſſez-le partir. (rn. 
Aprés, quand nous verrons de temps propre aua van- 
Nous aurons, '& la force, & des intelligence: 
Fuſques la reprimes ces tranſports violens, 
AQ excitent d'une-ſwur les mepris inſolens ; 
Les bravades enfin ſont des diſcaurs frivoles; 
Et qui ſonge aux effets neglige'les paroles. 
Pto. 40 1tu me rends la vie 8 tt  ſaeptre 4 la fois, 
Un ſage Conſeiller eſt le bonbeur des Nuit. 
Cher anpuy de mon trone, allons, ſans plus attendre 
Offrir tout a Ceſar ain de tout reprendre, © © 
Aveg toute ma Flote allons le rec voir, 
Et par ces vains honnears A. ſon pouvoir. 
pp ACTE 
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If he his Ends obtain, and them dercome, | 
And there the-ftuit of his Succeſs enjoy, 

Whilſt he at pleaſure does her Laws deſtroy. | 
Judge, in that time, what great things you may do, 
dee Ceſar. then, and ſtrive.to.pleaſe him too-, 
Reſign him alli byt yet this Rule intend,. 

Thar future things on Accidents depenlt. 
Your Throne ard, Scepter give into his hand. 
And without Murmur yield to his Command: 
He will believe that Juſtice he ſhall do, 

If he your Father's Teſtament purſue z, _. 
Beſides, this ſizual Service you, have done, 
Will give you ſtill ſome Title to your Throne. 
Entire ſubmiſſion to his Orders ſhew, + 
Applaud his Judgment, but then ler him go. 

That time for our Revenge will be moſt fit, 

When we can Act, as well as think of it. 

With temper let theſe Paſſions then be both, 

Which were excited by youe Silter's Scorn. 
Boaſts are dit Airy and he revehyrs beſt, © | 
Who acts his braver Thoughts, yet talks the leaſt. 

Pro. O thy Advice my greateft Comfort brings, 

A Prudent Counſellor's the bliſs of Kings. 

Come dear Supporter of my Throne, let's go, 

And, to ſave all, on Cæſar all beſtow. 

His Pride let's flatter with an empty State, 

And with our whole Fleet on him hither Wait. 

i. X 4 After 
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What Rival of the God: is ae 
bo dare's do more than they? 
Whoſe Feet the Fates . a kiſs, 
And Sea and Land obey. . 15 
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Seer Gode: ar wvell as Men ſubmit, 
And Czfar's favour woog -* 
Virtus her ſelf may think it-fit 
That Egypt court him too. 
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But Pompey's Heads à rate Ne ah 

For by that impious price 
The God leſs Noble will appear, 
1 ban do's the Sacrifice. 
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If Fuftice be 4 thing divine, 
The Gods ſhould it maintain; 


For us Pattempt what they decline, _ 
Would be as n vain. OR T_ b 


. , 4 bs 
| a 
by wal ib) 0 9 94 6 1 


A 


LY 


How FAS ra is our Prince's Fate?” j I 


What hazard do's he run? b- 
He muſt be wicked to be great, | 5 
Or, ro be juſt, undone. | | A * 
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ACT III. SCENE J. 
Obarmion, Acheter 
arne N 


LEI 


— pieds de Geler Jul ra pp conronue, 

Cleopatre renſerme en ſou Apartement, . ww 

Er ſans 5'en 6mouvoin aitend Jon compliment: 

Comment BOMMere n- vous une Ap haut aine? 
Acho.Unorgueil yg & alia digne d une Reine, 

Qui ſoutient avec ceur & mignanimte 

L'honneur de ſa nei aw, 0 de ja dignith, 


LY pourray-je parler 
Chat "New, mats efte enveye 


Seavoir à cet abord et qu on 4 ben de Ie, 

Ce qu à ce beau preſent 22 4 temoigne, 

Fil a paru content, au Sil Fa dedaigne, 

il traite avec douceur, H il traite avec empire, 

Ce qu a nos aſſaſſins enfin il a p dire. 

© Ach. La ro de Fompee 4 prodait at offers 

Dont ils nont pas ſujet d eſtre fort ſatisfaits, 

. Je ne ſt fi Ceſar prendroit plaiſir  feindre, 

Mais pour eux juſqw'icy je trowve lieu de crainare; 
Nit aimoient Prolomee, ils Font for mal ſeruy. 

yu Pavez ven * & moy je lay ſuiuy. 


es 
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ATE III. SCENE 1. 
BR | Charmion, Aoboreus. 


CnAAM ION. 


ES, whilſt the King himſelf is gone to meet 
Cæſar, and lay his Scepter at his Feet, 4 
To her Apartment Ct went. ** 
And there unmov'd expects his Compliment. 

What words have you to cloath this Humour in? 

Ach Tis Noble Pride, and worthy of a Qucenz 
Who with Heroick Courage does make good 
The Honour of her Rank, and of her Blood. 

May I ſpeak to Her? 
1 52 _ Char. No, but ſhe hath ſent. 
Me to enquire this Meetings great Event. 

How Cæ ſar on this Gift himſelf explain d, 
Whether it were acknowledg d or diſdain'd ; 

If he the fierce takes, or the gentler way, 

And what he to our Murtherers could ſay, 

Acho. The Head of Pompey bath already coſt 
More, than they will have any cauſe to boalt ; 
For whether Cæſar be or ſeem ſevere, | 
Yet I for them have ground enough to fear. 

If they lov'd Prolomy, they ſerv'd him ill; 
You ſaw him part, and I purſy d him {LIL 


When 
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Ses vaiſſeaux en bon ordre ont eloignc Us ville, 

Et pour undi Ceſar mont avance Sed Ack, 
1] venoit à plein voile, & fi dans les hazards 

II eprowua toitjours pleine Faveur de Mars, 

Sz Flote qu d lenuy favoriſoit Neptune 

Avoit le vent en poupe ainſi que ſa fortune. 

Dec le premier abord noſtre Prince 6tonnb ©. * N 
Ne feſt plus ſouvenu de ſon front FLA 

Ca frayeur à paru ſous ſa fauſſe allegreſſe, 

Toutes ſes actions ont ſenty la baſſeſſt, 

Fon ay rougy moy-meſme, & me frie Phiur 
De voir id Ptolomee, & n'y voir point de Roy, 
Et Ceſar qui lifoit ſa peur ſur ſon'viſage '' 
Te flatoit pur pitie pour luy donner courage. 
Luy une voix tombante offrant ce dn fatal, 
Seigneur, vous n'avez plus, 4 dit-il, de Rival, 


Ce que n'ont pd les Dieux dans voſtre Theſſalie, 


Je vay mettre en vos mains Fompee, & Cornelie, 
En voicy deſia un, & pour l autre, elle fuit, 
Mais avec ſix vaiſſeaux un des miens la pourſuit, 
A ces mots Achillas decouvre cette telle, 

1 femble qu's purler encor elle Sapreſte, 
2u'a ce nouvel affront un reſte de chaleur 

En ſanglots mal formez exhale ſa douleur. 

$a bouche encore ouverte & ſa venus egarte ' 
Rappellent ſa grande ame à peine ſtparee,' ' 

Et ſon couroux mourant ſuit un dernier ow: 
Pour reprocher aux Dieux ſa defaite & ſa mort. 


ns _ .. rn Gm. _ 
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When from the City his well-order'd Fleet 
Advance d a League, that they might Ceſar meet, 
He with ſpread Sails arriv'd; and as in Wars 
He ſtill had been the Favourite of Mars, 
So Neptune to his Navy was ſo-kind, 


His Fortune was not fairer than his Wind. L 


Our Prince was ſo aſtoniſh'd when they met, 

As if he did his Crowned Head forget. 
Through his falſe Joy his Terror he confeſs'd, 
And all his Actions his low Thoughts expreſs'd: 

I my ſelf bluſnd as at a ſhameful thing, 

There to ſee Prolomy, but not the King: 

Ceſar, who.ſaw his Courage thus expire, 

In Pity flatter'd him, to raiſe it higher. 

He with low Voice offering his fatal Gift, 

Now Sir, ſays he, you have no Rival left. 
What in Tbeſſalia not the gods could do, 

give you Pompey and Cornelia too. 

« Here's one; and though the other flight did take, 
« Six Ships of mine will quickly bring her back. 
Achillas then the great Head did expoſe, 
Which ſtill to ſpeak it ſelf ſeem'd to diſpoſe. 
At this new Injury ſome warm Remain 
Did in imperfe&t Groans ſeem to complain. 
thought his open Mouth and ghaſtly Look 
Kecall d the Soul, which ſcarce her leave had took; 
And his laſt Anger ſeem d, with dying breath, 

To ne the gods with his Defeat and Death. 
Ceſar 
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Ceſar a cet abet comme frape du fondre, 

Et comme ne /parhent que creire, on gud reſoudre, 
Immobilt, & let yenze ſur Fobjet g,, 
Nous tient am loug-tempa: ſes fentiment catben; 
Et je diray, ſi p eſe en fame care. 
Que par un mos uement c à 1a Nature, 
Luclque maligne jane en ſan cu geleuoit, 
Dont ſa gloire indignee à peine ſaubait. 
Luaiſe dt user la Terre à ſon power feiinuſd 
Chatodlullait weigre lay ſow a e fn 
Et de cette dau ſor efptit cm 
Avec un peu deut raſſezreit fa uertu. 

Sil aime [a grumdeur, il hait Ia per fedze, 

Il ſe juge en autrim ſe taſte, in,, 
Examine en fetret ſa joe & ſer douleurs, 
Les balance, chit, laiffe conler der plenyss 
Et forgant fe vertu dH re encor ba \weifirefſe, 

Se montre generenx par un truit de faibieſſe. 

En ſuite if fait ofter ce prefent de fer eur, 
Leve les mains enſemble & les regards aux Cieuy, 
Laſche deux ou trois mots rontee cette inſaleuen, 
Puis tout triſte & penſif ils Sabſtiene an ſilence, 
Et meſme à fes Romains ne daigne repartir 
Que d'un regard farouche, & dun profond ſoup iy 
Eu fin ayant pris terre avec trente Calortet, 

14 ſe ſaifit du port, it ſe ſaifit des portes, 
Met des Gardes par tout, & des ordres ſecrets, 
Fait vor ſa defiance ainſi que ſes regrets, 


Parte 
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Ceſar ſeemd Thunder: ſtricken at this view, 
As not refoly'd what to believe or do. | 
Immoveably on that ſad Object ty d. \ 
He, lang from us big inward Thought did hide; 4 
And I would , if I durſt make a gueſs 
By what our Nature uſes to expreſs 
Some ſuch malignant Pleaſure. he enjoꝶ d. 
As his offended Honour ſcaxce. deſtroy'd. , 
That the, whole World now in his power lies, 
Could not but bring ſome flattering durprize. 
But though a-while this Couflict he endur d. 
Yet his great Soul it ſelf ſoon re- aſſur d. | 
Though he loves Power, yet he Treaſon hates, 
Himſelf he judges, on himſelf debates. 
Each Joy and Grief at Reaſon's Bar appears, 
At length reſolv d, he firſt let fall ſome Tears. 
His Virtue's Empire he by force regains, _ 
And nobleſt Thoughts by that weak ſign explains. 
The horrid Preſent from his ſight expell'd, 
His Eyes and Hands he up to Heav'n held, 
In a few words their Inſolence repreſs d, 
And after did in penſive Silence reſt :. 
Nor even to his Romans could reply, 
But with a heavy Sigh and furious Eye. 
At laſt with thirty Cohorts come to Land. 
To ſeize the Gates and Ports he does command. 
The Guards he ſet, and ſecret Orders ſent, 
Shew his Diſtruſt, as well as Diſcontent. 


Egypt 


Que m oſſtriroit de pis la Fortune ennemie, 


Elle qui d'un meſme il les donne, & les dedaigne, 
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Parle #Egypre en maiſtre, & de fon adverſtire 
Non plus comme ennemy, mais comme few th 
Voila ce 7 Jay wes. 
1 Char. Voila ce e 

Ce qu au juſte O fir la Reine demandoit. 

e vay bien la ravir avec cette — 1 
Vous, continues luy ce ſervice fidelle. 

Acho. Quelle n'en doute point. Mais Ceſer view, 
Peignez-luy bien nos gens pales & defolez, [allez, 
Et moy, ſoit que Piſſue en ſoit douce, ou funeſte, 
Jiray Pentretenir quand j auray ven le reſte. 


SCENE l. 


Ceſar, *Ptolomez, ' Lepide, Photin, Achore:, 
Soldats Romains, Soldats Egyptiens. 

Pto. Seigneur, monteæ au troͤne, & commandes ic). 

Ceſ. Connoiſſez-vous Ceſar de luy parler ainſi? 


A moy qui tiens le trone egal a Tinfamie? 
Certes Rome à ce coup pourroit bien ſe vanter 
D'avoir eu juſte lieu de me perſecuter. 


Qui ne voit rien aux Rois quelle aime, ou qu ell. 
craigne, | GL 
| | Et 
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Eg ypt he ſpeals of as a Province won, 
And now calls Pampe not a Foe, but Son. 
This 1 obſerv C TC. * 
© Char: By which the Queen may find 
The juſt Ofiris to her Vows inclin'd: 
Whilſt with this happy News to her I flye, 
Do you preſerve her your Fidelity. 

Acho. Ne er doubt it ʒ but here Cæ ſar comes, go then 
Deſcribe the Conſternat ion of our Men: 
And whatſoever proves to be their Fate, 
Ill firſt obſerve, and then to her relate. 


SCENE I. 


Ceſar, Ptolomy, Lepidus, Photinus, Achoreus, 
| Roman and Egyptian Soldiers. 


Pto. Great Sir, aſcend the Throne, and govern Us. 

Cef. Do you know Ceſar, and ſpeak to him thus? 
What worſe could envious Fortune offer me? 
Who alike hate a Crown and Infamy. @: 
This to accept, would all my Boaſt confute, ' 
That Rome did me unjuſtly perſecute: 
Rome, who both ſcorns, and gives Crowns ry 

where, 
And nothing ſees in Kings to love or fear; 
a Nays 
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Et qui verſe en nos cæurs avec lame, & le ſang, 
Et la haine du nom, & le mepris du rang. 

C'eſt ce que de Pompee il vous faloit apprenare, 
Kil en euſt aime Poffre, il euſt ſeu Sen defendre, 
E le trone & le Roy ſe ſeroient ennoblis 

"A ſobttenir la main qui les a reſtablis. 

Joux euſſiez pi tomber, mais tout convert de gloire 
Hoſtre cheute euſt valu la plus haute Victoire, 

Et ſi voſtre deſtin n'euſt pu vous en ſawver, 
Ceſar euſt pris plaiſir a vous en relever. 

Vous nu ͤ pi former une fi noble envie z 

Mais quel droit auviez-vous ſur cette illuſtre vie? 
Que vous devoit ſon ſang pour y tremper vos mains, 
Vous qui deves reſpect au moindre des Romains ? 
Ay je vaincu pour vous dans les Champs de Pharſale? 
Es par une victoire aux vaincus trop fatale, 

Vous ay. je acquis ſur eux ence dernier effort 

La puiſſance abſolue, & de vie, & de mort? 
Mey qui na jamais pu la ſouſfrir à Pompec, 

La ſouffriray-je en vous ſur luy-meſme uſurpee, 

Et que ge mon bonheur vous ayes abuſe 

Fuſqu'a plus attenter que je n'aurois ofe ? 

De quel nom apres tout penſeg- vous que je nomme 
Ce coup ou vous tranchez du ſouveram de Rome, 
Et qui ſur un ſcul Chef luy fait bien plus d affront, 
Que ſur tant de milliers ne fit le Roy de Pont ? 
Penſez-vous que j ignore, ou que je diſſimule 


Ar vous n auric æ pas en pour moy plus de ſtrupule, 
E 
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Nay, at ovr Birth, does all our Souls enflame, 
To ſlight the Rank, and to abhor the Name. 
This Truth you might have learn'd from Pompey, who 
If he ſuch Offers lik'd, could ſhun them too. 
Both Throne and King had honour'd been, rafford 
Service to him who had them both reſtor d: 


So glorious had been even ill Succeſs, 


In ſuch a Cauſe, that Triumphs had been leſs : 
And if your Fortune Safety had deny'd, 
To have beſtow'd it, had been Czſar's Pride: 
But, though you would not own ſo brave a Strife, 
What Right had you to that illuſtrious Life? 
Who that rich Blood to waſh your Hands allow'd, 
That to the meaneſt Roman ſhould have bow'd ? 
Was it for you Pharſalia's Field I won, | 
Wherein ſo many Nations were undone ? 
And did I purchaſe at ſo high a rate, 
That you ſhould be the Arbitrers of Fate ? 
If i in Pompey that could ne er admit, 
Shall you eſcape, o'er him aſſuming it ? 
How much is my Succeſs abus'd by you, 
Who attempt more than ever I durſt do? 
What Name, think you, will ſuch a Blow become, 
Which has uſurp'd the Sovereignty of Rome; 
And in one Perſon did affront her more, | 
Then could the Aan Maſſacre before? 
Do you imagine [ ſhall cer agree, 
You would have been more ſcrupulous for me ? 
| Fg No, 
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Et que Sil meuſt vaincu, voſtre eſprit complaiſant 

Luy faiſoit de ma teſte un ſemblable pri ſent? 

Graces 4 ma vittoire, on me rend des hommages 

On ma fuite euſt regen toutes ſurtes domtrages, 

Au vainqueur, non 4 moy, vous faites tout Fhonneut, 

H Ceſar en jouit, ce n'eſt que par bonheur. | 

Amitié dangerenſe, & redoutable zele, 

Que regle la Fortune, & qui tourne avec elle. 

Mais parlez, eſt trop eſtre interdit & confus. 
Pto, Fe he ſuis, ii eſt vray, ſi jamais je le fus, 

Et vous meſme avokres que j ay ſujet de Peſtre. 
Eftant ne Souverain, je vois icy mon maiſtre, 

Icy diſ-je, ou ma Cour tremble en me regardant, 

Ou je n'ay point encor ag qu en commandant, 

Je vois une autre Conr, ſous une autre puiſſance, 

Et ne puis plus agir qu auec obeiſſuncte. 

De voſtre ſeul aſpect je me ſuis veu ſurpris, 

Juges ſi vos diſcuurs r aſſeurent mes eſprits, 

Jugeg par quels moyens je puis ſortir d un trouble 

Que forme le reſpect;, que la crainte redouble, - 

Et ce que vous peut dire un Prince epouvante 

De voir tant de colere, & tant de majeſte. 

Dans ces etonnemens dont mon ame eft frapee 

De rencontrer en vous le vangeur de Pomper, 

Il me ſouvient pourtant que i fut naſtre appuy, 

Nous vous deumes deſſors autant & plus qu d luy, 

Voſtre faveur pour nous eclata la premiere, 


Tout re qu'il fit apres fut a woſtre priere- 


Il 
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No, had you Pompey here Victorious ſeen, 

My Head to him had ſuch a Preſent been : 

I to my Conqueſt your Submiſſions owe, 

When all Wrongs had purſu'd my Overthrow. 

You do adore the Conqueror, not me; | 

I but enjoy it by Felicity. 

Dangerous Friendſhip | Kindneſs to be fear'd ! 

Which turns with Fortune, and by her is ſteer'd. 

But ſpeak z this Silence does encreaſe your Sin. 
Pto. Never hath my Confuſion greater been 

And I believe, Sir, you'll allow it me, | 

Since I, a King born, now a Maſter fee. 

Where, at my Frown, each Man did trembling ftand, 

And ev'ry Word of mine was a Command 8 

I ſee a new Court, and another ſway, 

And I have nothing left but to obey : 

Your very Look abates my Spirits force, 

And can it be regain'd by your Difcourſe? - 

Judge how I can from ſuch a Trouble ceaſe, 

Which my Reſpects create, and Fears encreaſe: 

And what can an aſtoniſh'd Prince expreſs, 

Who Anger ſees in that Majeſtick Dreſs > - 

And whoſe Amazements do his Soul ſubdue, 

That Pompeys Death ſhould be reyeng d by you: - 

Yet I muſt ſay, whatever he beſtow'd, - 

We owe you more than ever him we ow'd : 

Your Favour was the firſt to us expreſt, 

And all he did, was done at your Requeſt 3 | 

2-3 He 
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I emeut le Senat pour des Rois outrages 

Que ſans cette priere il auroit negliges. . 
Mais de ce grand Senat les ſaintes ordonnancet 
Euſſent peu fait pour nous, Seigneur, ſans vos finances, 
Par. la de nos mul ins le ſeu Roy vint à bout, 

Et pour en bien parler, nous vous devons le tout. 
Nous avons honor? voſtre amy, voſtre genare, 
Juſqu à ce qu d vous-meſme il ait ofe ſe prendre: 
Mais voyant ſon pouvoir de vos ſuccez faloux 
Paſſer en tyrannie, & g armer contre Vous... 

Cel. Tout: beau, que voſtre haine en ſon ſang aſſouvit 
Naille point à ſa gloire, il ſuffit de ſa vie, 

N avancez rien icy que Rome ofe nier, 
Et juſtifiez-vous ſans la calomnier. 

Pto. Je laiſſe donc aux Dieuæ à juger ſes penſees, 
Et diray ſeulement qu en vos guerres paſſees, 
Ou vous fuſtes force par tant d indigniteæ, 

Tous nos veux ont eft6 pour vos proſperites : 

Que comme il yous traitoit en mortel ad ver ſaire, 
Jay crũ ſa mort paur vous un malheur neceſſaire, 
Et que ſa baine in juſte aug mentant tous les jours 
Juſque dans les (Enfers chercherait du ſecours, 

Ou qu enfin, Sil tomboit deſſuus uoſtre puiſſunce, 
11 naus falloit pour vous crainare voſtre clemence, 
Et que le ſentiment d un ceur trop genereux | 
Uſant mal de vos droits vous tendiſt malkheureux. 

Jay donc conſiders qu'en ce peril extreme - 
Nous vous devions, Scignenr,-ſervir malgry Vous 

meſme, a 
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He did the Senate move for injur'd Kings, +. 
And them that Prayer to our Afliftance brings: 
But all that he for Et could obtain, 
Without your Mony, Sir, had been in vain : 
By that his Rebels our late King ſubdu d, 
And you have Right to all our Gratitude. | 
We Pompey, as your Friend and Son, rever'd ; 
But when he your Competitor appear d, 
When of your Fortune he ſuſpiciaus grew, 
Tyranny ſought, and dar'd to tight with you—— 


Ceſ. Forbear, your Hatred's Thirſthis Bloodſup- 


Touch not his Glory, let his Life ſuffice, [plicss- 
Say nothing here that Rome ſtill dares deny, 
But plead you Cauſe without a Calumny. 

Pro. Then let the Gods be Judges of Wo 
] only ſay, that in the Wars laſt fought, 1 
To which ſo. many. Wrongs did you perſwade, 40 
Our Vows for your Succeſs were only made: x 
And ſince he ever ſought your. Blood to wi E 
| thought his Death a neceſſary Ill. 5 
For as his groundleſs Hatred daily grew. 
He would, by all ways, the Diſpute renew] 3 
Or if, at lengths he. fell into your Hand, A8 5 
We fear d your Mercy would your Right wind; 3 3 
For to that Pitch your Senſe of Honour flies, 
As wou d to Fame your Safety ſacrifice 3 
Which made me judge, 1 in ſo extream an iu, FAIRY 
We ought to ſerve you, Sir, againſt your Will © 

8 14 My 
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Et ſans attendre dordre en cette orraſivh; 
Mon Sele ardent V's priſe a ma conflion, 
Vous men deſguatits, vous Fimputer à crime, 
Mais pour ſeruir Geſar nen a illegitime, © 
. 
Vous pouvez en jour, & de deſaprodiuer, / | 
Et j ay plus fait poor wous, plus — 
Puiſque eſt d autumt uus uon immoler te 
Et que ce ſur rice ift pur mon'Younr 
Vent uſſeure in ver aver voſtre p,] 
Geſ. Votre lachs attentut chebrhd avet trop 4 r 
Do. tauvaiſes rouleys &. lt froitet exeuſtr. 
Votre zelt eftvit fanx i ſont i] reuburi;ʒ 
Ce que le Mami entle ——— 
Et Y'il onus d dum ths traintts tho) fubrites, 
Qui m'oftent tot" le fruit te hot gutrret tiviles, 
Os Phonnear foul eig age, &- ip phi terminer, 
Os mes plus dangeſtusm & plus grantit adver ſaires,” 
Si- taſt qu ils ſont vlintas, nt ſbur plus que mes freres, 
Et mon ambition u vis qu tet förrer, Ne 
Abant dompre leur hum, i uivrt, &. wenbraſer, 
O combies Callie ne . ae. 
Auui. elæ tale deſſur toute Is Tft, 
Si Pon vvybt mutcber deſſur un mm char 
Vainqueurs de tir diſtorde, & Pomper, e 
Voila ces grands mathears que crajpnoit voſtre Kale 
O cratnte ridicule 6 4 
Vous 
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My forward Zeal th" Oceaſion did embrace, 
Without your Lea and to my own Diſgrace: 
But nothing dome ſor you deſerves that Name: 
I ſtain'd my Hande, your Danger to remove, 
Which Act you may enjoys. and diſapprovez 
Nay, by my Guilt, my Merit higher << 
Since I my Glory gave for your Repoſe 3 
And by that greateſt Victim have procur'd - JEN x 
Your Glory, and your Power, to be aſſur d. 

Cæſ. Lou employ, Protory, ſuch crafty Work 
And weak Excuſes, as your Cauſe affords; 
Your Zeal was falſe, if waa afnid.e fon... 1 
What all Mankind begg'd of the serben be: 
And did ta you ſuch Subtleties convey, | 
As ſtole the Fruit of all my 1 ü 
Where Honour me engag'd, and where the end 
Was of a Fot ſubdu d, to make a Friend; 
Where the worſt Enemies that I have met, 
When they are conquer d, I an Brothers treat: 
And my Ambition only this defign'd, | 
To kill their-Hate, andiforte them 10 be kind ; 
How bleſt a Period of the War't had been, 
If the plad World m 
Pompey and Oeſar at once to have ſate, 
Triumphant over all their ſormer Hate! 
Theſe were the Dangers yon fear d ſhould befall 4 
O Fear Ridiculous, and Criminal! 


You 
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Vous craigniez ma clemence, ab wayez plus ce ſoin, 
Soubaitez-la plutoſt, vous en aves beſoin, _ 
Si je n'avois egard quiaux loix de la Fuftice, 
Je nm appaiſerois Rome auer voſtre\ſupplice, 
Sans que ny vos reſpetss,, ny yoſtre repentir, 

Ny woſtre' dignits vous puſſent garantir. | © 
Voſtre . trone. luy-meſme em ſerort le Theatre: 
Mais voulant epargner le ſang de Cleapatre, 
Fimpute 4 vos flateurs toute la trahiſon, ' ' 
Et je venus voir comment vous en ferez raiſon; 
Survant les ſeutimeus dont vous ſereꝶ capable 

Je ſpauray vous tenir innocent, os coupable. 
Cependant à Pompee elevet des Auttls, 
Rendez-luy les honneurs gu on rend aux. Inmortels, 
Par un prompt ſacrifice expics tous Vos crimes, 
Et ſur tout penſez bien aux choix de vos. _ 
Allez y donner ordre, & me laiſſuæ i, 
W les miens Jr youu autre gen 


80 7 . m. 
2 Leid. 
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Ceſ. Aue aver vous deu cette Reine adorable? 
Ant Oi», Seigneur, je i ay deu, cle of meomparable, 

Le Ciel n'a point encor par; de ſi doux accords 
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You fear'd my Mercy, but that Trouble quit, 
And wiſh it rather; you have need of it. 
For I am ſure ſtrict Juftice would conſent 
I ſhould appeaſe Rome with your Puniſhment. 
Not your Reſpects, nor your Repentance now, 
No nor your Rank, preſerves you from that Blow: 
Ev'n on your Throne I would revenge your Guilt, 
But Cleopatra's Blood muſt. not be ſpilt: 
Wherefore your Flatterers only I condemn, 
And muſt expect you'll do me Right on them: 
For what in this I ſhall obſerve you do 
Muſt be the Rule of my Eſteem for you: 
To the great Pompey Altars now erect, 5 
And to him pay, as to the Gods, Reſpeck. 
By Sacrifices your Offence expel, 
But have a Care you chuſe your Victims well. 
Go then, and whilſt you do for this prepare, 
I muſt ſtay here about another Care. 


SCENE III. 


' Ceſar, Antonius, Lepidus. 
Ceſ. Antonius, have you this bright Princeſs ſeen? 
Ant. Les, Sir, I have, and ſhe's a matchleſs Queen; 


With ſuch. proportion Heav'n never yet 
All Beauties both of Mind and Body knit; 
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Une majeſte bes ipand fur ſon viſuge 
Dequoy £ aſſujettir le plas noble courage, 
Ses jeux ſyavent ravir, ſan diſcours ſpait chermer, 
Et ſi j̃ eftais Cſar je la vaudrois aimer. 
Ceſ. Comme a. ell. recon les offres de m flame? 
Ant. Comme woſant la crome, & d croyent dans 
Par un refſus modeſie, & fait pour inviter, [1 ame; 
Elle gen dit maine, & la croit merit r. 
Ceſ. * f je efire ins? 
Ant. Doster gu elle vous ain, 
Elke qui 4 vers ſeul attend ſor Diadime, 
Qui weſpere qu en vous! Douter de ſes ardeurs, 
Vous qui la pauues mer tre an faafie | des grandeurs! 
Que voſtre amour ſans crainte 4 ſon amour pretende, 
Au vainqueur de Pompde il ſau que tout ſe rende, 
Et vous Pepronueres, Elli craint toutefors 
L'ordingire mepris que Rom fait des Rais, 
Et ſur tout elle craint (amour de Calphurnie : 
Mais Pune & autre crainte 4 voſtre aſpect bannie, 
Vous ferez ſucceder un efpoir afſez doux, 
Lors que vous daigneres luy dire un mot pour vous. 
Ceſ. Allons done laffranchir de cer frivoles craintes, 
Luy montrer de mon ceur les ſenſibles IG; 
Allons, ne tardons plus. 
Ant. Avant que de lo a. 
Seeler que Cornelie e en voſtre pouvuoir ; 
Septime vous Pamene orgueiltenx de ſon crime, 
Et penſe aupres de vous ſe mettre en haute eftime. 


Sie 
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So ſweet a, Greatneſs in her Face does ſhine, 
The Nobleſt Courage mult it refiga z 
Her Looks and Language with ſuch. eaſe ſubdue; 
If I were Ceſar, I ſhould love her tuo. 
Ceſ. How.was the Offer of my Love receiv'd ? 
Ant. As doubted, and yet inwardly. believ d: 
She modeſtly declin'd her higheſt Aims, _ 
And thinks ſhe merits, . what ſhe moſt diſclaims. 
Ge. But can I hape her Love? AR 
Ant. Can ſhe have yours? 
As that your Joys, ſo this her Crown ſecures, 
To gain that Heart can you believe it hard, 
Whoſe Kindneſs you with Empire can reward? 
Then let your Paſſion all its Doubts disband, 
For what can Pompey's Conqueror withſtand > 
But yet her Feat᷑ to her Remembrance brings, 
How little Rome hath ever valu'd King: 
And more than that, ſhe dreads Cadpharnia's Lovez 
But both theſe Rubs your Preſence will remove, 
And your ſucceſsful Hope all Miſts will break, 
If you vouchfaſe but for your ſelf to ſpeak. _ 
Ceſ. Let's go then, and theſe needleſs Scruples quit, 
Shewing my Heart to Her that wounded it: 
Come let oy no longer. 
» 2 Ant. But firſt know, 
Cornelia is 3 Power now: 
Keptimius brings her, boaſting of his Fault, 


And thinks ar hath your Favour _ 
ut 


* 
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Si. toſt qu ils ont pris port, vos Chefs par vous inſtruit. 
Sans leur rien temoigney les ont icy conduits. 

Ceſ. Quelle entre. Ab, l importune & fache 
Qu à mon impatience elle ſemble cruelle ! 
O Ciel! & ne pourray. je enfin à mon amour 
Donner en liberté ce qui reſte du jour? 


SCENE IV. 
| Ceſar, Cornelie, Antoine, Lepide, Septime. 


1 ! 


Sept. Seigneur. 
Cel. Allez, Septime, allez vers voſtre maiſtre, 
Ceſar ne peut ſouffrir la preſence d'un traiſtre; 
D'un Romain lache aſſez pour ſervir ſous un Ry, 
Aprés avoir ſeruy ſour e & ſous moy. 
[Septime rentre. 
Corn. Ceſar, car le Deſtin que dans tes fers je brave 
Me fait ta priſonniere, & nos pas ton eſclave, 
Et tu ne pretens pas qu'il mabate le crur 
Juſqu à te renate hommage, & te nommer Seigneur; 
De quelque rude trait qu'il m'oſe avoir frapee, 
Vefvue du jeune Craſſe, & vefve de Pompee, 
Fille de Scipion, & pour dire encor plus, 
Romaine, mon courage eſt encor au deſſus, 
Et de tous les aſſauts que ſa rigueur me livre, 
Rien ne me fait rougir que la honte de vivre. 
Fay veu mourir Pompte, & ne lay pas ſuivy, 
Et bien que le meyen men aye eſ(s ravy, © 
3 Qu unt 
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But once-aſhore; your Guards (by Orders taught) | 
No notice-tookz but hither both have brought. 
Cæſ. Then let her entent Ah unwelcome News! 
Which my Impatience docs ſo roughly uſe! 

O Heav'n!. and am I not allow'd topay | 
tings eee e 


8 0 E N E IV. 
Ceſar, Cornelia, Antonius, Lepidus, * 


Sept. Sir, — 

Cæſ. Go Seprimins, for your Maſter look, 
Ceſar a Traitor's Preſence cannot brook; - 
A Roman, who to ſerve a King could be 
Content, when he had Pompey ſerv'd, and me. 

[Exit Septimius. 

Corn. Ceſar, that envious Fate which I can brave, 
Makes me thy Prifoner, but not thy Slave: 
Expect not then my Heart ſhould &er afford 
To pay thee Homage, or to call thee Lord: 
How rude ſoever Fortune makes her Blow, 
I, Craſſus Widow once, and Pompey's now, 
Great Scipio's Daughter, and, (what's higher yet) 
A Roman, have a Courage ſtill more great; 
And, of-all ſtrokes her Cruelty can give, 
— can make me bluſh, but that I live, 
And have not follow'd Pompey when he dy'd; 
For though the Means to do it were deny d, 


And 


& 
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 Maye ofte te feceurs, au fer; & der andery 
Je dois rougit powrt ant apres un tel nallienr 


Fe te lay defia dit, Ceſar, je ſuis Romaine, 


FRY 


6. 


Qu une pitis oracle à mes donleurs profetides 


De nauair pd mourir dum exces dt denleunr. 
Ma mort eſtoit ma glowe, & le Deftin en priue, 


Pour croiſtre mes malhetrs, d me ume ts captive; 
Je dois bien toutefois rendre graces aux Dieux, 


De ce quien arrivant je trouve en ves lieux, 


Que Ceſar y commande, & non pas Þrojomee, 
Helas! & ſous quel aſtre, d Ciel, m'as-tu forme, 
S je leur dois des veux de ce qu ils ont peemis 


Que je rencontre icy mes plus grands enmemit;| Prince 


Et tombe entre leurs mains, plutoff qui aux ] dun 

— — ſa Province. 
Ceſar; de ta victoire route moins te bruit, 

Elie weft que teffet du malbeur qui me ſuit, 

Fe lay ports pour dot chez Pompte & chew Crafſe, 

Deux fors du Monde entier jay cauſe ia diſgrace, 

Deux fois de mon Hymen te neud mal afſorty 

A chaſſe tous les Dicur du plus juſte party. 

Heureuſe en mes matheurs ſi ce trifte Hymente 

Pour le bonbeur de Rome @ Ceſar meuſt donnee, 

Ex j j euſſe avec moy porte dans ta maiſon = 

D'un aftre ewvenims i inuincibie poiſon. 

Car enfin nutreur pas que j abaiſſe me haine, 


Et quoy que ta captive, un ceur comme le mien 
De peur de Poublier ne te demande rien, 


Or- 


— 
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And crifel Pity would not let me have 
The quick aſſiſtance of a Steel or Wave; 
Yet I'm aſham d, that; after ſuth a Woe, 
Grief had not done as much as they could do 
Death had been glorious, and had ſet me free, 
As from my Sorrow then, ſo now from thee. 
vet I muſt thank the Gods, though ſo ſevere, 
That ſince I myſt come hither, thou art here: 
That Ceſar reigns here, and not Prolomy z 
And yet, O Heav'n! what Stars do govern me? 
That ſome faint kind of Satisfaction tis, 
To meet here with my greateſt Enemies; 
And into their Hands that I rather fall, 
Than into his that ow'd my Husband all. a 
But of thy Conqueſt, Ceſar, make no boaſt, 
Which to my ſingle Deſtiny thou ow'ſt; 
I both my Husbands Fortunes have defac'd, 
And twice have caus d th'whole World to bediſgrac'dy 3 
My Nuptial Knot twice ominouſly ty'd, | 
Baniſh'd the Gods from the uprighter ſide; 
Happy in Mis'ry I had been, if it, 
For Rome s advantage, had with thee been knit; 
And gn thy Houſe that I could ſo diſpenſe 
All my own Stars malignant Influence: 
For never think my Hatred can grow leſs, 
Since I the Roman Cotiſtancy profeſs; - _ 
And though thy Captive, yet a Heart, like mine, 
Can never ſtoop to hope for ought from thines  _ . 
| Z Comes © 


* 
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Ordonne, & ſans vouloir u il tremble, ou Ses 


Souviens-toy ſeulement que je ſuis Cornelie. 
Ceſ. O & un illuſtre c poux noble & digne moitie, 

Dont le courage tonne, & le ſort fait pitis! + 

Certes vas ſentimens font aſſez reconnoiftre - 

Qui vous donna la main, & gui vous donna Pefire; 

Et Pon juge aiſement an cœur que vous portes 

O# vous eftes entree, & de qui vous ſortex. 

Lame du jeune Craffe, & calle de Pompee; 

L'une & autre vertu par le matheur trompee, 

Le ſang des Scipions protecteur de nos Dieux, 

Parlent par voſtre bouche, & brillent dans unt geux, 

Et Rom dans ſes murs ne voit point de famille, 

Qui ſoit plus honoree, ou de femme, ou de fille. 

Pleuſt au grand Fupiter, pleuſt d ces meſme Dieur, 

Qu Annibal euſt braver jadis ſans vos ayent, 

Que ce Heros fi cher dont le Ciel vous ſepare 

N*euſt pas fi mal connu la Cour d'un Roy Barbare, 

Ny mieux aime tenter une incertaine foy, 

Que la vieille amitis qu'il euſt trowute en moy ! 

Qu il euſt voulu ſouffrir qu um bonheur de mes armer 

Euſt vameu ſes ſouppons, diſip ſes alarmes, 

Et qu'enfin m attendant, ſans plus ſe defier, 

Im euſt donne moyen de me juſtifier. 

Alors foulant aux pieds la Diſtorde, & PEnviez 

Fe Peuſſe conjurt de ſe dunner la vie, 

D' anblier ma vitfoire, & daimer un rival 

Heureux deveir vaincy pour vivre ſon gal. 


e Teaſe 


* 


G but think not to bed my Will, 
Remember this I am Cornelia ſtill. 
Ceſ. O worthy Widow of a Man ſo brave! 
Whoſe Courage, Wonder, Fate does Pity craves 
Your generous Thoughts do quickly make us know 
To whom your Brith, to whom your Love you owe 
And we may find, by your Heart's glorious frame, 
Both tb, and from, what Families you came ;- 
Young Craſſus Soul, and Pompey's too, 
Whoſe Virtues Fortune cheated of their due: 
The Scipio's Blood, who ſav'd our Deities, 
Speak in your Tongue, and ſparkle in your Eyes; 
And Rome her ſelf hath not an ancient 8d em, 
Whoſe Wiſe or Daughter hath more honour*d went 
Would to thoſe Gods your Aticeſtors once ſav d, 
When Hannibal them at their Altars bravd, 
That your dear Hero had 'declin'd this Port, 
And better known a falſe Barbartan's Court; 
And had not his uncertain Honour-try'd, * 
But rather on our ancient Eove'rely'd;, © 
That he had ſuffer d my ſucceſsful Arms, 
Only to vanquiſh his unjuſt Alarms; 
Then he, without diſtruſting me, had ſtay'd 
Till he had heard what Ceſar could have ſaid; 
And I, in ſpight of all our former Strife, 
Would then have beg'd him to accept of Life; 
Forget my Conqueſt, and that Rival love, 
Who fought, but that I might his Equal prove: 


Z 2 Then 


4s 


- 


2 
* 


340 PO MP EE. 
Fieuſſe allors regaignẽ ſon ame ſatisfaite, 
Juſqu d luy faire anx Dirux pardonner ſa difaite; 
1] euſt fait a ſon tour, en me rendant fon caur;, 
Que Rome euſt pardonne la victoire au vaingurur. 
Mais puiſque par ſa perte # jamais ſans ſeconde 
Le Sort @ derobe cette allegreſſe au Monde, | 
Ceſar S'efforcera de N acguiter vers vous ; © 
De ce qu'il vaudroit rendre & cet illuftre ep0tte; 
Prenez donc en ces lieu liberté toute entiere, 
Seulement pour deux jours ſoyez ma priſonniere, 
Ain deſtre temoin comme apres nos debut: 1 
Je cheris ſa memoire, & vange ſon trepas, 

Et de pogooir apprendre à toute I Italie 
De quel orgueil nouveau wenfle ia Theſſalir. 

Je vous laiſſe à vous-meſme,& Vous quitte un moment, 
Choifiſez-luy, Lepide, un digne apartement, 

Et qu on I honore icy, mais en Dame Romaine, 
Ceſt à dire un peu plus qu on 1 honore fa Reine. 
Commandez, & chacun aura ſoin dobeir. | 
Corn. O Ciel! eee ee 


ACTE 


* 
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Then I, with a Content entirely great, 
Had pray d the Gods to pardon his Defeat; 
And giving me his Friendſhip to poſſeſa, 
He had pray d Nome to pardon my Succeſs. 

But ſince Fae, ſo ambitious to deſtroy, | 

Hath rob'd the World, and Us, of ſq, much Joy, 

Ceſar muſt ſtrive tacquit himſelf to you. 

Of what was your illuſtrious Husband's due: 

Enjoy your ſelf then with all Feedom here, 

Only two days my Priſoner appear z + 

And Witneſs be, how, after our Debate, 

I ſhall revere his Name, revenge his Fate; 

You this account to Italy may yield, 

What Pride I borrow from Theſſalia's Field: 

I leave you to your ſelf, and ſhall retire; 

Lepidus, furniſh her to her deſire; 1 

As Roman Ladies have reſpected been, 

So honour her (that is) above a Queen. 

Madam, command; all ſhall your Orders wait. 
Corn. 0 Gods! how many Virtues muſt I hate! 


* 


- 
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After the third Act, to Cornelia, aflet on a Couch, 
Pompey's Ghoſt fings this in Recitative Air. 


From laſting and unclouded Day, } 


From Joys refin'd above all, 
And from a Spring without. decay , 


I come, by Cynthia's borrow'd Beams, 
To viſit my Corgelia's Dreams, 
And give them yet ſublimer Theams. 
n 
Behold the Man thou low aſt before, 
Pure Streams have waſb d away bis Core, 
And Pompey now ſhall bleed no more. 


By Death my Glory I reſume 3 
For 'twould have been a harſher Doom 
T outlrve the Liberty of Rome. 


By me her doubtful Fortune try d, 
Falling, bequeaths my Fame this Pride, , 
T for it liv'd, and with it dy d. 


Nor ſhall my Vengeance be withſtood, 
Or unattended with a Flood, 
Of Roman and Egyptian Blood. 


Cæſar himſelf it ſhall purſue, 
" His Days ſhall troubled be and few, 
And he ſhall fall by Treaſon too. 
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He, by Severity Diuine, 
Shall be an Off ring at my Shrine 
As I was his, he muſt be mine. 


Thy flormy Life regret no more, 
For Fate ſhall waft thee ſoon a-ſpore, 
And to thy Pompey thee reſtore. 


Where, paſt the fears of ſ Removes, 
We'll entertain our ſpotleſs Loves, 
In beauteous and immortal Groves. 


There none a guilty, Gon fall wear, 
Nor Cæſar be Dictator there, & 
Nor ſhall Cornelia ſbed a Tear. © 


After this a Military Dance, as the continuance 
of her Dream, and then Cornelia ſtarts up, as wa- 


ken'd in amazement, ſayings 


What have T ſeen? and whither is it gone? 
How great the Viſion! and how quickly done! 
Tet if in Dreams we future things can ſee, 
There's fill ſome Foy laid up in Fate for me. 
Cat. 
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ACTE IV. SCENE I. 
Ptolomée, Achillas, Photin. 


.ProL oMEs. 
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Dont il vient d immoler le malheureux Pompee, 
Septime par Ceſar Maignement chaſſe, | 
Dans un tel deſeſdoir 4 vos yeux a paſſed [are 
Achil.Yeſt mort C maurant Sire, il vous doit apren- 
La honte gu il previent, & qu'il vous faut attenare. 
Fugez quel eft Ceſar à ce couroux fi lent. © 
Un moment pouſſe & rompt un tranſport violent, 
Mais F'indignation qu'on prend avec tude , 
Augmente avec te temps, & porte un coup this rude, 


Ainſi neſperez- pas de le voir moderé, 


Par adreſſe il ſe fache apres Seſtre aſſeure, 

Sa puiſſance etablie, il à ſoin de ſa gloira, 

11 pour ſuivoit Pompee, & cherit ſa n 9 

Et veut tirer à ſoy par un couroux accort 

L'honneur de ſa vangeance, & le fruit de fa mort. 
Pto. Ah!ft je t'avois eri je naurois pas de maiſtre, 


Je ſerois dans le trone on le Ciel ma fait naiftre; 


Mais ceſt une imprudence aſſez commune aux Rois, 
D'ecouter trop & aduis & ſe tromper au choix. 
Le Deſtin les aveugle au bord du precipice, 
Ou ji quelque lumiere en leur ame ſe gliſſe, 
| Cette 
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AC IV. SCENE I. 
Preiolomy, Achillas, Pborinus 


Prorour. | 
| which had 

Hat? with that Hand, and with that Sword, 
A Victim of th'unhappy Pompey made, 
Saw you Septimius, fled from Ciſar's Hate, 

Give ſuch a bloody Period to his Fate? 
Achil. He's dead, Sirz and, by that, you may collect 
What Shame (foreſeen by him) you muſt expect: 
Ceſar you may by this ſlow Anger know, 
The violent does quickly come and go: 
But the conſider d Indignation grows 
Stronger by Age, and gives the fiercer Blows; 
In vain you hope his Fury to aſſwage, 
Who now ſecure, does politickly rage ; 
He ſafely for his Fame concern'd appears, 
Pompey alive abhor'd, he dead reveres: 
And of his Slaughter by this Art doth chaſe, 
To a& the Vengeance, and yet make the uſe. 
Pto, Had I believ'd thee, I had never known 

A Maſter here, nor been without a Throne: 
«But ſtill with this Imprudence Kings are curſt, 
«To hear too much Advice, and chuſe the worſt ; 
At the Pit's brink Fate does their Reaſon blind; 
Or if ſome hint they of their danger find, 


\ 


Let 
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Cette fauſſe clerte, dont il tes eblowit, 1 
Les plonge dans un gouſtre, & puis 5 5vanodit. 

Pho. Jay mal connu Ceſar, mais puiſqu en ſon efting 
Un ji rare ſervice'eſt un enorme crime, 

_ Sire, il porte en ſon flanc dequoy nous en lauer, 

= Ce la qu eſt noſtre grace, il nous lj faut trouver. 
=. Je ne vous parte plus de ſouſfrir ſans murmure, 

D'attendre ſon depart pour uanger cette injure, 
= Jie ſpay mieux confarmer les remedes au mal 

= Juſtiſions ſur luy la mort de ſon rival, 

g Et noſtre main alors 6g alement trempee, 
Et du ſang de Ceſar, & du ſang de Pompee, 
Rome, fans leur dunner de tiltres differens, |. 
Se croira par vous ſeul libre de deux Tyrans., 

Pto. Oy, par Ia ſeulement na perte oft cvitablt, 
C'eſt trap crainare un Dran que fan fait redoutable 
Mourrons que ſa fortune eft Peuvure de nos mains, 
Deux fois en meſme jour diſpoſons des Romans, 

Faiſons leur liherts comme leur eſclavage. © 
Ceſar, que tes exploits n 'enflent plus ton courage, 
Conſidere 15 miens, tes yeux en ſont temoint, 
Pompet eftoit mortel, & tu ne Les pas moins, 
I1 powveie plus que toy, tu luy portois enuie, 

| Tu was, non plus que lu, qu une ame, & qu'une vie 
Et ſon fort que tu plains te doit faire penſer 
Que ton ceur eft ſenſible & qu'on peut le percer. 
Tonne, tonne 4 ton gre, fais peur 4 juſtice, 
005 2 moy d appaiſer Rome par ton ſupplice, 
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Vet that falſe Light amiſs their Judgment ſteers, 
«Plunges them in, and then it diſappears. . 
. Pho, Muſt confeſs I Ceſar did miſtake, 
Since ſuch a Service he a Crime does make: 
But yet his Side hath ſtreams, and thoſe alone 
Can expiate your Fault, and fix your Throne, 
Ino more ſay, you ſilently ſhould bear, 
And your Revenge, till he be gone, defer: 
No, Ia better Remedy eſteem, 
To juſtific his Rivals Death on him, 
When you the firſt Act by the laſt make good, 
And Cæ ſar's ſhed,. as well as Pompey's Blood, 
Rome will no difference in her Tyrants know, | 
But will to you, from both, her Freedom owe. £ 
Pro. Les, yes, to this all Reaſons do perſuade z 
Let's fear no more the Greatneſs we have made; 
Ceſar ſhall ftill from Us receive his Doom, 
And twice in one Day we'll diſpoſe of Rome; 
As Bondage firſt, let's Freedom next beſtow 
Let not thy Actions, Ceſar, ſwell thee ſoz 
But call to mind what thou haſt ſeen me db» 
Pompey was mortal, and ſo thou art too ; 
Thou envy'dſt him, for his exceeding thee, 
And I think thou haſt no more Lives than he; 
228 for his Fate, does ſhew 

thy Heart may be penetrable too: 

| Then let thy Juſtice threaten as it leads * 
Tis I muſt, with thy Ruin, Rome appeaſe x 
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C'eſt a may de punir ta cruelle douceur, © 
Qui n'epargne en un Roy que le ſang de ſa ſeur. 
Je w abandonne plus ma vie, & ma puiſſance, 
Au hazard de ſa haine, ou de ton mnconftence z | 
Ne croy pas que jamais tu puiſſes d ce prog. 
Recompenſer ſa flame, ou punir ſes mepris.” © 
Femploiray contre toy de plus nobles maximes, 
Tu mas preſcrit tantoſt de choiſir des viftimes, 
De bien penſer au choix; f obeis, & je voy 
Que je wen puis choifir de plus dignes que toy, 
Ny dont te ſang offert, la fumee, & Is cepdre 
Puiſſent mieux ſutisfaire aum Mayes, de ton oo 
Mats ce neſt pas aſſez, amis, de Hirriter, 
I faut voir quels moyens on @ dexecuter, ' 
Toute cette chaleur eft peut-eſtre inutile, 
Les ſoldats du T, Dran ſont maiſtres de la ville, 
Que pouvonc- nous contr eux, & pour les pre venir, 
Quel temps deuons- nous prendre, & quel ordre tenir. 
' Achil. Nous gon von: ay; Sire, en . 0s 
nous ſommes, N 
A deux Miles dicy. vous aves fix mille hommes, 
Que depuis quelques jours craignant des remimens 
Fe faiſois tenir, preſt 4 tous eVenemens. 
Quelques ſoins qu ait Ceſar, ſa prudence eſt deceus, 
Cette ville a ſous terre une ſecrette iſſue, 
Par ou faxt aiſement on les peut cette nuit 
Zuſqtes lie Palais introduire ſans bruit : 
Car contre ſa fortune aller à force ouverte, 
Ce ſeroit trop courir vous-meſme & voſtre perte ; 
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And of that cruel Mercy Vengeance take, 
Which ſpates a King, but for his Siſter's ſake, 
My Life'andPower ſhall not expoſed be 

To her Reſentment, or thy Levity; 

Leſt thou, to morrow, ſhould'ſt at ſuch a rate 
Reward her Love, or elſe revenge her Hate: 
More noble-Maxims ſhall my Fears expel; 
Thou bad ſt me once to chufe my Victims well, 
And my Obedience thou in this ſhale ſee, 

Who know no Victim worthier than thee, 

Nor th*Immolation of whoſe Blood will draw 
Better acceptance from thy Son- ina. 
But vainly, Friends, we thus foment our Rage, 
Unleſs we knew what ſtrength we could engage; 
All this may be unprofitable Heat, 

The Tyrant's Forces being here ſo great; 

But of our Power let us be firſt agreed, 

And in what Time and Method to proceed. 

Achil. We may do much, Sir, in our preſent State, 
Two Miles from hence, fix thouſand Soldiers wait; 
Which I, foreſeeing ſome new Diſcontenth, | 
Have kept in readineſs for all Events. 
Ceſar, with all his Arts, could not foreſee | 
That underneath this Town a Vault ſhould be, 
By which this Night we to the Palace may 
Our Men with Eaſe, and without 7 s - 
Taſſault his Life by open Force alone, 

Would be ti only way to loſe your own: 


We 
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Il nous le fant ſurprendre au milieu du feſin, 
Enyure: des douceurs de ¶ Amour, & du uin. 
Tout le Peuple eſt pour nous, tantoft & ſon entre 
Jay remarqus I bhorruer que ce Peuple a moniree, 
Lors qu avec tant de faſt il a wen ſes faiſteaux 
Marcher arrogamment, & braver nos drapeaux. 
Au ſpectacle inſolent de ce pompeuæ outrage, 
Ses farouches regards etinceloient de rage, 
Je woyois ſu furgur a peine ſe dp n 
Et pour peu qu'on le pouſſe, il eft preſt d tclater. 
Mais ſur tout, les Romains que commandoit Septint 
Preſſes de ia terreur que ſa mort leur imprime, 
Ne cherthent qua vanger par un coup genereux 
Le mtpris qu en leur Chef te ſuperbe a fait deux. 
Pto. Mais qui pourra de nous approcher ſaperſonn, 
Si durant be feſtin ſa Garde Pervironne?” + 
Pho. Le gens de Cornelie, entre qui vos Romain! 
Ont defia reconnu des freres, des germains, | 
Dont F apre deplaifir leur a laiſſe paroiftre - | 
Une ſaif d immoler leur Tyran à leur maiftre. x 
Il ont dine parole, & peuvent mieur que nous | 
Dans les flancs de Ceſar porter les premiers coups, | 
Fon faux art de clemence, ou plittoſt ſa fulie, | 
Qui penſe gagner Rome en flat ant Cornelie, 
Leur donners ſans doute an aſſes libre acces, 
Pour ds er grand deſſein aſſeurer le ſucres. 
Mais voicy Cleoparre, agifſes avet feinte, 
Sire, & ne luy montrez que foibleſſe, & que * ( 
0us 
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When he- is drunk with Pleaſurez Love, and Wine. 
The People are all ours, for when he made 
His Entry, horrour did their Souls invade ; 
When with a Pomp ſo atrogantly grave, 
His Faſtes did our Royal Enſigns brave; 
| mark'd what Rage, at that injurious views - 
From their incenſed Eyes, like Sparkles, flew z 
And they ſo much did with their F ury ftrives 
That your. leaſt Countenance may it revive. 
S-ptimins Soldiers fill'd with greater hate, 
Struck with the terrour of their Leader's Fate; 
Seek nothing but Revenge on him, who them 
Did, in their Captain's Perſon, ſo contemn. 
Pro. But what way to approach him can be found, 
If at the Feaſt his Guards do him ſurround? 
Pho, Cornelia's Men, who have already known 
Among your Romans Kindred of their own, 
Seem to perſwade us they would Help afford 
To Sacrifice their Tyrant to their Lord 
Nay have aſſur'd it, and much better may, 
Than we, to Ceſar the firſt Stabs convey z 
His Clemency (not only falſe but vain) 
Which courts Cornelia, that he Rome may gain, 
Will to his Perſon, give them ſuch acceſs, 
As may aſſure our Plot of a ſucceſs. 
But Cleopatra comes; to her appear 
Only poſſeſs d with Weakneſs, and with Fear. IM 
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Avec moins de couroux, que de compaſſion. 


.®, 


_ OMPEE. 

Nous allons vous quitter, comme objets oditus, 
Dont Vaſpect importun Nene ſes Jew 
Pto. Aller, Je vous rejoins. © . 


SCENE I 


1 


Ptolomec, Cleopatre, Charmion, Achorec, 


Cle: Pay ven Ceſar, mot fie, 
Et de tout mon pouvoir combatu ſe colere. 

Pto. Vous eſtes genereuſe, & j avois attends 
Cet office de ſirur que vous avez rendu, 
Mais cet illtſtre amant vous & bien-toft quittee; 


Cle. Sur quelque bromillerie en la ville excitte, 
Ia voulu luy-meſme appaiſer les debats, 


Qu avec nos Citoyens ont eu quelques foldars ; 

Et may, j ar bien voulu moy-meſme vous redire, 
Que vous ne craignieꝶ rien pour vous, ny voſtre Empirt 
Et que le grand Ceſar blame voſtre action 


11 vous plaint d router ces liches Politiques, 
Qui n inſpirent aux Rois que des mæurs tyranniſues 
Ainſi que la naiſſante ils ont les eſprits bat; 

En vain on les 6leve d regir des Eſtats, 

Un ceur ne pour ſervir ſpait mal comme on command: 
Sa puiſſance I accable alors quelle oft trop grande, 
Et ſa main que le crime en vain fait redouter 
Laiſſe choir le fardeau qu'elle ne peut porter. 


Pto. 
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Let us withdraw, Sir, for you know that 9 
Are Objects ſhe will much abhor to ſee, 

Pto. Go wait me —— | 


SCENE II. 


 Prolony, Cleopatra. 


Ct. Brother, I have Ceſar ſeen, 

And have to him your Interceſſor been. 

Pro. I never could expect an act leſs kind 
From you, who bear ſo generous a Mind. 
But your great Lover quickly from you went. 

Cie. Twas to the Town, t'appeaſe ſome Diſcontent, 
Which he was told had newly raiſed been 
Betwixt the Soldier and the Citizen: 
Whilſt I with joyful haſte come to aſſure 


| You, that your Life and Kingdom were ſecure; 3 


Thilluftrious Cæſar, on the Courſe you took, 
Does with leſs Anger than Compaſſion look; 
He pities you, who ſuch vile States- men heard, 
As make their Kings not to be lov'd, but fear d; 
Whoſe Souls the baſeneſs of their Birth confeſs: : 
And who in vain great Dignities poſſeſs: 
For Slaviſh Spirits cannot guide the Helm, 
Thoſe too much Power would quickly overwhelr m. 
That Hand, whoſe Crimes alone do purchaſe Fear, 
Will foon let fall a Weight it cannot bear. 

Aa | Pto, 
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354 POM P EE. 

Pto. Vous dites vray, ma ſcur, c cexefiers faifres 
Me font bien voir ma faute au choix de mes en. 
Si j aurois crouté de plus nobles conſtils 
Je viurois dans la gloire ou vivent mes Ai, | 


Fe meriterois mieux cette amiti6 ſi pure 
Que pour un frere ingrat vous donne la Nature, 


- Ceſar embraſſeroit Pompes ene Palais, | 


Noſtre Egypte a la Terre aurait rendu la paix, | 
Et verroit ſon Monarque encor & juſte tiltr, 
Amy de tous tes dieux, 2 peut. ehre larbitre. 10 
Mais puiſque le paſſe : ne e peut fe revoguer, 8 17 
Trouveæ bop qu avec Vous mon. ceur S'ofe expliqur. 
Je vous ay maltraitee, & vous eſtes ſi bonne. + 
Que vous me conſerves la vie, 0. ia Samer 
Vainquez-vous tout @ fait, &. par un digne fart 
Arrachez Achillas 2 Photin 4 la morr. 
Elle leur eſt bien deus, ils vous ont off encie | 
Mais ma gloire en leur perte eſt trop mtereſſee : 
J Ceſar les punit des crimes de leur Roy, 
Toute lignominie en rejallit ſur mon, 
Il me punit en eux, leur ſupplice eſt ma peine 
Forces en ma faveur une trop juſte bazne, 
Dequoy peut ſatisfaire un cæur ſi genereux 
Le ſang abjet & vil de ces deux matheureux ? 
Que je vous doive tout, Ceſar chere be & vous plaire, 
Et vous pouvez d un mot deſarmer ſa colere. 
Cle. & / a vois en mes mains leur vie, & leur trepar, 
Je les mepriſe aſſex dour ne men vang er pas, 


Mais 
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Pte. Thoſe Truths, and my ill Fate, do me n 


How bad a choice of Counſellors I made: 


For had I a&ed Honourable" things, 

I had as Glorious been, as other Kings; 

And better merited the Love you bear 

A Brother, ſo ugworthy of your Care,; 


Ceſar and Pompey had been here agreed, 


And the World's Peace in Egypt been decreed; ' 
Who her own Prince a Friend to both had ſeen; 
Nays. he perhaps, an Arbiter had been. 

But ſince to call this back is paſt our Art, 


Let me diſcharge to you my. Troubled Heart; 


You, that for all the Wrongs that I have done, 
Could yet preſerve me both my Life and Crowns 
Be truly great, and vanquiſhiall your Hate, 
By changing Photin's and Achillass Fate. 
For their offending you, their Death is due, 
But that my Glory ſuffers in it too 
If for their King's. Crimes they ſhould puniſh'd be, 
The Infamy would wholly light on me; 
Ceſar through them wounds me, theirs is my Pain, 
For my ſake, therefore, your juſt Hate conſtrain; 
Your Heart is Noble, and what Pleaſure then 
; th'abje& Blood of two unhappy Men? 
Let me owe all to you, who Ceſar charm, 
And, with a Look, his Anger can diſarm. + 
Cle. Were but their Life and Death inmetogive, 
My Scorn is great enough to let them live: 
Aa 2 But 
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Mais ſur le grand Ceſar je puis fort peu de thoſe, © 
Quand le ſang de Pomptee à mes dejars £ oppoſe, ' 
Je ne me vante pas de pouvoir le fleclur, 4 
Fen ay defia parls, mais il @ ſteu gaucbir, 
Et tournant le diſcours ſur une autre matiere, . 
Ina ny refuſe, ny ſouffert ma priere. * 4 
Je weux bien toutefois encor m hazarder, oh, 
| Mes efforts redoublez pourront _—_ Aae, 
Et j oiſe croire.. | 
Pro. 11 vient, 22 que fe Pevite, 
Je crains que ma preſence à vos yeux ne J irrite, 
Que ſon couroux eſmeu ne H aigriſſe 4 me voir, 
Et vous Kier r avec plus de ' Powvoir. ; 


SCENE Ul. 


Ceſ ar, Copatre, Antoine, Lepide, Charmion, 
| Achoree, Romains. 


Cet. Reine, tout eff paiſible, & la ville calmer 
Qu' un trouble aſſet leger avoit trop alarmee, 
Na plus a redouter le divorce inteſtin 
Du ſoldat inſolent, & du peuple mutin. 
Mais, 6 Dieux | ce moment que je vous ay quittit 
D'un trouble bien plus grand a mon ame agitee, 
Et ces ſons importuns qui Warrachoient de vous | 
Contre ma grandeur meſme allumoient mon courous. Wl = 
Je luy voulois du mal de m eſtre ſi contraire, 
De rendre ma preſence ailleurs ſi neceſſaire 3 / 


Mais 
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But I with Cæſar little can prevail, 
When Pompey's Blood lyes in the other Scale; 
] boaſt no Power to diſpoſe his Will, 
For I have ſpoke, and he hath ſhunn'd it ſtill, 
And turning quickly to ſome new Affair, 
He neither does refuſe, nor grant my Prayer: 


Yet Vil once more on that harſh Theam proceed, 


In hope a New Attempt may better ſpeed ; 
And PII believe 


Pro. He comes, let me be gone, 
Leſt I ſhould chance to draw his Anger on; 
My Preſence may enflame what t*'would make leſs, 
And you, alone, may act with more Succeſs. 


SCENE III. 


Ceſar, Cleopatra, 8 Lepidus, Charmion, 
Acboreus, and Romans. 


Cæſ. The city now is quiet, Beauteous Queen: 
Which had alarm'd with little Reaſon been; 
Nor need they fear the troubleſome event 
Of Soldiers Pride, or Peoples Diſcontent: 
But O great Gods! when abſent from your Eyes, 
A greater Tumult did within me riſe ; 
When theſe unwelcome Cares ſnatcht me from you, 
My Heart, ev'n with my Grandeur, angry grew; 
| AS3 -- And 
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Mais je luy pardonnais au ſimple ſouvenir 

Du bonheur qu d ma flame elle fait dbtenir. _ . 

C'eſt elle dont je tiens cette haute eſperance 

Qui flate mes deſirs d une illuſire apparence, 

Et fait croire à Ceſar qu il peut former, des vrux, 

Qu il weſt pas tout-a-fait indigne de vos feux, 

Et qu il peut en pretendre une juſte conqueſies 

N ayant plus que les Dieux au deſſus de [a teſte. 

Ouy, Reine, fi quelqu'un dans ce vaſte Univers 

Pouvoit porter plus baut la gloire de vos fers; 

il eftoit quelque Trone aù vous puſſieæ paroiſtre 

Plus dignement aſſiſe en captivant ſon maiſtre; 

F'trois, j irois à luy, moins pour le luy ravir, 

Que pour luy diſputer le droit de vous ſervir, 

Et je naſpirerois au bon. heur de vous plaire, 

Qu apres avoir mis bas un fi grand adverſaire. 
C'*eftoit pour acquerir un droit ſi precieux 

Que combatoit par tont mon bras ambitieux, 

Et dans Pharſale meſme il a tire Iepee 

Plus pour le conſerver, que pour vaincre Pompee. 

Je lay vaincu, Princeſſe, & le Dieu des combats 

My favoriſoit moins que vos divins appas, 

Ils conduiſoient ma main, ils enfloient mon courage, 

Cette pleine victoire eſt leur dernier ouvrage, 

Ce Feffet des ardeurs qu ils daignoient m inſpirer, 

Et vos beaux yeux enfin m ayant fait ſuũpirer, 

Pour faire que voſtre ame avec gloire y reponde, 
Mont rendu le premier, & de Rome, & du Monde. 
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And I my on Renown began to hate 
Since it my Parting did neceſſitate: 
But T forgave all tho te ſingle Thought 
How much advantage to my Love it brought: 
For tis to that T owe the noble Hope, 
Which to my Flame does give ſo fair a ſcope, 
And perſwades Ceſar that his Heart may prove 
Not utterly unworthy of your Love, 
And that he may pretend to that, ſince he 
Nothing above him, but the Gods, can ſee. 
Yes Queen; if in the World a Man there were 
That with more Glory could your fetters bear; 
Or if there were a Throne, wherein you might, 
By Conquering its King, appear more brighr, 
Leſs for his Throne would I the Man purſue, 
Than to diſpute the Right of ſerving you. 

'Twas to acquire that valuable Right, 
That my Ambitious Arm did always fight: 
And in Pharſalia rather my Sword drew 
To preſerve that, than Pompey to ſubdue, 
Conquer d, and the God of Battels, leſs 
Than your bright Eyes, afforded me Succeſs. - 
They raisd my Courage, and my Hand did ſways 
And I owe. them that memorable Day. 
As the effect of Heat by them inſpir d; 
For when your Beauties had my Paſſion fir d, 
That a Return might your great Soul become, 
They made me Maſter of the World and Rome. 
Aa 4 I 
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C ce glotieux tiltre à preſent effeftif 
Que je viens ennoblir par celuy de captifi, 
Heureux, /i mon eſprit gaigne tant ſur le voſtre, 
Qu il en eſtime Jun, & me permette Vautre. 0 

Cle. Je ſtay ce que je dois au ſouverain bonheur 
Dont me comble & maccable un tel excez d honneur, 
Je ne vous tiendray plus mes paſſions ſecrettes, 
Je ſzay ce que je ſuis, je ſtay ce que vous eftes ; 
Vous daignaſtes m'aimer des mes plus jeunes ans, 
Le ſceptre que je porte eſt un de vos preſens, 
Vous maves par deux fois rendu le Diadtme ; 
F avout apres cela, Seigneur, que je Vous aime, 
Et que mon cæur n'eſt point à Fepreuve des traits 
Ny de tant de vertus, ny de tant de bien-faits. 
Mais, helas | ce haut rang, cette illuſtre naiſſance, 
Cet Etat de nouveau range ſous ma puiſſance, 
Ce ſceptre par vos mains dans les miennes remis, 
A mes vaux innotens ſont autant d ennemis. 
Ils allument contr'eux une implacable haine, 
Ils me font mepriſable alors q ils me font Reine, 
Et /i Rome eſt encor telle qu auparavant, 
Le trone ou je me fieds mabaiſſe en w#levant, 
Et ces marques d honneur, comme tiltres infames, 
Me rendent a jamais indigne de vos flames. 

Foſe encor toutefors, Voyant voſtre pouvoir, 
Permettre à mes deſirs un genereux eſpoir. 
Apres tant de combats, je ſpa qu un fi grand homme 
A droit de triompher des caprices de Rome, 
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[ weuld ennoble that high Style I wear, 
By the Addition of your Priſoner; 
And ſhall moſt happy he, if you think fit 
That Title to eſteem, and this permit. 
Cle. I know how much I to my Fortune owe, 
Which this Exceſs of Honour does beſtow; > 
Nor will from you my inward Thoughts conceal, 
Since I know,both you, and my ſelf, fo well. 
Your Love did in my earlieſt Youth appear, 
And I my Scepter as your Preſent wear: | 
| twice recei d my Kingdom from your Hand, - 
And after that, can I your Love withſtand? 
No, Sir, my Heart cannot reſiſt your Siege, 
Wo ſo much merit, and ſo much oblige.  _ 
But yet my Birth, my Rank, and the Command 
Which I have now regain'd in Egypt's Land, 
The Scepter, by your Hand reſtor d to mine, 
Do all againſt my innocent Hopes combine; 
Io my Defires injurious they have been, 
Aud leſlæn me, by making me a Queen: 
For if Rome ſtill be as ſhe was before, 
Taſcend a Throne, will but debaſe me more; 
Theſe Marks of Honour will be but my Shame, 
And ruin my Pretences to your Flame; 
But yet, methinks, the Power you enjoy, 
Might all my Fears with Eaſe enough deſtroy, 
And I would hope, that ſuch a Man as you, 
May juſtly Rome's Capriciouſneſs ſubdue, 


And 
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Ex que bin alle horreur 70 elle eut 22 des Roir 
_ Peut —— par voſtre ordre a de plus juftes loix 
Fe ſtar que vous pouves forcer autres obftactes, 
Vous me Faves promis, & j attens ces miracles, 
Voſtre bras dans Pharſale a Fait de plus Zane coupr, 


Et je ne les demande à autres Dieux qu's vous. 
Cel. Tout miracle eft facile ou mon amour a "applique 

Fe nay Plus qu courit les coftes de Þ Afrique,” 

2u'a montrer mes drapeaux au reſte epouvente 

Du party matheureux qui m'a perſecuts. FS 

Romg wayant plus lors d ennemis à me . s 

Par impuiſſance enfin prendra ſoin de me plair 

Et vos Jeux la verront par un ſuperbe alt © 

Immoler d vos pieds ſa heine, & ſon orgueil. 

Encor une defaite, & dans Alexanarie b 

Fe Veux que cette mngrate en ma Faveur vou prie, 

Et qu un juſte reſpet# conduiſant ſes regards 

A woſtre chaſte amour demande des Ceſars. 

Ce Punique bonheur od mer defirs pretendent, 

C'eſt le fruit que j attens des lauriers qui m'attendent, 

Heureux, /i mon deſtin encor un peu plus doux 

| Me les faiſoit cueillir ſans meloigner de vous. 

Mais, las! contre mon feu mon feu me ſollicite, 

Si je veux efire à vous, il ſaui que je vous quitte, 

En quelque lieux qu on fuye, il me faut y courir, 

Pour achever de vaincre, & de vous conquerir. 

Permettex cependant qua ces deutes amorces 

Je prenne un nouveau cœur, & denowvelles forces, 


Pour 
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And ber unjuſt Averſion for a Throne, 
She might ſee, cauſe for your ſake, to Uiſown: 
[ know chat you er things effect; 
And from pour rel e Wonders — 
You in Pharſalia did much greater do- 299 
And I invoke no other Gods but I. 

Ceſ. There's nothing humane can my Love with- 
'Tis but the over-running AfFick's Land [ſtand 
To ſhew my Standards to the reſt of thoſe, © 
Who did me with fo ill a Fate oppoſe, © 
And when Rome can nb more of them advance, 
She will be forc'd to ſtudy Complaifance: * 
And you ſhall ſee her, with a ſolemn State, 
At your Feet ſacrifice her Pride and Hate: 2 
Nay I muſt have her, at your Royal Seat 
In my behalf, your Fayour to entreatz 
And with ſo much Reſpect theſe Beauties views 
That ſhe young Ceſars ſhall requeſt from you; 
This is the only Fortune I defire, 
And all to which my Lawrels do aſpire: 
How bleſt were my Condition, if I might 
Obtain thoſg Wreaths, and ſtill enjoy your Sight! 
But yet my Paſſion its own harm procures, 
For I muſt quit you, if I will be yours; 
While there are flying Foes, I muſt purſue, 
That I may them defeat, and merit you. 
To bear that Abſence therefore, ſuffer me 
To take ſuch Courage from the Charms I ſee, 7 
at 
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Pour fajre dire encor aus: peuples pleins c ey, . 
Ne venir, woir, & vaincre, off meſme choſe en moy 
Cle. Cet trop c eſt trop, Seigneur, ſouffrezggue jen a. 
Voftre amour fait ma faute, il fera mon exciſt. | uſe, 

Vous me rendes le Sreptre, & peut-eftre- le jour: 
Mais fi joſe abuſer de cet excez d amour, 
Je vous conjure encor par ſes plus puiſſans charmes, 
Par ce juſt e bonheur qui ſuit tol jours vos armer, 
Par tout ce que feſpere, & que vous attendex;, 
De wenſanglanter pas ce que vous me rendes. 
Faites grace, Seigneur, ou ſouffrez que 5 en fuſe, 
Et montre a tous par Ia que j'ay repris ma place. 
Achillas & Photin ſont gens à didaigner, 
Its ſont aſſer punis en me voyant regner, 
Et leur crime. 

Ceſ. Ah! prenez d'autres marques de Reint. 

Deſſus mes volonte vous eſtes ſowveraine, 
Mais fi mes ſentimens peuuent eſtre ecoutes, 
Choiſiſſez des ſujets dignes de vos bontez, 
Ne vous donnez ſur moy qu un pouvoir legitime, 
Et ne me rendes point complice de leur crime. 
Cet beaucoup que pour vous Foſs hege le Ro, 
Et ſi mes feux neſtoient... 


SCENE 
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That frighted Nati bns may, at Geſar's Name, 
Say, H came, and ſaw, and overcame. 
Cle. This is too much; but if I this abuſe, 
The Fault which you create you muſt excuſe: 
You did my Crown, and perhaps Life reſtore, 
And yet your Love ( truſt) will grant me morez 
And I conjure you, by its ſtrongeſt Charms, 
By that great Fortune which ur + 
By all my Hopes, and all your high 
Dip not in Blood the Bounties you Duck 
Great Sir, forgive thoſe that have guilty been, 
Or elſe by that let me appear a Queen; 
Achilles and Photinus Blood diſdain, 
For they endure enough to ſee me reign 3 
Ceſ. Ah! by ſome other way 
Aſſure your ſelf how much my Will you ſway, 
As you rule me, if [ might you requeſt, 
You better ſhould employ your Intereſt , 
Govern your Cæſar, as a lawful Queen, 
And make him not Partaker of their Sin: 
For your ſake only, I the King durſt ſpare ; 
'Twas Low alone * 


SCENE 


Prens-y gardaC 
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- SCENE + 


Ceſar 8 Cleopatre, WE 0 
; Lepide, Charmion, at 7 


Cor. Ceſar, Prens garde 470 


74 mort eſt reſoluè, on la j Jure, on Tapreſte, 


A celle de Pompee on veut jomare ta tete, 
eſar, ou ton ſang repandu 


Bien. toſt parmy te fien ſe verra confondu. 
Mes eſclaves en ſont, apprens de leurs indices 


L autheur de I attentat, & Pordre 0 ſes complicts, 
Je te les abandonne. *. „ | 


Ceſ. O cer vraiment Aa, 

Et digne du Heros qui vous donna la main 
Ses Manes qui du Ciel ont ven de quel courage 
Je preparois la mienne 4 vanger ſon outrages 
Metrant leur haine bas me ſauvent aujourthuy 
Par la moitie quien Terre il nous laifſe de * 
Il vit, il vit encor en Pobjet de ſa flame, 
Iparie par ſa bouche, il oy dans ſon ame 
11 a ; pouſſe, '& [oppoſe à cette indignite, 
Pour me vainere par elle en generoſite.. 1 

Cor. Tu te flates, Ceſur, de mettre en ta crojance 
Que la haine ait fait place a la reconnoiſſance; 
Ne le preſume Plus, le ſang de mon epousx 
A rompu pour jamais tout commerce entre nous. 
Fattens la liberté qu icy tu mas offerte, 
Ain de employer toute entiere a ta perte, 


Et 
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N E N E IV. 
17 them Coeli. 


Cie. Ceſar, eee 4 
For Traitors have againſt thy Life'combin'd, 
And ſworn'thy Head ſhall be to Pompey's join'd, 
[fto prevent them thou ſhould'ſt be mi, 
Thy Blood will ſpeedily-be mixt witPhis 
If thou my Slaves examine, thou may'ſt know 
The Author, Order, and the Actors 
| yield them tlie. 
Ce. O truly Roman Maart! 
And worthy him of whom you were a Part! 
His Soul, which ſees, from its exalted State, 
How I endeavour to revenge his Fate, 
Forgets his Hate, and is become ſo kind 
To fave my Life, by what he left behind. 
Whatever Treafon could to Pompey do, 
Tet he does {till ſubſiſt, and act in you: + 1 
And prompts you to a thing ſo brave, that he 
May vanquiſh me in Generofity. | 
Corn, Ceſar, thou art deceiv'd in my Intent, 
If thou think'ſt Hate yields to Acknowledgment; 
No, Pompey's Blood muſt all Commerce deny, 
Betwixt his Widow and his Enemy. | 
And I thy offer'd Fredom would enjoy, 
That to thy Ruin I might it employ. 


| . 


Nay, 
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Et je te chercheray par tout des ennemis, 
Si tu moſes tenir ce que tu mas promis. 

Mais avec cette ſoif que j ay de ta ruine, 

Je me jette au devant du coup qui F aſſaſſine, 

E forme des deſirs avec trop de raiſon, 
Pour en aimer [effet par une trahiſon. © 
Qui la fait, & la ſouffre, à part à Vinfamie, 

Si je veux tay irepas, eſt en juſte ennemie ; 
Mon epoux Alles file, il aura des nepueux, © 
Quand ils te combatront, eit Ia que je le veux, 
Et qu une digne main par moy-meſme animee, 
Dans ton champ de bataille, aux yeux de ton Armee, 
T immole noblement & par un digne _ 

Aux Manes du Heros dont tu vanges la mort 
Tous mes ſores, tous mes veux hatent cette Vengeance, 
Ta perte la recule, & ton ſalut 'gvance ; 

Quelque eſpoir qui &ailleurs me Poſe, on puiſt offrir, 
Ma juſte impatience auroit trop à ſouffrir. 1 
La vangeance eloignee oft. 4 demy perdue, 

Et quand il faut Pattendrey elle eſt trop cher vendue, 
Je n iray point chercher ſur les lords Afriquains 
Le foudre ſoubaité que je vois en tes mains, 

La teſte qu'il menace en doit eſtre fraptez 
Ja pu donner la tienne au lieu delle à Pompec, 
Ma haine avoit le choix, mais cette haine enfin 
Separe ſon vainqueur 4 avec ſon aſſalin, 
Et ne croit avoir droit de punis ta vickaire, 
Qu apres le chatiment d une action fi noire. 


Rome 
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Nay, I ſhall make new buſineſs for thy Sword, 
If thou dar'ſt be ſo juſt to keep thy Word: 
But though ſo much on thy Deſtruction bent, 
Yet I thy Murther would as much prevent. 
I have thy Death with too much Juſtice ſought, 
That it ſhould now be with a Treaſon bought. 
Who knows, and ſuffers, does partake the Guilt, 
Nor ſhould thy Blood be infamouſly{ſpilt. 
But when my Husband's Sons, and Kindred, do 
Attempt thy Death, then I ſhall wiſh it too. 
And that ſome brave Arm, which I ſhall excite, 
May in the Field, and in thy Army's ſight, 
Offer thee nobly to that Hero's Ghoſt, 
In whoſe Revenge thou ſo much Zeal beſtow'ſt. 
My reſtleſs Thirſt for ſuch a Day as this, 
By thy untimely Fall its end 'would miſs. 
But whatſo&er Hopes from abroad I may 
Receive, yet I am rack'd by their Delay. 
« For diſtant Satisfaction is half loſt : 4 
And long expected Joys too dearly coſt. 
| ſhall not wander on the AfFick Strands ; 
To ſeek the Vengeance ready in thy Hands, 
Which does the Head it threatens beſt befit: 
For I could thine have had, inſtead of it; 
But that my Hatred ſaw the Difference great, 
Betwixt my Hugband's Murther and Defeat: % 
And I an earlier Puniſhment would ſee 
On their Preſumption, than thy Victory: 
Bb This 
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Name le went ainſi, ſon adorable front 
Auroit dequoy rougir Jun trop honteux affront, _ 
De voir en meſme jour apres tant de conqueſtes | 
Sous un indigne fer ſes deux plus nobles tales. | 
Son grand ceur qu d tes loix en vain tu crois ſoiimis 
En veut aux criminels plus qu's ſes ennemis, 
Et tiendroit @ malbeur le bien de ſe voir libre, 
Si Pattentat ds Nil affranchiſſoit. le Tybre. 
Comme autre if un Romain n'a pit L aſſujetir, 
Autre auſſi qu un Romain ne Pen doit garantir. 
Tu tomberois icy ſans eſtre ſa vickime, | 
Au lieu d un chatiment ta mort ſeroit un Crime, 
Et ſans que tes Pareils en congeuſſent I, 
L'exemple que tu dois periroit avec toy. 
Vange-la de Fiess 2 ſon appuy fatale, 
Et je la vangeray, ji je puis, de Pharſale.. 
Va, ne perds point de temps, il preſſe. Adieu, tu peux 
Te vanter qu une fois jay fait pour toy des væux. 


. . 6 4 


SCENE V. 


Ceſar, Cleopatre, Antoine, Levide Achorce, 
Charmion, Romains. 


Ceſ. Son courage metonne autant que leur audace, 
Reine, voyex Pour qui vous me demandiez grace. 
Cle. Jem'ay rien d vous dire, allex, Seigneur, allt 
Vanger ſur ces michans tant de droits violez. | rent» 
On mien veut plus qu d vous, Ceft ma mort qu ils reſpi- 
C'e/t contre mon pou uoir que les traiffres _— 
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This is Rome's Wiſh » Whoſe venerable Brow | | 
To this Affront, too Juſt a Bluſh would owe: 


If her two nobleſt Heads ſhould (after all 


Her Triumphs) with ſo much Diſhonour fall. 

She, upon whom thou never could'ſt impoſe, | 

Would ſooner puniſh riminals than Foes: . 
Her Liberty would a Misfortune grow, 0 

If upon Tiber Nile ſhould it beſtow... 

None but 2 Roman could her Maſter I 


And but a Roman none ſhould Tet her free. 3 


Here thou would ſt Kall, to her unſacrific d. . 
And would'ſt be murther'd ſo, but not chaſtisd, | 
Nor would ſucceeding Tyrants frighted be, 

For the Example too would die with thee. 
Revenge her thou, on Egypt's Wrong, and I 
Will her Revenge upon Pharſalia try. 

Adieu, no time in this ſhould waſted be, 


Go then, and boaſt I once made Vows for thee. 


o \ W by Ah 


"SCENE V. 
| 2 Cleopatra, Antonius, Tapia, 


er ene Acboreus, Charmion. 


Sraan\ 1 \ | 

Cæſ. Her Virtue, and their "Crime, alike amaze : 
Queen, you perceive for whom your. Goodneſs prays, 

Cle. That, now, no more againſt your Juſtice lights 
Go (Sir) revenge all violated Rights: 
My. Ruin, they much more than yours deſire: 
The Traitors do againſt my Right conſpire, 

Bb 2 Ay 
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Leur rage pour Iabatre attaque mon ſodtien, 

Et par voſtre trepas cherche un paſſage au mien. 

Mais parmy ces tranſports d une juſte colere 

Je ne puis oublier que leur Chef eſt mon frere, | 

Le ſtaureæ vous, Seigneur, & pourray: je obtenir 

Que ce cæur irritẽ daigne gen ſouuenir 7 2 
Ceſ. Ouy, je me ſouviendray que ce cœur Wagnenime 

Au bonheur de ſon ſang veut pardouner ſon crime. 

Adieu, ne craignes rien, Achillas, & Photin | 

Ne ſont pas gens 4 vaincre un ſi puiſſant Deſtin. 

Pour les mettre enderoute, eux & tous leurs complicen 

Je way qu deployer L appareil des ſupplices, 

Et pour ſoldats choifts envoyer des bourreaux, 

Qui pourtent bautement mes haches pour drapeaux. 

[Ceſar rentre avec les Romains. 

Cle. Ne quittez pas Ceſar, allex, cher Achorte, 

Repouſſer avec luy ma mort qu on 4 jure, 

Ex quand il punira nos laches ennemis, 

Faites-le ſouvenir de ce qu'il ma promis, 

Ayez Lœil ſur le Roy dans la chaleur des armes, 

Et conſerves ſon ſang pour epargner mes larmes. 
Acho. Madame, aſſeurez-vous qu'il us peut y perir 

Si mon zele & mes ſoins pexvent le ſtconrir. 


ACTE 


ſy 


| Cle. Dear Achoreus, after Ceſar go, 


 POWETLST 
As my Support, againſt you they deſign, | 
And, by your Death, would make their way to mine: 
But though all this be to my Anger known, 
Yet tis my Brother ſtil] that leads them on. 
Do you know that Sir, and may I obtain, 
It your deſerved Fury may reſtrain. 

Cef. Yes, I'll. remember; your Heart is ſo great, 
That, for his Birth's ſake, you his Crime forget. 
Adieu, fear nothing, for theſe are not Foes, 

That can the Fortune of my Arms oppoſe. 
Them, and their Party, I ſhall quickly rout, 
When I to them but Whips and Racks bring out: 
They ſhall not Soldiers, but Tormentors, ſees, 
And now my Axes ſhall my Enſigus be. 
[Exit Cæſar. 
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With him prevent my threatned Overthrow: 

And when he puniſhes our worthleſs Foes, 

Make him remember what his Promiſe owes. 

Obſerve the King, when he in fight appears, 

And ſpare his Blood, that you may ſpare my Tears 
Acho. Madam, his Fortune ſhall no Sorrow need, 

If all my Care and Service can ſucceed. 


Bb 3 
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After the fourth Act, Cleopatra fits hearkening 
to this & O NG. 


 Roud Monuments of Royal Duſt! 2 
Do not your old Foundations fake, 
And labour to reſjen their Tru? 
For ſure your mighty Gueſts ſhould wake, 
Now their own Memphis lies at flake. 


| Alas! in vain our Dangers call; 
' They care not for our Deſtiny, 
Nor will they be concern d at all, 
Egypt now, enſlav'd, or free, 
A Kingdom or s Provmce be. 


What is become of all they did> © 
And what of all they had defign'd > 
Now Death the buſie Scene hath hid, 
Where, but in Story, ſhall we find 
Thoſe great Diſturbers of Mankind ? 


When Men their quiet Minutes ſpent. 

Where Myrtles grew, and Fountains pur! ad, 
As ſafe as they were Innocent: 
What angry God among them hur[d 
Ambition, to undoe the World? 


PO AP ER 


bat is the Charm of being Great? 
Which oft is gain'd and loft with Sin: 
Or if wattain a Royal Seat 
With Guiltleſs Steps, what do we win, 
If Love and Honour fight within? © 


Honour, the Brightneſs of the Mind 
n Love, her nobleſt Extaſw : 
That does our ſelves, this others bind. 
When you, great Pair, ſpall diſagree, 
What Caſuiſt can the Umpire be? 


Though Love does all the Heart ſubdue, 
With gentle, but reſiſileſs Say; 
Tet Honour muſt that govern tos: 


And when thus Honour wins the Day, 


Love overcomes the braveſt way. 
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AC TE V. SCENE I. 
Cornelie temant une petite Urne en ſa main, Philippe 


Cox NETLIE. 
ene 
M yeux, puis. je vous croire, & weſt-ce point un 
ui ſur mes triſtes veux a formé ce menſonge? 
Te revoy-je, Philippe, & cet eſpoux ſi cher 
A-t'il receu de toy les honneurs du bucher? 
cette Urne que je tiens continent-elle ſa cendre ? 
O vous, d ma douleur objet terrible, & tenare, 
Eternel entretien de haine, & de pities 
Reſte du grand Pompee, ecoutez: fa moitié. 
 Nattendez point de moy de regrets, ny de larmes, 
Un grand ceur à ſes manx applique d autres charmes, 
Les foibles deplaiſirs &amuſent à parler, 
Et quiconque ſe plaint cherche à ſe conſoler. 
Moy, je jure des Dieux la puiſſance ſupreme, 
Et pour dire encor plus, je jure par vous- meſine, 
Car vous pouvez bien plus ſur ce caur afflige 
Que le reſpet# des Dieux qui ont mal protege: 
Le jure donc par vous, 6 pitoyable reſte, 
La Divinite ſeule apres ce coup funeſte, 
Par vous, qui ſeul icy pouvez me ſoulager, 
De weſteindre jamais Fardeur de le vanger. 
 Ptolomee a Ceſar par un lache artifice, - 
Rome, de tn Pompee a fait un ſacrifice, 


POMPE T. 


Cornelia with a little Urne in her hand, and Philip. 
CoRNELIA. 


to is pt id e 
Delude me, with Chimera s of the Night? 
Do I behold Thee, Philip? and didſt Thou 
Funeral Rites to my lov'd Lord allow? ? 
His Aſhes does this Urne contain? O View! 
At once ſo tetrible and tender too! 
Eternal Food of Sorrow and of Hate, 
All of great Pompey that is ſpar'd by Fate. 
Expect not I a Tear to you ſhould pay, | 
For Great Souls eaſe their Griefs another way. 1 
Shallow Afflictions, by Complaints are fed: » 
And who laments, would fain be comforted. 
But J have ſworn by all that we Adore; . 
And by your ſelf (ſad Object) which is more; 
(For my_griev'd Heart does more to you ſubmit, 
Than to thoſe Gods who ſo illguarded it,) 
By you I ſwear it then (Mournful Remain, 
My only Deity, now he is ſlain) 
That no Extinction, or Decay, ſhall be 
In that Revenge which muſt enoble me. 

To Ceſar, Prolomy, by baſe Surprize, 


Rone, of thy Pompey, made a Sacrificay, | 


A cette triſiggnarque ibrecommeit Pampe. 
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Et je wentreray point dans tes murs deſolez, 
Que le Pheftte & le Dies ne luy ſvient immalax. 
Faites-men ſouvenir, & ſolttenez ma haine, 
O cendres, mon eſpoir auſſi- bien que ma peine, 
Et pour m'aider un jour # perdre ſon vainguceur, 
Verſes dans tous les crurs ce que reſſent mon cur. 
Toy gui las honor ſur cette infame iv.: 
Dy-moy, gue} ben Demon's. mis en ton ponvoir 
De rendre à ct Heros ce funebre devoir.” © 
Phil. Tout coxvert de fon ſang, & plus mort que luy. 
Apres avoir cent fois maudit le Diudame, | meſme, 
Madame, jay portẽ mes pas & ner ſanglots 
Du cofte que is vent pouſſoit encur ies Nu.. 
Fe cours long · temps en ua, mais mim d ume roche 
Fen derauvre le tront vers un ſable aſſes proche, 
Ou la vague en:couroux ſembloit prendre plauiſir 
feindre de is rendre & puis ven reſſaifir. 
Je m'y jette, &r:Pembraſſe; & le pouſſe au rivage, 
E ramaſſant ſaws luy le debris dun naufrage 
Je luy drefſe un bucher à la baſte & ſans art, 
Tel que je put fiir: Pheure, & gil piut au hazard. 
A peine brulu. ii, qus le Ciel plus propice 
Menveye un compagnom en ce pieus offices ö 
Cordus, un uiemr Nomain qui nemeure em res lieux, 
Retournant de da ville y derourne les cu, 
Es n'y veyant uu tronc dont la teſte eſt couper, 


Sa. 


And I thy'injur'd Walls will never ſee, 
Till Prieſt, and God, to him ſhall offer d be. 
Put me in mind, and my juſt Hate ſuſtain, 
O Aſhes! now my Hope as well as Pain. 
And to aſſiſt me in that great Deſign, j 
Shed im all Hearts, what now is felt by mine. 
But Thou, who on ſo infamous a Shore, 
Gav'ſt him à Flame, ſo Pious, though ſo Poor; 
Tell me, hat God thy Fortune made fo great, 
To pay to ſuch a Hero ſuch a Debt 

Phil.Cover'dwith Blood, and muchmoredeadthan 
When I had-eurs'd the Royal Treachery, [hes 
My wandring Feet were by my-Grief convey'd, 
Where yet the Wind upon the Water plaid : 
After long ſearch, I on a Rock did ſtand, 
And ſaw the Headleſs Trunk approach the Sand: 
Where th angry Wave a Pleaſure ſeem d to take 
To caſt it off, and then to ſnatch it back: 
I to it leap'dz-and thruſt it to the Banks: 
Then gathering a heap of Shipwrack'd Planks, 
An haſty; artleſs Pile, I to him rais d, 
Such as þ could, and ſuch as Fortune pleas d. 
'Twas kindled, when Heav'n grew ſo kind 
To ſend me help; in what I had deſign d. 
Codrus, an Ancient Roman, who lives here, 
Returning from the City, ſpy'd me there; 
And when he did a headleſs Carcaſs view, 
By that ſad Mark alone he Pompey knew : 

Then 


— 
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Soudain la larme à Lil, 6 toy, qui que tu ſois, 
A qui le Ciel permet de fi dignes emplois, 

Ton ſort eſt bien, dit- il, autre que tu ne penſes, 
Tu crains des chatimens, attens des recompenſes, 


Ceſar eſt en Egypte, & vange hautement 
Celuy pour qui ton zele a tant de ſentiment. 


Tu peux faire eſclater les ſoins qu'on ten voit prendre, 
Tu peux meſme a ſa vefve en reporter la cendre, 
Son vainqueur Ta receue avec tout le reſpe& 
Qur*un Dieu pourroit icy trouver a ſon aſpect. 
Acheve, je reviens. Il part & m'abandonne, 
Et rapporte auſſi-toſt ce vaſe qu'il me donne, 
Ou ſa main & la mienne enfin ont renferme 
Ces reſtes d'un Heros par le feu conſume. © 

Cor. O que ſa Naar merite de louanger 

Phil. En entrant j ay trouvẽ des deſardres etranges. 
Jay veu fuir tout un Peuple en foule vers le port, 
O le Roy, diſoit-on, w eſtoit fait le plus fort: 
Les Romains pour ſui voient, & Ceſar dans la Place 
 Ruiſſelante du ſang de cette populace, 
Montroit de ſa juſtice un exemple aſſe beau, 
Laiſſant paſſer Photin par les mains d'un bourreas. 
Auſſi-toſt qu'il me voit, il daigne me connoiſtre, 
Et prenant de ma main les cendres de mon maiſtre, 
Reſtes d'un Demydieu, dont X peine je puis 
Eſgaler le grand nom, tout vainqueur que j en ſuis, 
De vos traiſtres, dit- il, voyez punir les crimes, 
Attendant des Autels recevez ces victimes, 


Bien 
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Then weeping ſaid, O thou, wheter thou art, 
To whom the Gods ſuch do 1 rue xl 
Thy Fortune's greater than thou doſt believe, 
Thou ſhalt Rewards, not Puniſhments, receive. 
Ceſar's in Egypt, and Revenge declares, + 
For him to whom thou pay'ſt theſe Pious Cares, 
Theſe Aſhes to his Widow thou may'ſt bear 
In Alexandria, for now ſhe is there, 
By Pompey” s Conqueror ſo entertain'd, 
As by a God it would not be diſdain d. 
Go on, till I return: This ſaid, he went, 
And quickly brought me this ſmall Monument. 
Then we, betwixt us, into it convey'd, 
| That Heros Aſhes which the Fire had made. crown 15d! 
Corn. With what great Praiſes ſnould this Act be 
Phil. Entring the Town, I great Diſorders * 
A numerous People to the Port did fl, 
Which they believ'd the King would fortifie. 
The eager Romans fiercely theſe purſu'd, 
Rage in their Eyes, their Hands with Blood imbrew'd, 
When Ceſar, with brave Juſtice, did command 
Photin to periſh by a Hangman's Hand: 
On me, appearing, he vouchſaf d to look, 
And with theſe Words my Maſter's Aſhes took. 
Remainders of a Demi-god! whoſe Name 
I ſcarce can equal, Conqueror as Lam; 
Behold Guilt puniſh d, and till Altars call 
For other Victims, let theſe Traitors fall. 


Grea- 


302 POMP EE. 
Bien dauutres vont les ſuivre;' 8 toy, conts tt Pali 
Porter à fa moiti6 de don que je luy fais, * © 
Porter à ſes d&plaifirs cette foible allegeartee, LS 
Et dy luy que je cours achever ſa vangeance. | 
Ce grand homme à ces mots me quitte en 2 
Er baiſe avec reſpet# ce vaſe qu il me ren. 
Cor. O ſodpris ld reſpeci lo qu il oft doux de plaindte 
Le fort d'un ennemy, quand il weſt Plus a craindre 
Q avec chaleur, Philippe, on court a le vanger, 
Quand on diy voir force par ſon propre danger, 
Et que cet intereſt qu en prend pout ſa memoire 
Fait noſtre ſeurete, comme il croift noſtre g ire! 
Ceſar eft genereux, j en Pet ibid 2 
Mais le Roy le vent perare, & ſon rival 4 mort. 
Sa vertu laiſſe lien de douter à PEnvie © 8 
De ce quelle feroit vil le voyoit en vie; 
Pour grand u en ſoit te prix, ſon peril Vids, 
Cette ombre' qui la cvuvure en affoiblit Peclat, 4 
L'amour meſme iy meſle, & ie forte cumbatre, 
Quand il vange Pampe il defend Cleopatre. 
Tant dintereſts ſont joints d ceux de mon po, 
7 je ne ur vrois rien à ce qu'il fait pour nout, 
Si comme par ſey ue ſine un grand ceur fuge un autre, 
Je naimois mieux juger ſa vertu par la „re, a 
Et crojre que vous ſeuls. Sons ce combatant, 
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7 Greater ſhall follow. To the Court go thou, | 1 
5 On Pempey's Widow this from me beſtow. 
And whilſt with it ſhe makes with Grief ſome truce, 
Tell her how Ceſar her Revenge purſues. 
That great Man, ſighing, then from me did turn, 
And, .bumbly kiſling, did reſtore the Urne. n 
Cor, O Formal Grief! how, cafie. is that Tear, 
| That's ſhed for. Foes whom we no longer fear ! 
How ſoon Revenge for others fills that Breaſt, 
Which to i it, is, by its own Danger preſt ? 
| And when the Care we take. to right the dead 
Secures our Life, and does our Glory ſpread. 
Ceſar is generous, tis rue z but be, v 
By the King wrong d and from his Rival free, 
Might in an envious Mind a Doubt revive, 
What he would do, were Pompey yet alive. 
His Courage, his own Safety does provide, 
Which does the Beauty of his Actions hide. 
Love is concern d in't too, and he does fight 
In Pampey's Cauſe, for Cleopatra Right. 
So many Int'reſts with my Husband's met, 
Might to his Virtue take away my Debt. 
But as Great Hearts judge by themſelves alone, 
I chuſe to gueſs his Honour by my oõ＋õƷm; 
And think we only make his Fury ſuch, 
Since in „ rer 8 


Wart u 8 Nun 


4 SCENE * 
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8 C E NE IL | 
Cleopatre Cornelie, Philippe Charmion. 


Cle. Je ne viens pas icy pour troubler ume plainte 
Trop juſte à la douleur dont vous eſtes atteinte, 
Je vient pour rendre hommage aux cendres d un Heres 
Qu un fidelle Afranchy vient d arracher aux floti, 
Pour le plaindre avec vous, & vous jurer, Madame, 
Que j aurois conſerve ce maiſtre de votre ame, 
H le Ciel qui vous truite avec trop de rigueur 
Men euſt donné la force, aui. bien que le cur. 
Si pourtant 4 Paſpet? de ce quil vous renveye 
Vos douleurs laiſſoient place a quelque peu de joye, 
Si la vangeance avoit dequoy vous ſoulager, © 
Fe vous dirois auſſi qu on vient de vous vanger, 
Que le traiftre Photin.... vous le ſtaver, peut · re? 
Cor. Oay, Princeſſe, je ſtay qu on a puny ce traiſtre. 
Cle. Un fi prompt chatiment vous doit eftre bien 
Cor. Hil a quelque douceur, elle n eſt que pour vous. 
Cle Tous les ceurs trouvent dau be ſucces qu ils 

eſperent. 

Cor. Comme nos ee e different. 
Si Ceſar & ſa mort joint celle & Achillas, 
Vuus eftes ſatisfaite, & je ne ls ſuis par, 


Aux 
* 
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SCENE II. 


Cleopatra, Charmion, C warks Phity. 


Cle. I come not to diſturb a Grief, ſo due 
To that Affliction which hath*wounded you: 
But thoſe Remains adore, which from the Wave 
A faithful Freed man did ſo lately ſave t- | 


To mourn'your Fortune, Madam, and to ſwear | 


You'd ſtill enjoy'd a Man ſo juſtly dear, 


If Heaven, which did perſecute you ſtill, 


Had made my Power equal to my Will. 

Yet if, to what that Heaven ſends you now, 

Your-Grief can any room for Joy allow z 

If any Sweetneſs in Revenge there be, - 

Receive the Certainty of yours from me. 

The falſe Photinus —— But you may have heard. 
Cor. Les, Princeſs, that he hath his juſt Reward. 
Cle, Have yo no Comfort in that News di- 

Teern'd? | 
Cor. If ebere be any, you are moſt concern'd. 
Cle. All Hearts with Joy receive a wiſh'd Event. 
. Our mn are, as our Int'reſts, diffa- 
rent. urn 

Though Cæſur a- Aballar Death; in b be 

f enen EIT! 

Cc 
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Aux Manes de Pompte il faut une autre offrande; 
La vittime eſt trop baſſe, & i injure eft trop grande; 
Et te n'eſt pas un ſang que pour la reparer 
Son Ombre & na douteur daiguent canſigerer. 
 Lardeur de le vanger dans mon ame allume 
En attendant Ceſur demande Ptolomte, 
Tout indigne qu'il eſt de viure, & de Feguer, 
Fe ſeay bien que Ceſar ſe force à Tipergner 4 
Mais quoy que fon amour ait oft vous arometire, 
Le Ciel plus juſte enfin woſera is permetire, 
Et s'il peut une fois trouter tour mer uu, 
Par la main lun de Patare ils periront tous deur. 
Mon ame 4 ce bonheur, fi le Ciel me Penvge, 
Oublira ſes deuleurs pour Saunurir @ la jero, 
Mais ſi ce grand fouhait demands trap pour my, 
Si vous nen perdes qu un, Ciel, perdes le Rey. 
Cle. Le Ciel ſur nos ſoubaits ne regle pas lechoſes. 
Cor. Le Ciel regle ſouvent les effets ſur les cauſer, 
Et rend aux criminelt ce qu ils out write.” 
Cle. Comme de la juſtice, il a de ia bowte. 

Cor. Oiiy,mais il fait juger, à voir comme il commen· 
Que ſa juſtice Ait, & nem pas ſa tlemence, [ce 
Cle. Son vent de la juſtice if paſſe à ia doucenr. 

Cor. Reineje parle en vef ve, & vous parks en ſtur, 
Chacune a ſon ſujet d aigreur, ou de tenapeſſe, 
Qui dans le fort du Roy jufterment Fintertſe. 
Apprenons par le ſang qu'on aura ripandu, | 
en, ſouhaits le Ciel a la mieux repondu, 

vicy voſtre Achoree, | SCENE 
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For nobler Rites to Pompey's Ghoſt belong, | 
Theſe are too mean tb expiate his Wrong. 
No Reparation by ſuch Bleod is made, 
Either to my Grief, or his injur'd Shade; 
And the Revenge which does my Soul enflame, 
Till it hath Ceſar, Prolomy doth claim; 
Who though fo much unfit to reign or live, 
Ceſar, I know, will for his Safety ſtrive. 
But though his Love hath dar'd to promiſe 1 it, 
Yet juſter Heaven dares it not permit. 
And if the Gods an Ear to me afford, 
They ſhall both periſh by each others Sword: 
Such an Event would my Heart's Grief deſtroy, 
Which now is ſuch a Stranger grown to Joy. 
But if ye, Gods, think this too great a things 
And but one fall, O let it be the King! 
Cle. Heav n does not govern as our Wills direct. 
Cor, But Gods, what cauſes promiſe, will effect, 
And do the guilty with Revenge purſue, 
Cle. As they have Juſtice, they have Mercy too. 
Cor. But we may judge, as here Events have paſt, 
They now the firſt will act, and not the laft. 
Ch. Their Mercy oft does thro their Juſtice break. 
Cor. Queen, you as Siſter, I as Widow ſpeak. 
Each hath her Cauſe of Kindneſs and of Hate, 
And both eoncern'd are in this Prince's Fate. 
But by the Blood which hath to Day been ſhed, 
We ſhall perceive whoſe vows have better ſped. 
Behold your Achoreus. = | SCENE 
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a SCENE I. 
Corneliez Cleopatre, Achorée, Philippe, Charmion. 


Cle. Helas! ſur ſon viſage 
Rien ne 5 ore d mes yeux que de mauvais preſage. 
Ne nous deguiſez rien, parlez ſans me fluter, | 
Qu'ay-je 4 craindre, Achoree, ou qu ay. je à regretter 
Acho. Auſſi toſt que Ceſar euſt feeu la perfidie—— 
Cle. Ab! ce neſt pas ſes ſoins que je veux qu'on me 
Fe ſtay qu'il fit trancher & clorre ce conduit ¶ die, 
Par ou ce grand ſecours devoit eftre introduit, 
Qu il manda tous les fiens pour Saſſturer la Place, 
Ou Photin à receu le prix de ſon audace, 
Que d'un ſi prompt ſupplice Achillas tonne 
S'eſt aiſement ſaiſi du port abandonne, 
Que le Roy la ſuivy, qu Antoine a mis à terre 
Ce que dans ſes vaiſſeaux reſtoit de gens de guerre, 
Que Ceſar la rejoint, & je ne doute pas © 
ui ait ſpeu vaincre encor, & punir Achillas. 
 Acho.Ouy, Madame, ona ven ſon bonheur ordinaire. 
Cle. Dites-moy ſeulement Sil a ſauvt mon Feet 
i m'a tenu promeſſe. 
Acho. Oy, de tout ſon pouvoir. 
Cle. C'eſt lat unique point que je voulats ſavor, 
Madame, vous voyez, les Dieux mont ecoutee. 
Cor. Ils mont que differs la peine meritee. 


Cle. 


J 
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S C E N E III. 
To them Acboreus. 


Cle. But alas! 
I reed no good Preſages in his Face; 
Speak Achoreus, let us freely hear 
What yet deſerves my Sorrow, or my Fear.. 
Acho. Asſoon as Cæ ſar did the Treaſon know: 
Cie. Tis not his Conduct I enquire of now, 
I know he cut and ſtopt that ſecret Vault 
Which to him ſhould the Murtherers have brought, 
That tg ſecure the Streets his Men he ſent, | 
Where Photin did receive his Puniſhment : 
Whoſe ſudden Fall Achillas ſo amaz'd, 
That on th'abandon'd Port he quickly ſeiz'd; 
Whom the King follow 'd, and that, to the Land 
Antonius all his Soldiers did command. | 
Where Ceſar join'd him, and I thence do gueſs 
Achillas Puniſhment, and his Succeſs. 
Acbo. His uſual Fortune her Aſſiſtance gave. 
Cle. But tell me if he did my Brother ſave, 
And kept his Promiſe. 
Acho. Yes, with all his might. 
Cle. That's all the News I wiſh'd you to recite. 
Madam, you ſee the Gods my Prayers heard. 
Cor. 89 only have his Puniſhment deferr d. 
Ce 3 Cle. 
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Cle. Vous lavouliez ſur J heure, ils Fen ont garanty. 
Acho. I/ faydroit qu à nos veus il euſt mieux con- 
ſenty. [ tendre 2 
Cle. Que diſiez-vous u Euere, & que viens-jeden- 
Accordez ces diſcours que j ay peine 4 comprenare. 
Acho. Aucuns ordres, ny ſoins Mont pil le ſecourir, 
Malgre Ceſar, & nous il a voulu perir; : 
| Mais il e mort, Madame, avec toutes les marques 
Que puiſſent laiſſer deux les plus dignes Monqrques, 
& vertu rappellte a ſoutenu ſon rang, 
Et ſa perte aur Romains a coli bien du ſang. 
Il combatoit Antoine avec tant de courage, 
Qu il emportoit deſia ſur luy quelque avantage, 
Mais Fabord de Ceſar a change le Deſtin : 
Auſſi-toft Achillas ſuit le ſort de Photin, 
Il meurt, mais d'une mart trop belle pour untraifire 
Les armes a la main en defendant ſon maiſtre. 
Le vainqueur crie en vain qu on 6pargne le Roy, 
Ces mots au lieu d"eſpoir luy donnent de Peffroy ; 
Son eſprit alarme les croit un artifice 
Pour reſerver ſa teſte à laffront d'un ſupplice. 
Il pouſſe dans nos rangs, il les perce, & fait voir 
Ce que peut la vertu qu arme le aſe [poir, © 
Et ſon cœur emporte par l erreur qui Pabuſe' 
Cherche par tout la mort que chacun luy refuſe. 
Enfin perdant haleine apres ces grands efforts, 
Pres deſtre environne, ſes meilleurs ſoldats morts, 
I voit quelques furardt ſauter dans une barque, 
Ila jette, & les fiens gui ſuivent leur Monarque, 
MD" u8 
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Cle. You wiſh'd it now but they have himſecur'd, 

Acbo. Or Cæſar had, if he had Life endur'd. 

Cle. What ſaid you laſt? Or did I rightly heat? 
Oh! quickly your obſcure Diſcourſes clear. 

Acbo. Neither your Cares nor ours could ſave him, 
Would die in ſpight of Cæſar, and of Lou: le 
But, Madam, in the nobleſt way he dy d, 

That ever-falling Monarch dignifi d. 

His reſfor'd Virtue did his Birth make good, 

And to the Romans dearly ſold his Blood. 

He fought Antonius with ſuch noble Heat, 

That on him he did ſome Advantage get: 

But Ceſar's coming alter d the Event; 

Achillas there after Photinus went: .* 
But ſo as him did too much Honour bring ʒ * 
With Sword in hand he periſh for his King. 

O ſpare the King, in vain the Conqueror cry'd; 

To him no Hope but Terror it imply'd. 

For, frighted, he thought Cæſar did intend 

But to referve him to a ſhameful Kind: 

He charg d, and broke our Ranks, bravely to ſhew - 

What Virtue armed by Deſpair can do. 

By this Miſtake his vexed Soul abus d, 

Still ſougkit the Death whick ſtill was him refus'd. | 

Breathleſs at laſt, with having fought and bled, 

Encompaſs d round; and his beſt Soldiers dead, 


Into a Veſſel which was near he leaps, 
And follow d was by wen ranvultuous' Heaps, 


392 YO N E T. 
D'un ff grand nombre en foule accablent ce vaiſſtau, 
Que la Mer Lenglautit avec tout ſon furdeau. 
C'eſt ainſi que ſa mort luy rend toute ſa gloire, 
A vous toute PEgypte, a Ceſar la victoire, | 
1! vous proclame Reine; & bien qu aucun Romain 
Du ſang que vous plenrez n'ait veu rougir ſa main 
11 nous fait voir 4 tous un deplaiſir extremt, 
1! ſoupire, il gemit « mais le voicy Iuy-meſme, 
Qui pourra mieux que moy vous montrer la douleut 
Que luy donne du Roy linvincible malheur. 


s C R N E W. 


Ceſar, Cornelie, Cleopatre, Antoine, Lepide, 
| Achor&:, Charmion, Philippe. 

Cor. Ceſar, tiens-moy parole, & me rends mesgaleres, 
Achillas & Photin ont receu leurs ſalaires, 
Leur Roy n'a pul jouir de ton cæur adouey, 
Et Pompee eſt vang ce qu il peut beſtre icy... 
Je ny ſtaurois plus voir qu un funeſte rivage 
Qui de leur attentat m'offre [horrible image, 
Ta nouvelle vicłoire, & te bruit eclatant. 2 
Qu aux changemens de Roy pouſſe un Peuple incon- 
Et parmy ces objets ce qui le plus waffiige, | 
C'eſt d'y revoir toi jours Pennemy qui moblige. 
Laiſſe-moy m'affranchir de cette indignite, 
Et ſouffre que ma haine agiſſe en liberté. 
At cet empreſſement j ad jaute une requeſte, 
Joy I Urne de Pompee, il y mangue ſa teſte, 


Ne 
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As, by their Number overpreſt, the Ship 
With all its Fraight was ſwallow'd in the . 


This Death recovers all his loft Renown, 


Cives Ceſar Fame, and You th' Egyptian RS : 


You were proclaim'd, and though no Raman Sword 
Had touch d the Life ſo much by you deplor'd, 
Ceſar extteamly did concern'd appear; 

He fighs, and he complains: But ſee him here, 
Who better can than I his'Griefs relate, 

For the W ; 


* 8 E N E w. 
To chem Ceſar, Antonins, Lepidus. 


Cor. Ceſar, be juſt, and. me my Gallies yield; 
Achillas-and Photinus both are kill'd ; 
Nor could thy ſoftned Heart their Maſter ſave, 
And Pompey, here, no more Revenge can have. 
This fatal Shore nothing does me preſent, 
But th Image of their horrible Attempt, 
And thy new Conqueſt, with the giddy noiſe . 
Of People who in Change of Kings rejoy ce: | 
But what afflicts me moſt, is ſtill to ſee 
Such an obliging Enemy in Thee. . 8 
Releaſe me then from this inglorious Pain, 
And ſet my Hate at Liberty again. 
But yet, before I go, I muſt requeſt 
The Head of Pompey with his Bones may reſt. 


Give 
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Ne me la retiens plus, c eſt P unique faveur 
Dont je te puis excor prier avec honneur. 

Cel. left jute, & Ceſar oft rout preft de vous rende 
Ce reſte o% vous ava tant de droit de pretengre: 
Mais il eſt juſte auſſi qu apres tant de ſanglots 

A ſes Manes errans nous rendions be repos; 
Q un bucher allums par ma main, & lg voftre 
Le vange pleinement de ls honte de Fautre, 
Que ſon Ombre 5s'appaiſe en voyant noſtre ennu),. 
E qu'une Urne plus digne, & de vous, & de lay: 
Aprés la flame eteinte & les pompes ſinies, 
Renferme avec eclat ſes cendres retinies. 

De cette meſme main dont il fut combatu 
I verra des Autels dreſſog; +ſa vertu, 
Il receura des veux, de Fencens, des vittimes, 
Sans rece voir par la dhonteurs que letitimes. + 
Pour ces juſtes devoirs je ne veux que domain, 
Ne me refuſez pas ce bonheur ſowverain, 
Faites un peu de force à veſtre impatience, 
Vous eftes libre apres, pariez en diligence, 
Portez 4 n 
Portey — ' 

Cor. Nom na Ceſar, now es 1 
Il faut que tadefaite,& que tes funerailles 
A cette cendre aimet en owore les murailles, 

Et quoy queelle Ia tienne auffi chere gue may, 
Elle n'y doit rentrer quien rriemphant de toy. 


* 


Te 


Give it ma then, as that along, which: yet 
I can with Honour at thy Hands intreat. 
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Cæſ. You may ſo juſtly that Remainder claim, 


That to deny it would be cure: 
But it is fit, aftex ſo many Woes, 


That we hould give-his wandfing Shade repoſe, 


And that a Pile, which You and I enflame, 
From the firſt mean one reſcue Nompeys Name. 
That he ſhould be appsas d our Grief to view 
And that an Uzn mers worthy him and you 
May (the Pomp dona, and Fire extin& again) 
His re- united Aſhes entertain. 

This Arm, which did ſo long with Him debate, 
Shall Altars to his Virtue dedicates. 
Offer him Vows, Incenſe, and Victims too, 
And yet ſhall give him nothing but his Due. 
but to marrow for theſe Rites require, 
Refuſe me not the Favour I defire ; 
But ſtay till theſe Solemnities be paſty 
And then you may reſume your eager Haſte. 
Bring to our Name a Treaſury ſo great, 
That Relique bear —— 

Coy. Not thither, Cefar, yet: 
Till firſt thy Ruin, granted me by Fate, 
To theſe lov'd- Aſhes ſhall unlock the Gate; 
And thither (though as dear to Rome as me) 


They come not, till Triumphant over thee. 


To 
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Fe la porte en Afrique, & ceft là que Peſpere- - 
Que les fils de Pompee, & Caton, & mon pere, 
Secondesz par Peffort d un Roy plus genereux, 
Ainſi que ts Fuſtice auront le Sort pour eur. 

C'eſt 1a que tu verras ſur la Terre & ſur Onde 
Le debris de Pharſale armer un autre Monde, 
Et ceſt Ia que f'iray, pour haſter tes matheurs, 
Porter de rang en rang ces cendres & mes pleurs, 
Je veux que de ma haine ils regoivent des regles, 
Quilt ſusvent au combat des Urnes au lieu & Aigles, 
Et que ce trifte objet porte en lear' ſouvenir 
Les ſoins de le vanger, & ceux de te punir. 
Tu veux à ce Heros rendre un de voir ſupreme, 
L'honneur que tu luy rends rejallit ſor toy · meſineʒ 
Tu men ueuæ pour temoin, fobess au vainguour, 
Mais ne preſume pas toucher par la mon ceur, - 

La perte que p ay faite eſt trop irreparable, 

La ſource de ma hazne eft trop inepuiſable, 

| A Pegal de mes jours je la feray durer, © 

Je veux viure avec elle, avec elle expirer. 

Je tavohray gourt ent, comme vraiment Romaine, 
Que pour toy mon eſtime eſt egale à ma haine, 
Que June & PF autre eſt juſte, & montre le pouvoir 
L'une de ta vertu, J autre de mon devoir : 

Que Pune eft genereuſe, & [autre intereſſee, 

Et que dans mon efprit Pune & Pautre eſt forces. 
Tu vois que ta vertu qu en vain on veut trabir 
Me force de priſer ce que je dois hair, | 


Juge 
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To Ariel I muſt this rich Burthen bear, 
Where Pompey's Sons, Cato and Scipio, are. 
Who'll find, I hope, (with a brave King ally'd) 
Fortune as well as Juſtice on their fide: 
And thou ſhalt ſce there, with new Fury hurl'd, 
Pharſalid's Ruins arm another World. 
From'Rank to Rank theſe Aſhes I'll expoſe 
Mixt with my Tears, texaſperate thy Foes. 
My Hate ſhall guide them too, and they ſhall fight 
) With Urns, inſtead of Eagles, in their Sight; 
That ſuch ſad Objects may make them intent 
On his Revenge, and op thy Puniſhment. 
Thou to this Hero now devout art grown, 
But, raiſing his Name, do ſt exalt thy own. 
I muſt be Witneſs too! and I ſubmit; | 
But thou canſt never move my Heart with it. 
My Loſs can never be repair'd by Fate, 
Nor is it poſſible t exhauſt my Hate. 1 
This Hate ſhall.be my Pompey. now, and I . A 10 
In his Revenge will live, and with it die. | 
But as a Rowan, though my Hate be ſuch, 
I muſt confeſs, I thee eſteem as much. 
Both theſe Extreams Juſtice can well allow: 
This does my Virtue, that my Duty ſhow. 
My Senſe of Honour does the firſt command; 
Concern, the laſt; and they are both conſtrain'd. 
And as thy Virtue, whom none can betray, 
Where I ſhould hate, makes me ſuch Value pay ; 
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Juge ainſf de la haint od n d, wt le, 
La vefve de Pumper y forre Cornelis. 
Firay, Wen Utute point, au ſbrris de res iiur 
| Sotllever contre roy les hommes, & les Dienx, 
Ces Dieu qui t'ont flate cer Dieux qui mont tronipts, 
Ces Dieux qui dan Pharſale mt mal ſtruy Pompee, 
Qui la foudre 2 Ia main Font pd voit #goryer, 
Ehn ear fate, & tt veudiont iq. 
Mon zele à leur refus aids de fa memoirr 

Te ſjanra bien ſans cus arrucher la vittoire. 

Et quand tout mon effort ſe trowoers rompu = 

_ Cleopatre fera ce que fe Wamtay pl. | 
Je [pay quelle oft ta flame, & quelles ſont ſos yon 
Que tu n'ignores pas comme on fait les divortes, 
Que top amour t'avengle, & que pour Fipouſtr 


wu Rome na point de loix que tw woſts briſer: 


Mais ſzache auſſt qu alors Ia jounoſſ Romaine 
Se croira tout permit fur Ichoum d une Reine, 
Et que de cet Hymien ttt amis indignes 
Vangeront fur ton ſang leurs advis dedaignts. 
Fempeſche ta ruine empeſchant tes careſſes. 
Adieu, F attens domain left de tes promeſſes. 


SCENE 


POMPEY. 

My Duty ſo my Anger does create, 
And Pompey's Widow makes Cornelia hate. 
But I from hence ſhall haſten, and know then, 
ll raiſe againft thee Gods, as well as Men. 
Thoſe Gods that flattet d thee, and me abus d; 
And, in Phar{alia, Pompey's Caule rafus'd 
Who at his Death could Thunder-bolts refrain, 
To expiate that, will his Revenge maintain: 
If not, his Soul will give my Zeal ſuch Heat, 
As I without their Help ſhall thee defeat. 
But ſhould all my Endeavours proſper ill, 
What I cannot do, Cleopatre will. 
I know thy Flame, and that, tobey its Force, 
Thou from Gaiphurnie ſtudy ſt a Divorce: 
Now blinded, thou wouldſf this Alliance make, 
And there's no Law of Rome thou dar'ſt not break. 
But know, the Romas Youth: think it no Sin 
To fight againſt the Husband of a Queen. 
And thy offended Friends will, at the Price 
Of thy beſt Blood, revenge their ſcorn'd Advice. 

I check thy Ruin, if I check thy Love; 

Adieu; to Morrow will thy Honour prove. 
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SCENE oh 


Ceſar, Caen Antoine, Lepide, Achorde, 
| \ Charmion, The 4h 


Cle. Iii bud ces perils je vou aul n 
Seigntiur perdez en moy er qui les peut cauſer, 
Sacrifiez ma vie an bonheur de la voſtre, 

Le mien ſera trop grand, & je nen yeux point d autre, 
Tnaigne que je ſuis d un Ceſar pour tpoun,  - 
Que de vivre en voſtre ame eftant morte pour vous. 

Ceſ. Reine, ces vaius projets ſont le ſeul avantage 
Qu un grand cœur impuiſſunt a du Ciel en partage : 
Comme il a peu de force, il a beaucoup de ſoins, 

Et gil pon voit plus f il ſouhaiteroit moins. 
Les Dieux empeſcheront'Peffet de cet augures, 
Et mes felicitez nen ſtront pas moins pures, 
Pourveu que voſtre amour gaigne ſur vos douleurs 
Qu en faveur de Ceſar vbus tarifſiez vos pes 

E que voſtre bonts fenfible à ma prirre, 

Pour un fidelle amant bublie um mauuair i 

On aura pi vous dirs wore quel deplaifir 
Fay veu le deſeſpoir qui Pa voulu choiſir, 
Avec combien d'efferts j'\ay voulu le defendre 
Des Paniques terreurs qui Pavoient pt ſurprendrt z 
11 S'eſt de mes bontez juſqu'au bout defendu, 


Et de peur de ſe perdre, il Seſt enfin perdu. 
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Ceſar, pere „ Antonia 6 
weft » Achor cus, 


Cle. Rack than you td this expos'd fhould be, 
With my dw. Ruin 1 would fet you _—_= 
Sacrifice ine, Sir, t6 your Happiheſs; 

For that's the greateſt that J can poſſeſs; 
Though far tinworthy to be Cz/ar's Bride, 

Yet he If tettietaber one that for Him Dy d. 

Ceſ. Thoſe empty Projects, Queen; are all now left 
To 4 great Heart, of other Help bereft; 

Whoſe keen Deſires her want of Strength confeſs, 
Could ſhe perform more, ſhe would wiſh it leſs. 
The Gods will theſe vain Auguries dif, ptove, 

Nor can they my Felicity remove. 

If yotir Love ſtronger than your Grief appears, 
And will fot Cæſars ſake dty up your Tears; 

And that a Brother, who deferv'd them not, 
May for a Faithful Lover be forgot. 

You may have heard, with what Regret of mine 
His Safety to Deſpair he did refign W + 
How much I ſought his Reaſon to redeem, 

From thoſe vain Terrors that ſurrounded him, 
Which he difputed to his lateſt Breath. 

And caſt away his Life for fear of Death. 
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O honte pour Ceſar, qu avec tant de puiſſance, 

Tant de ſoins pbur bous rendre entiere obeiſſance, 

Il wait pi toutefois en ces evenemens 

Obeir au premier de vos commandemens ! 

Prenez-vous-en au Ciel, dont les ordres ſublimes 

Malgre tout nos efforts ſervent punir les crimes 

Sa rigueur envers luy vous ouvre un ſort plus doux, 

Puiſque par cette-mort I Egypte eff toute 4 vous. 
Cle. Fe ſtay que j'en refois un nouveau Diaden, 

Qu on n'en peut accuſer que les Dieux, & luy meſme; 

Mais comme il eft, Seigneur, de la fatalite, 

Que Laigreur ſoit meſlce à la felicits, 

Ne vous offences pas i cet heur de vos armes, 

Qui me rend tant de biens, me couſte un peu delarmes, 

Et i f vorant ſa mort deue à ſa trahiſon, 

Je donne à la Nature, ainſi qu à la raiſon, 

Je nouure point les yeux ſur ma grandeur {i procht, 

Qu auſſi toſt a mon ceur mon ſang ne le reproche, 

Fen reſſens dans mon ame un murmure ſecret, 

Et ne puis remonter au trone ſans regret. [ pleint 
Acho. Un grand peuple, Selgneur, dont cette court 

Par des cris redoublez demande 4 voir ſa Reine, 

Et tout impatient deſia ſe plaint aux Cieux 

Qu on luy donne trop tard un bien ſi precieux. 
Ceſ. Ne luy refuſons plus le bonheur qu il deſire, 

Princeſſe, allons par la commencer voſtre Empire. 

Faſſe le juſte Ciel, propice'a mes deſirs, 

Que ces longs cris de joye etouffent vos ſoijpirs, 


E 
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O Shame for Ceſar! Who ſo cniment |. 
And ſo ſollicitous for your Content! 
Yet, by the Cruel Fortune of this Day, 
Could not the firſt of your Commands = "i 
But vainly we reſiſt the Goda, who will 
Their juſt Decrees on guilty Men fulfil. 
And yet his Fall your Happineſs procures, 
Since by. his Death pt is wholly yours, 
Cle. I know I gain another Diadem, 
For which none can be blam'd but Heav'n and him, 
But as the Fate of humane things 1s ſuch, 
That Joy and Trouble do each other touch, 
Excuſe me, if the Crown conferr'd by you, 
As it obliges, does affli& me too; 
And if to.ſee. a Brother juſtly kill d, 
To Nature I as well as Reaſon yield. 
No ſooner on my Grandeur I reflect, 
But my Ambition by my Blood is checkt, 
I meet my Fortune with a ſecret Groan, 
Nor dare without Regret aſcend the Throne. 
f Acho. The Court is full, Sir, People crowding in, 
| Who with great Shouts demand to ſee their Queens 
And many Signs of their Impatience give, 1 
That ſuch a Bleſſing they ſo late receive, 0 
N Cæſ. Let them ſo juſt a Happineſs obtain, | 
And by that Goodneſs, Queen, commence your Reign. | 
O may the Gods ſo favour my Defire, 
That in their Joy your Sorrow may expire; 
7 Dd 3 
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E puiſſent us laifſer dedans voſire p 
Que l image des traits dont mon ame off de. 
Cependant, 94 Feruy ma ſuite & wore Cour 
Preparent pour amin ls pompe dum bean jour, 
O dans wn dige employ Fune & I autre occapte 
Couronne Cleopatre, & mf appaiſe Pompe, 
Eſleve & Pune un True, d Iautre des Autels, 
Er jure d tows tis due tex reſfets umme 


HORACE, 


© 


7 ON E 2. 4s 


That no Idea in your Soul may bey 54 
But of the Wounds which you have given me: 
Whilſt my Attendants and your Courtiers may 
Prepare to Morrow for a glorious Day. 

When all ſuch Noble Offices may own, 

Pompey t'appeale, and atra Crown. 

To her a Throne, to him let's Altars build, 
And to them both Immortal Honours yield. 


[ Exenunt. 
5 
ö 
* 
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Aſter the Fifth Act by two Beyptien Priefts, as 
| + wer Green, | 


1. 


N Scend @ Throne, Great Queen! to you 
| By Nature, and by Fortune, due 
And ler the World adore , 


One, who Ambition could withſtand, 
Subdue Revenge, and Love command, 
On Honour's ſmgle ſcore. 


2. 


Te mighty Roman Shades, permit 


That Pompey ſhould above you fit, 
He muſt be Deif? d. 


For who like him &er fought, or fell? 
What Hero ever liv'd ſo well? 
Or who ſo-greatly dy a? 


What cannot Glorious Cæſar do? 
How nobly does be fight, and woo! 
On Crowns how does he tread! 


What Mercy to the wask he ſhews, 
How fierce is he to living Foes ? 
How pions to the deadꝰ 


2. Cor. 
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Cornelia yet would challenge Tears, © 
But that the Sorrow which ſhe wears, 
S charming is, and brave, 


That it exalts her Honour more, 
Than if ſhe all the Scepters bore, 
Her Gen'rous Husband gave. 


Chorus. 


Then, after all the Blaod that's foed, 
Let's right the living and the dead: 
Temples to Pomyey raiſe, 


Set Cleopatra on the Throne; 
Let Cxſar keep the World h bat won; 


And ſing Cornelia's Praiſe. 
After which a Grand Maſque is Danc'd before 
Ceſar and Cleopatra, made (as well the other Dan- 
ces and the Tunes ts them) by Mr. Jeb Ogilby, 
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EPILOGUE 


Written by tir Edward Dering Baut. N 


Leas'd or diſpleas d, cenſure, as you think fit, 
The Action, Plot, the Languages or the Wit: 
But we're ewes 0 Bolder Thought can tax 
Iheſe Scenes of Blemilh to the bluſhing Sex. 
Nor Envy, with het hundred Eyes; ofÞy 
One Line ſevereſt Virtue need to fly: 
As chaſt the Words, as harmleſs is the Senſe, - 
As the firſt Smyles of Infant Innocence. 
Yet at your Peet, Cefar's content to bow, 
— — eps —— Great till nor: 
Who does your Pra kinder Votes prefer 
Before th App Nan of his own Theatre: _ 
Where fifty thouſand Run · dai 


The Gods and hö for A ne he ” 

t © 

The ſad Cornelia + lays, mY 
Will force a Smile, en 22 e Death 
She thought | Paſſions huxy d iu his mg 
But flatt'ring Ff and nd trembling Fears return : 
Undone in E yp , Fheſſaly and- ter 
She yet in Ireland hopes a mildes Doom: * - 
Nor from Iberian Shores, or Lybian Sands, 
Expects Relief, but only from your Hands. 

Ev*n Cleopatra, not content to have 

The Univerſe, and Ceſar too her Slave, 


Forbears her Throne, till you her Right allow; 
'Tis leſs t have rul'd the World, than Dleaſed you. 
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Tull, Roy de Rome. ny ball 
Le vieil Horace, Chevalier Romain. 
Horace, ſon Fi. 1 
Curiace, Gentithoms omme & Albe; As 4 FIVE 
Valere, Chevalier Romain, amoureux de Camilin, 
Sabine, Femme d Horace, & Seur de Curiace, 
Camille, Amante de Curt & Seur d Horace. 
Julie, Dame Romaine, ne & Sabine G & 
Cami. * 
Flavian, Soldat + PArmite Ale 
Procule, gallat a me de Rome. -, 
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La seen el kes dan ure Sl de la maiſon 
A d Horace. 5 


The . 


7 ullus, King of 3 
Old Horace, a Roman Knight. 

Horace, his son. 

Curtius, a Gentleman of Alba, in Love <a Camilla. 
Valerius, a Roman Knight, in Love with Camilla. 
Sabina, Wife of Horace, and Siſter of Curtius. 
Camilla, Miſtreſs of Curtius, and Siſter of Horace 
Julia, Roman Lady; Confident of Sabina and Camilla. 
Havian, an Alban Soldier. 

Proculus, : a Roman Soldier. 


The Seene in the Houſe of Horace at Rome. 
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AC TE I. SCENE 1 
W 


— fuibleſe, & ſoafiex ma douten, 
Elle weſt que trop fue en un [i grand malbeur. 
Ae 


.  Lebranlement ſied bien aux plus fermes courages, 


Et Peſprit le plus maſie, & le moms abatu 
Ne ſpauroit ſans deſordre &xercer fa vertu. 

Quoy que le mien C etonne à ces rudes alarmes, 

Le trouble de mon ceur ne peut rien ſur mes larmes, 
Et parmy les ſolpirs qu il pouſſe vers les Cieux, 
Ma conflance du moins regne encor ſur mes yeux. 
Quand on arreſte la les deplaiſirs d une ame, 

S: Pon fait moins qu un homme, on fait plus qu une fem- 
Commander à ſes pleurs en cette extremite, Lane; 
Ceſt nontrer pour le Sexe aſſeæ de fermeté. 


Jul 
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Jul. C'en eſ peut-eſtre aſſet; pour une ame commute, 
Qui du maindre peril ſe fait une infortune,.__ 
Mais de cette foibleſſe un grand cœur eſt bonteux, 
I ofe eſperer tout dans un ſucces duuteu pr. 
Les deux camps ſont ranges au pied de nos mitrailles, 
Mais Rome ignore encor comme on perd des batailles. 
Loin de trembler pour elle, il luy faut applandir, 
Puitsqu elle va combattre, elle va Sagrandir. 
Banniſſeæs banniſſez.une frareur /i uaine, 
Et conceves des veux dignes d'une Romaine. 
Sab. Fe ſuis Romaine, helas |puis qu Horace eſt Ro 
Jen ay receu le titre en recevant fa main, [ man, 
Mais ce næud me tiendroit en eſclave enchainte, 
Fil mempeſchoit de voir en quels lieux je ſuis nee. 
Albe, ou j ay commence de reſpirer le jour, 
Albe, mon cher Pays, & mon premier amour, 
Lors qu entre nous & toy je voy la guerre ouverte, 
Fe crains naſtre victoire, autant que noſtre perte. 
Rome, ſi tu te plains gue Ceſt la te trahir, 

Fais-toy des ennemis que je puiſſe hair. 

Quand je voy de tes murs leur Armee & la notre, 

Mes trois Freres dans Pune, & mon Mary dans I autre 
Puis-je former des veux, & ſans impiete 
Importuner le Ciel pour ta felicite? 

Je ſeay que ton Etat encor en ſa naiſſance, 

Ne ſcauroit ſans la guerre affermir ſs puiſſance, 
Fe ſyay qu il doit c accrottre, & que tes grands Deftins 
Ne le borneront pas chez les peuples Latins, 


Que 


And all things dares from doubtful Fate expect. 


Jul. It i for vulgar Souls, I muſt confelsy . 
Who create Grief from every {light Diſtreſs, | 
But a great Heart would bluſh at that Defect, 


Under our Walls two Armies we ſurvey; 

But Rome ne er yet knew how to loſe the Day; 
Applauſe, not Grief, we to her Fortune owe, 

Who whilſt ſhe fights muſt needs the mightier grow. 


Then let vain Terrours from your Breaſt depart, 


And find out Vows worthy a Roman Heart, | 
Jab, My Heart I gave to Horace, and tis true, 


Since he a Roman; I muſt be fo too: 


But yet that Knot a Fetter would be thought, 
If my dear Country ſhould be quite forgot. 
Alba, where I began to ſee the Light, 


Alba, my native Place, and firſt Delight, 


When I behold a War twixt us and thee, 
As much as Loſs, I dread a Victory: 


. Rome, if by this thy Anger I create, 


Find out a Foe whom I may juſtly hate; 
When at thy Walls two Armies in thy fight, 
Shew me my Brothers with my Husband fight, 


| What Prayers can I make? how can I be 


Without Impiety concern'd for thee? 

I know thy growing Empire, yet ſo young, 
By War alone muſt make her Sinews ſtrong ; 
Thy future Grandeur is by Fate deſign'd, 


Not to the Latines to be long contin'd: 
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Que le n Vent promis PEmpire de te To, 

Et que tu eh peur voir Fefftr qur par eee. 

Bien loin de uppoſer à rette noble arutur, 

Qui ſuit Þ Arreſt des Dieu & court & 1. grandes, 

Je voudrois tja voir tes troupes couronutes = 

Dun pas vittorieux franthir les Pyrenees, © 

Va juſquen POrient pouſſer tes bataillons, 

Va ſur les bords du Rhin planter tes * 

Fais trembler ſous tes pas les tolommes A Hercule; 

Mais reſpette une Ville à qui ta doit Romwle. © 

Ingrate, ſonviens- tiy que du ſung de ſer Rot 

Tu tiens ton nom, tes mrs, & tes premierrs loin. 

Alle eft ton origine, arreſte, & confidere © 

Que tu portes le fer dans It ſein de to Mere.” 

Tourne aillenrs les efforts de tes bras 

Sa joye eclatera dans Ibeur de ſur Enfant,” 

E ſe laiſſant ravir à Pamour maternelle, 

Ses veux ſeront pour toy, fi ta e nnen an. 

Jul. Ce diſcoues gn e v emen 

temps ._ | 

De ene ſaw Priply net wet cane, 

Je vous ay ven pour ele autant d inaiſfrrence 

Que fi d un ſang Romain vous auies pris naiſſence. 

F admirois la vertu qui riduiſoit ew vous 

Vos plus chers intereſts d ceux de voſtre Epoux, 

Et je vous conſolois au miliew de vos plaimiess 
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The Gods the ſuppliant World for thee intend, 
And *tis by Arms thou muſt attain that end: 
Far from repining at that noble heat | 
Which ſervesthy Stars, and helps to make thee great 3 
I wiſh thy Troops may ſtill new Triumphs claim, 
And over- run Pyrenian Hills to Fame. 
Go, Eaſtern Conqueſts for thy Sword deſign, 
And ſettle thy Pavillions in the Rhine; 
Let all Lands tremble where thy Enſigns go, 
But her to whom thou Romulus doſt owe; 
Subdue the utmoſt Regions of the Earth, 
But ſpare the Town where Romulus had Birth; 
Forget not her from whom thy City draws 
Her Name, and all her Strength, but Walls and Laws: 
Alba's thy. Parent, let that Thought arreſt 
Thy greedy Sword, nor pierce thy Mother's Breaſt, 
For thy triumphant Arms make other choice, 
And in her Childrens Fortune ſhe'll rejoice, 
Nay, would with natural Concern diſown 
All Enemies of thine, were ſhe not one. 
Jul. This Languague much Surprize tome affords, 
For, ſince theſe Cities firſt unſheath'd their Swords, 
Lou have ſo unconcern'd for Alba ſtood, | 
As if your Birth had been of Roman Blood; 
vonder d at a Virtue ſo refin'd, 
Which to your Husband, Alba bad reſign d, 
And therefore ſo proportion'd my Relief, 
As if our Rome alone had caus'd your Gricf. 
| Ee _ 
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Sab. Tur 4 on ne 6. choque qwen de legers con 
Trop foibles pour jerter an des partis & bas, [Hers 
Tant qu'un eſpoir de paix a pil flater ma peine, 
Ony, Fay fait vanits deftre toute Romaine. 
Si jay ven Rome. heureuſe avec quelque regret, 
Soudarn j'ay ce mou vement ſecret, 
Et ſi j ay reſſenty dans ſes deſtini contraires _ 
Quelque maligne joye en favenr des mes Freres, 
Soudain pour Petouffer rappelant ma raiſon, 
Jay pleure, quand la gloire entroit dans leur maiſon. 
Mais aujourd buy qu'il faut que Pune ouTautre tombe, 
Au Albe devienne eſclave, ou que Rome ſuccombe, 
Et qu apres la bataille il ne demeure plus 
| Ny ed obſtacle aux Vainqueurs ny d eſpoir aux Vaincus, 
Faurois pour mon Pays une cruelle haine, 
Si je ponvuors encore eftre toute Romaine, 
Et ſi je demandois voſtre triomphe aux Dieux, 
Au prix de tant de ſang qui meſt [i precieux. 
Je mattache un peu moins aux intereſts fun Homme, 
Je ne ſuis point pour Alle, & ne ſuis plus pour Rome, 
Fe crains pour Pune & l autre en ce dernier effort, 
Et ſeray du party qu affligera le Suri. 
Egale à tous les deux juſyues a la victoire, 
Je prendray part aux maux ſans enprendvre à la gloirt, 
Et je garde, au milieu de tant d aſpres rigueurs, 
Mes larmes aux Vaincus, & ma haine aux V ainquenr. 
Jul. Qu'on voit naiſtre ſou vent de pareilles traverſts, 
En des eſprits divers des paſſions diverſts, 
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Kab. Whil® lach a hock my Reaſon did aff 


As was too weak to weigh down either Scale; 


Till all my flattering hopes of Peace were loſt, 
To be entirely Roman was thy —_— 
If at Rome's octane [ diſpleas d have been, 
I quickly chid that Mutiny within: 
And when her Deſtiny was not ſo kind, 
If, for my Brothers, Joy ſeduc'd my Mind, 
By Reafon's help that Motion I ſuppreſfs'd, 
And wept for all the Glory they poſſeſs d. 

But now theſe Cities muſt be loſt or ſav'd, 
That Rome muſt fink, or Alba be enflavd; 
And after Battel there no hope remains 

To the ſubdu'd, nor ſtop to her that gains : 

I ſhould too barb'ronfly my Country treat, 

If I could be a perfect Roman yet. 

A little leſs to one Man's Love refign'd, 
To neither City I will be confin'd ; 

I fear for both, and whillt their Fate is try d, 
| ſtill will be on the afflicted fide , 


Equal to each, whillt they unequal are, 7 

And muſt their Grief, but not theit Glory, ſhare. | 

For I reſolve, in ſuch a ſharp Debate, | 

To mourn the Conquer d, and the Victor hate. 

Jul. How oft does Fortune, with an equal 
Blow, 


On diff tent Souls df rent Effects beſtow ! 
e How 
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Et qu'a nos yeux Camille agit bien autrement| 
Son Frere eſt voſtre Epoux, le voſtre eſt ſon Amant, 
Mais elle voit d un æil bien different du votre 
Son ſang dans une Armee, & ſon amour dans I autre. 
Lors que vous conſerviez un eſprit tout n 
Le ſien irreſolu, le ſien tout incertain, 
De la moindre meſiee apprehendoit Porage | - 
De tous les deux partis deteſtoit Iauantage, © 
Au malheur des Vaincus donnoit toljours ſes plenr 7 
Et nourriſſoit ainſi deternelles dauleurr. 
Mais hier quand elle ſqut qu on avoit pris journet, 
Et qu'enfin la bataille alloit eſfre donnee, r 
Une ſoudaine joye eclatant ſur ſon front 
Sab. Ah!que je creins, Julie, un changement fiprompt! 
Hier dans ſa belle humeur elle entretint Vatere, 
Pour ce Rival ſans doute elle quitte mon Frere, 
Son eſprit ebranls par tes objets preſens | 
Ne trouve point d abſent aimable apres deux ant. 
Mais excuſe Pardeur d une: amour fraternelle, 
Le ſoin que j ay de luy me fait craindre tout delle, 
Je forme des ſoupons d un trap leger ſujet; 
Pres d un jour [i ſuneſte on change peu d objet. 
Les ames rarement ſont de nouveau bieſſccs, 
E dans un ſi grand trouble on à d' autres en: 
Mais on n'a pas auſſi de fi daux entretiend 


Ny ar contentemens qui ſoient pareils — 
Jul. Les cauſes comme vous m'en ſemblent fort 0b. 
Je 1 me ſatisfais d aucunes conjecturen. [cures ; 
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How diſtant is Camillzs way from this? 

Your Brother loves her, de your Hud is, 

Let in each Army, with another E 

She can a Lover and a Brother ſpiee 

When in Rome's Fortunes you were 3 invol /d, 

She was as much confus d and unreſolꝰ d: 

che fear d the Storm from ev ry Cloud would ſpread, 

And the Sucdeſs of either fide did dread: 

The moſt unfortunate ſhe did bemoan, 

And whoſoe er prevail d ſhe way we 

But when the Day, ſhe knew, was drawing — 

And one great Battel ſhould the Quarrel try, 

A ſudden Gladneſs breaking from her Brow —— 
Sab. Ah Julia] how. that Joy allarms me now, 

Vikerius Yeſterday ſhe ſmil'd upon, 

And for his: ſake, ſhe Curtius will Gy. At. 

A nearer Object ſnatches her Eſteem, 

And two years abſence hath deformed him! 

But though my Brother be to me ſo dear: 

By care of him, I muſt not injure her: 

My groundleſs Jealouſie concludes amiſs. 

Who can change Love at ſuch a time as this? 

How can a Heart receive a Wound that's new, 

When ſuch great Shecks give it ſo much to do? 

Yet from Joy too, this fatal day deters, 
And from Contentments which reſemble hers. 
Jul. In me it equal Wonder does produce, 
Nee do | know what enn be her Eee. 0 
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Ceſt aſſes de conflance en um fi grand danger 
Que de le voir, Fattendre,'& we point cliicer x 
Mais certes Cen oft trop d alli juſpu d Ii jar. 
Sab. Yoyez qu'un bon Giitie „ RIP! 
Eſayez fur ce point #1s faire par, * 
Elle v ee 16 wie paw , e 


7. vans ld. Me Sur, ontretenes; 5 
Jay honte de 0 4. melanivlie,.” 


Et mon crur atcabls 4 pom r 
e 
ait r e 
* © go * * * * | 
_— 8 at. hy 2 ö 
nb e e entretien 


Croit-elle ma dans moine vive gut be fe, End 
Et que ples inſopfiote'a te grand malheurs” 
A mes triſtts diſours j0 fi moins en? 
De pareilles frapeuti ven ame Rane, 
Comme elle js perdray dans lun & Lauts . 
Je verry mos Amant;| won plus 02 
Mourir pour fon Pays, ou detruive It mien,” 
Et cet objed-$amour drveniv pour ma peine, 
_ Digne de mes * r erty nt — — 
Helas 8 

—_— of grartent-plus 4 bee que Vous, 
On _ — mats non cbunger 88 
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'Tis Conſtaney enough, if we can wait 
without Impatience Tony ſevere a Fatez __ 
But tis tõo much, if we ſhall chearful grow. We 

Kb. See ſome good Genius ſends rd now. 
Her Thoughts on this, engage her to reveals, | 
From you, her E Friendſhip nothing e can conceal; * | 
il leave y 10. Siſter, talk with Julia now, * 
For I'm alham' my, Weakneſs to avows hes 1 el 
And ſo much row does my Heart . | *J 
That | uſt an ſome ſores, Wer. Exit 
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Ta. Camille, 


can. Why. does. the wiſh I ſhould with you converſe? f 
Does the belieys wi Frouble. fa than hers? _ 
Or more inlealible of this lad Day, .. 

Does ſhe ; canclude. I have. no Tears t to pay? 
With equal Terrour I am thratem d toom. 
wa. | 1870 loſe CN puch as ſhe can do- 

The May to whom 1. did my Heart reſign, 
— for his Country die, or ruin mine: 

And all that I can love (ſuch is my Fate!) 
Muſt now, deſerve my nent Hate. 
Alas: — 

Jul. Yet her Affliction is more ſtrange, 


We may a Lover not a Hushand change 25 
NIN Ee 4 y Ne- 
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Oubliez Curiace, & recrves Valtre, 
Vous ne tremblerez plus pour le party contrire, 
Vous ſerez toute noſtre, & voſtre eſprit remis 
N'aura plus rien à pergre au camp des Ennemis. [mes 
Cam. Donne x oy der conſeils qui ſoient plus Kin. 
Et plaignez mes malbeurs ſans mordonnir del Crimes. 
Quey qu d peine a met mau je puiſſe , 
Jaime mieux les ſouffrir, que de les meriter. 
Jul. @#09? vous anpelltæ crime um change raiſonnable? 
Cam. Quaydle manque de fog vous ſemble pardonnabliꝰ 
Jul. Envers un Ennemy qui peut nous obliger ? 
Cam. Dun ſerment ſolemnel qui peut nous digager? 
Jul. Vous deguiſez en vain une choſe trop claire. 
Je vous vis encor bier entretenir Valere, 
Et Paccueil gratieus g* il recevort de vous, 
Luy permet de nourtir un eſpoir aſſes doux.. 
Cam. Si je PentFetins hier A fir bo wiſage, 
Nen imag ines rien ud ſon deſavantages 
De mon contentement un autre 6r0ir Voter, 

Mais pour ſortir derteur ſachet m le ſujet. © 
Fe garde à Curiace une amitis tip pu, 
Pour ſouffrir plus long- temps qu on m'eflime pa jure 

11 vous ſouvient qu a peine an voyoit de ſa Seur 
Par un heureux hymen mon Frere poſſeſſeur, 
Quand pour comble de joye il obtint de mon Pere, 
Que de ſes chaſtes feux je ſerois le ſalgite, © 
Ce jour nous fut propice & funeſte à la fois, 
Unifſant nos maiſons il deſunit nas Rois. 
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Receive Vuleriu: Love, Curtius forget, 
And you II no more the other Side regret ; 
But wholly Ours, and recompos'd within, | 
You'll nothing have to loſe, when Rome does win. 

Cam. Ah give me Counſel more legitimate, 
Nor teach me witli a Crime to ſhun my Fate 
For thought my tide of Woes I fcarce ee 
I rather would endure than merit them. % 
Jul. Can you believe a prudent Change a Fault? 
Cam And can you'think a Perjury is not? | 
Jul What can engage us to our mortal Foes? 
Cam. But what can diſengage what Honour owes? 
Jul. Lou would in vain diſguiſe a thing defign'd, 
And which Valerius yeſterday did find f 
For the Reception you to him did give, 
Hath made his late repining Hope revive. 

Cam. If to Valerius I then paid Reſpect, 
You nothing thence muſt for his Hope collect? 
Another Subject did my Joys produce, 
But I your Error now will difabuſe; 
And for my Curtius keep a Flame too ſure, 
duch a Suſcipion longer to endure. 

You know his Siſter was no ſooner led, 
By happy Marriage, to my Brother's Bed, 
But that my Father (preſt by him) _ 
I ſhould reward the Love I had inſpir 
That time produc'd happy and fatal things; 
At once our Marriage, and the War reſolv'd, . 
Our Hopes created, and thoſe Hopes diſſolv d; 
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Un meſme inſtant conclud notre hymen, &. ae 
Fit naiſtre ueſtre eſdvir, & le jetta par torre. 8 
Nous ofta tout, ſirtoft gu il nous cui rout prombe, 
Er nous fœiſant Aman il nous fit Enuomis. - | 
Combien nas diplaiſirs parwnent lors 5 * 
Combien contre le Ciel il vomit de blaſphames, 
Et combien de Tuiſſeaux canons de met youu. 
Je ne vous le dis point, uaus Uſers N05 adi]. 
Voas, aver ve depuis les troubles de mon ame. 
Vous ſravez par la Paix quals uu afaitrmafianc, 
Er quale eur ji ay vetſis dichague CV nf. 
| Tantoft paur mon. Pays, tauroft hour 2 
Erin mon deſo/poir permy x14 langs aH 
Ma fait avoir recours 4 4 ni des Qracles, 
Econutes ſi celtꝭ qui me- fig hier vends. " [... | 
Kut — ofdris. 4perds,” - Sent 
Ce Grec ſi renumm gui di cans. eee 
Au pied de I. Aventin pridie nos Deſtineera 
Lay qu Apollim jamats na ſait parler en, 
Me promut par ces Vers la in ——.— 
Albe A Revo — autre faces 


Tes wur ſont. XA Wr 


W 1 
Er comme la ſwords, led wane ler chu; . 
F abandoungy. mon ame & des. raviſemynts. = 
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It promis d all, and then fratch'd all away, | 
— and Lovers, ina day: '\ 
How violent our Grief did then appear, + 
How many Blaſphemies Heav'n then dars, 
And from my Eyes how many Rivers fell, 
| tell you not, you ſaw our laſt Farewell. 
And of my Vos for Peacehave Witneſs been; 
At ev'ry News'in my diſtracted Breaſt, FG KID: + 
My Coutitry and my Lover did conteſt ; - "dy: 
Toſs'd with uncertain thoughts, 1 fled for Eafe 
To the Relief of ſacred Oracles: © \ AN WA evan, 
Judge if what yeſterday I did obtain 
Might not'affiife my drooping Heart again; 
That famous Cet who ar th Tuenrine dwel, 

And Heavin's fark Pritpoles to Men foretel. 

He whom Apollo never yet betray d, Ws N 

By this Reply my ſtormy Thoughts allayd. 
« Alba and C 
Stall to thy wilh'd-for Feace at laſt give place, 
„And to thy" curtiur thou ſhalt then de tyd. 

© $o as no Fortune ever ſhall divide. 

I wholly on this Anfwer did depend, 
And finding it my utmoſt Hopes tranſcend, 
My, Soul to Naptures of Contentment flew, 
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Jugex de leur exces. '''Fe rencontray Valse, 
Et contre ſa cuutume il ne put me diplaire. 
me parla d amour ſans me donner dennuy, - 
Je ne m'appergts pas que je parliis à ty," | 
Je ne luy nus montrer 'de-mepris, ny de glace. 
Tout ce que je voyois me ſombloit Curiace, 
Tout ce gu on me diſoiti me parioit de ſes fur, 
Tout ce que je diſois laſſeuroit de mes veux. 
| Le combat general aujourd buy ſe hazardes 
Fen ſqus hier la nouvelle, — bengents 
Mon eſprit rejettoit ces funeſtes objets, 
Charms des doux penſers d hymen & de l Pan. 
La nuit à difſipe des erreurs fi charmanten; 
Mille ſonges affreuæ, mille images ſang lantec, 
Ou plutoſt mille amas ds carnage & dborreur 
Mont arrache ma joje,, & rendu ma terreur. 
Fay ven du ſang, des morts, & 1 ay rien wes de ſuite. 
Un Spectre en paroiſſant prenoit ſoudain la r 
Is Seffagoient Fun autre, & chaque illuſion 
Redoubloit mon efſrvy par ſa confuſion. 
Jul. C'eſt en contraire ſens qu un ſonge $'interprele. 
Cam. Je le doy craire 'aiff puiſque je le ſouhaite; 
Mais je me trouve enjfin,' malgre tous mes ſouhaits, 
Au jour d'une Bataille, & non pas dune Paix. 
Jul. Par la finit la guerre, & la Paine luy ſuccede. 
Cam. Dure 4 jamais le mal g ily faut ce remede! 
Soit que Rome y. ſuccombe, ou qu Albe ait le deſſous, 


Cher Amant, n attens plus d gere un jour mon Epoux. 
74. 


* 
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Judge of their height; Valerius then I met, 
And could ev n him behold without Regret: 
He ſpoke of Love too, and I that could hear, 
And never thought Valerius had been there; 
His Courtſhip could from me no Anger draw, 
For ev'ry thing ſeem'd Curtius that I ſaw. 
I thought all Sounds told me how he did burn, 
And all my Anſwers Eccho'd my Return. 
The gen ral Field which muſt to Day be fought, 
| yeſterday. had heard, but minded not; 
My Soul thoſe fatal Objects did reject, 
And ſtill on Peace and Marriage did reflect: 
But Night thoſe charming Errors has expell'd, 
And made my Soul to dreadful Viſions yield, 
Wherein vaſt heaps of Horrour, Floods of Gore 
Did rob my Joy, and all my Fear reſtore: 
I ſaw Men dying, and then. loſt the ſight, 
A Ghoſt appear d, and then it took its flight; 
The fatal Shades each others Shape ſuppreſs, 
And by Confuſion Terrour did increaſe. 

Jul. An oppoſi 


te Conſtruction Dreams require 
Cam. I would believe what I ſo, much deſire; | 
But I, and all my Hopes of good Succeſs, 
Find this a day of Battel, not of Peace. | 
Jul. Till end tl the War, and then a Peace is ſure. 
Cam. The Fain is, le $ than ſuch a guilty Cure. 
If Rome, or Alba, defeated be, * 
d can have no Pretence to me: 


No, 


Js 


2... 
Famais, Janis cr none Jer poer wi mm. 
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bonne, 


Cur. Ns doutes pot; Camille, &1 rebeyex un 
Qui weſt ny le vainqueur, * Peſtlave de Rome. 
Ceſſes d approbender de voir rougir mes mains 
Du poids honteux des fers, on du ſang des Romains, 
Jay cri que vous aimics aſſes Rome & Is ghliire, 
Pour mepriſer ma chaiſte, & hair ma vietoire, 
Ex comme igalement en cette extremite” 
Je craignois la vittoire, & la capt vit 
Cam. Curiace, il alt, je devine l. refte. 
Tu fuis une bataille a a tes ven Fa funeſte, 
E ton ceur tout à moy, pour ne me perdre pas, 
Derobe 4 ton Pays le ſecours de ton bras. 
Q un autre conſidere icy ta re 

E te blaſme, il veut, de mi avoir trop mee. 

Ce n'eſt point 4 Camille 2 en meſeſtimer, 
Plus ton amour parolt, plus elle doit Taimer, 
Et fi tu dois beaucoup aux heux quit'ont veu naifire, 
Pus tu quittes pour moy, plus tu le fais paroifire. 
Mais at- tu ven mon Pere, & pent-it endurer 
Rs ainſi dans ſa maiſon tu roſes rerirer? 
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No, it Camilla never can become 
To wed the Conquerour, . 


But what new Object does my fight ſurprire! 
nnn may 1 traſt ay Eyes? |. 


SCENE M. 
Curtius, Camille, Julia. 


Curt. Cuntila dock b mn that Main is come) 
Neither the Conqueroury nor Slave, of Rome 5 
Nor think he could before your Face have ſtood. 
With Roman Fetters charg'd, or Roman Blood. - 
Glory and Rome you love at ſuch a rate. 
You would deſpiſe my Chain, and Conqueſt no 
And fince alike in an Extream ſo great 


I fear d a Victory, and a Defeat —— _ 


Cam. Tis enough Curtius, I can gueſs thy aim, 
Thou fly'ſt a Field ſo fatal to thy Flame; 
Rather than me thy am'rous Heart would loſe, 
It to thy Country does thy Sword refuſe. 

Let others make Reflections on thy Fame, 
And if they pleaſe, ſo a Paſſion blame; 
I can no Pave io this Degen. | 

What moſt thy Love ſhews, tnoſt obliges mine: 
And if to 44 Succour that denies, 


Tis to make me the greater Sacrifice. 


But haſt thou ſeen my Father? and could he 
Allo his Hou ſoul thy Retirement be? | 


Does 
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Ne prefere-t'il point I Etat a ſa famille? | 

Ne regarde-t'il point Rome plus que OF. 

Enfin noftre bonheur eſt-il bien affermy ? | 

Tatil vi comme Genare, on bien comme — 
Cur. Im veu comme Genare, avec une tenareſſe 

Qui temoignoit aſſex une enticre-allegreſſe; 

Mais il ne ma point veu par une trabiſon | 

Indigne de Phonneur dentrer dans ſa maiſon. 

Fe w abandonne point Pintereft de ma Nils, 

Faime encor mon honneur en adorant Camillo. 

Tant qu'a durs la guerre on ma veu er e. n 

Aulſi bon Citoyen que veritable Amant. 

D Alle avec mon amour j accurdois Is n, 

Fe ſolpirois pour vous en combatant pour elle; 

Et til falloit encor que Von en vinſt aux coups, 

Fe combatrois pour elle en ſolpirant pour Vous. 

Ony, malgr6 tes defirs de mon ame charmbie, 

S la guerre duroit, je ſeroit dans I Armer. 

Ceſt la Paix qui chez volts me donne libre ale, 

La Paix 4 qui nos feux doivent ce beau ſucces ces. 
Cam. La Paix & le moyen ds croireuntel miracle? 
Jul. Camille, pour le moms croyez-en voſtre Oracle, 

Et ſpachons pleinement Par quels beureux effets 

2 heure d une bataille a produit cette pair. 
Cur. L'auroit on jamais cru? Dija les deux Armes, 

Dune 6gale ebaleur a combat animees 

Se menagdient des Jens '& marchant fierement, 

Nubien, pur ame que le — 

| uand 
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Does Policy or Nature him o ercomeꝰ N 
And which is deareft to him, me, or Rome? 

And, to aſſure our Fortune, let me know, 98 

Did he appear a Father, or a Fe??? 
Curt. With as much Kindneſs my Approach he 

ſaw ro 

As could be challengd by a Son-in-Law: | 

But me he hath not by a Treaſon ſeen, , 

quit not Ala, by adoring you, | 

But keep my Paſſion, and my . 05 

And all the War, your Curtius hath not been 

A better Lover than a Citizen; 

Nor to his Country's, Cauſe could Love prefer, | 

But while he figh'd for you, he ſought for her. | 

And if we muſt that ſad Conteſt renew, 

I till 'muſt fight for her, and figh for you. 

Yes, and in ſpight of all my Paſſion's charms, 

Did the War laſt, I ſhould be now in Arms. 

But a new Peace gives me this free acceſs, 

And tis to that, we owe this Happineſs. 

Cams Ol Who can Faith to ſuch a Wonder giy:? 
Jul. At leaſt you may your Oracle believe, 
And may diſcover, by this good Succeſs, _ 

This day of Battel has produc'd a Peace. 
Curt Who could haue thought it? The two Armie 
met, 
And Both to F * reſaly'd with equal heat, 


When 


3. e 
Quand noſtre Di&ateur devant les rangs . avant, 
Demand: à voſtre Prince un moment de ſilence, 
E Payant obtenu, Que faiſons-nous, Romains, 
D#-4), & quel DEmon nous fait venir aux mine 
Souffrons que la raiſon Eclaire enfin nos ames. 
Nous ſommes vos voiſins nos Files font vos Femmes 
Et Ihymen nous a joints par tant & tant de-nauds; 
Qu'il eſt peu de nos Fils qui ne ſoient vos Neveux- 
Nous ne ſommes qu'un {ang & qu un Peuple en deux 
Pourquoy nous dòchirer par desguertes tiviles, [ Villes 
On la mort des Vaincus affoiblit le Vern. era 
Et le plus beau triomphe eſt arroſ6 de pleurs? - 
Nos Ennemis commuts attendent avec joye 
Qu'un des partis dfait leut dotme autre en proſe, 
Laſſe, demy-rompu, Vainqueur, mais pour tout fruit 
Denuè d'un ſecours par luy- meſme CEtruit. © 
Ils ont affez long-temps jody de nos divorces, 
Contr eux dorefnavant joignons toutes nos forces, 
Et noyons dans Loubly ces petits differens - 

Qui de fi bons Guerriets ſont de mauvals Tamm: 
Que ſi Tambition de commander aux autres 

Fait marcher aujourd huy vos Troupes & les noſtres, 
Pourveu qu' A moins de ſang nous voulions Pappaiſer, 
Elle nous unira loin de nous diviſer. 
Nommons de Combatans pour la cauſe commune. 
Que chaque Peuple aux ſiens attache ſa fortune, 

Et ſuivant ce que deux ordonnera le Sort, 


Que le foible party loy du plus fort. 


. 
s 
* 
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When our Dictator twixt both Armies ſtands; 
And a ſhott Audience from your Prince demands: 
« Romani? (ſaid he then) whence comes all this rage? 
« What fury makes us thus in Arms engage? 
At leaſt let Reaſon our Inſtructor be, * 
Our Daughters are your Wives, your Neighbors we 
* Hymen ſo much our Union did purſue; * 
That out Bots challenge Grand- Fathers in you: 
© We but one Kindred, and one People are, 
« Why ſhould we tear out ſelves with Civil Wat? 
Where he that Conquets loſes too, and weats 
His nobleſt Lawrel water'd with his Tears. 
“Our common Foes expect this Bloody Day; 
« That they that win it may become their Prey; 
« Nor ean the Guilty Conqu tor that avoid, | 
© Having himſelf his own Defence deſtroy d. 
They ſmile to ſee us thus our Force abuſe, 
«* Which-againſt them we ſhould more Nobly uſe: 
Let us the little Diſcords then fotſake, 
Which ſo bad Kinſmen of good Soldiers make: 
© But if a thirſt of Empire be the Cauſe 
© Which either People to this Madneſs draws, 
© If with leſs Slaughter that may be ſupply'd, 
© It will unite us, rather than divide: 
Let either City Combatants defign, 
6 And all her Fortune to their Swords reſign, 
And as of them the Gods ſhall then ordain, 


Let the weak yield, wp the ſtronger —_— 
| 3 
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Mais ſans indignits pour des Guerriers fi braves; 
Qu'ils deviennent Sujets, ſans devenir eſclaves, 
Sans honte, ſans tribut, & ſans autre rigueur, 
Que de ſuivre en tous lieux les drapeaux du Vainqueur 
Ainſi nos deux Etats ne feront qu'un Empire. 
Il ſemble qu'a ces mots noſtre diſtorde expire, 
. Chacun fettant tes yeux dans un rang ennemy, 
Recannoit un Beau: frere, un Couſin, un Amy. 
Ils S6tonnent comment leurs mains de ſang avides 
Voloient ſans y penſer à tant de parricides, 
E font paroiſtre un front couvert tout 4 la fois 
Do horreur pour la bataille;&+ d ardeur pour ce choix. 
Enfin Poffre S'accepte, & la paix defiree 
Sous ces conditions eſt auſſi-toſt jurte. - | 
Trois combatront pour tous mais pour les mieuxcboiſe, 
Nos Chefs ont voulu prendre un peu plus de loifir ; 
Le voſtre eſt au Senat, le naſtre dans ſa Temes. 
Cam.ODijeax,que ce diſcours rend mon ame contente! 
- Cur.Dans deux heures au plus pur un commun accord 
Le ſort de nos Guerriers reglera naſtre ſort. | 
Cependant tout «ft libre attendant qu on les nomme; 
Rome ef dans noftre camp, c a Pete owe: 
D'un & d autre coſts Lacces ẽtant permisy . | 
Chacun va renouer avec ſes vieux Amis; th! 
Pour moy, ma paſſion m'a | fait ſurvre vas Freves, 
Et mes deſirs ont eu des ſuccts 52 proſperes, 1 1 
Rue ! Auteur de vos jours ma promis à demainn 
Le, bonheur ſans pareil de vous donner la main. 


218 * a F * Vous 
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« But ſo, as bluſſies to the Loſer ſav . 

They may ſubjected be, but not enſlav'd, 

« And to no Shame, or Tribute, condeſcend, 
But on the Vidor's Standards to attend. 

«Thus our two States we way one Empire call, 
| re, this affected all?! 
Each on the hoſtiſ®Ranks caſting his Eyes, 

A Friend, a Kinſman, or a Brother ſpies; 

They wonder how their greedy Anger flew, 

In their wn Blood their Weagons to embrew ; 
And this Refle&ion on each Brow did write, 

Heat for the Choice; and Horrour for the Fight. 
At length this Offer through the Squadrons born, 
On theſe Conditions the wiſh'd Peace was ſworn 
| Three fight for each; but the Commanders take 
More leifüre this important Choice to make: 


Ours to the Camp, yours to the Senate went. 
Cam. Oh Gods! how much you ſtudy my Content 


Curt. Tis the Agreement, that within two hours 
Our Champions Fortune muſt determine Ours: 

Till they are nam d, we freely go and come, 
Rome in our Camp is, and our Camp in Rome: 
And ſince no Orders now accefs refuſe, 

His old Acquaintance ev'ry Man renews. 

I (by my Paſſion led) your Brothers found, 
And my Love ſince with ſuch Succefs is crown'd, 
That now your Father's word my hope allows; 

We ſhall to morrow join our Marriage Vows; 

"FT 4 You'll 


' Nous croirons, à la voir toute entiere en vot Mains, 
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Vous ne deuiendrem pas rebelle @ ſa puiſſance? 
Cam. Le devoir d'une Fille eft en Pobeiſſance. 
Cur.Venez donc recevoir ce doux commandement, 

Qui doit mettre le comble a mon contentement. 
Cam. Fe vay ſurvre vos pas, mais pour revoir mes 

E ſpavoir deux encor la fin miſeres, L Freres, 
Jul. Alle, & cependani i pied de nos Autels 

| — rendre 1 424 vous graces auæ Jemorttls. 
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ACTE I. - SCENE E 
Hanse Curiace * 


Cunrrace. 


Ia Rome n'a point ſepgr# ſon eſtinme, 
lie ea (rd feine 4illew's an oe Uhgitine 
Cette ſuperbe Ville en vos Freres & vous 

| Trouve tes trois Guerriers quielle prefere à tous, 

Et ſon illuſtre ardeur dioſer plus que les autres, 
D'une ſeule maiſon braye toutes les noſtres. 


Que hors les Fils d Horace i weſt point de Romains. 
Ce choix pouvoit tombler trois Kamilles de gloire. 
Conſacrer hautement leurs noms à la memoire. 
Ouy, Ibonneur que repoit la voſtre par ce choix 
En pouvoit à * en trait, 


EB 
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Louill not, I truſt, diſpute what he commands. 
Cam. A Daughter's Duty in Obedience ftands. 
Curt. Come then that pleafing Order now receive, 
Which muſt an end to all my Suff rings give. | 
Cam. I go, in hope my Brothers there to ſee, 
And know the Period of our Mifery: 
Jul. Be that you way, the Temple ſhall be mine, 
F 
[Exennt. 


1 
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ACT I SCENE 1 
Horace, and Curtius 


Cvarivs. 


HUS Rome hath not divided her Elten, 
Another choice to her unjuſt would ſeem. 
You, and your Brothers, this proud City calls 
The greateſt Soldiers that are in her Walls; 
And whilſt before all, ſhe you three prefers, 
She all our Houſes braves with one of hers; ' 
And one may think, as this Election runs, | 
Rome hath no Soldiers, but your Father's Sons. 
By this, three Families muſt raiſe their Name, 
And nobly conſecrate themſelves to Fame: 
Yes, by this Choice we ſo much Honour ſee 
Giv'n to one Houſe, as might Eternize three 
Ff 4 


— 
, 


\ 


— 


Mon eſprii en con toit ane maſt 


0 e noble deſeſpoir perit malaiſement. 


1 EE O R A T E. a 
1 + puiſque Caf chews wous que mon leur e; 
Mont fait placer ma Seur, & choifir une fem, 
Ce gus je vais vous etre, & ce que je . a 
M fant y preidre part autant que je te puis. | 
Mais un autre intereſt tient ma ſape en — 
Et pam es doweenis weſle beagroup de crainte. 
La guerre en tel lat 4 mis woſtre wateur 
Que je tremble pour Albe, & prevoy fon watbeur. 
Puiſque vous tombates, ſa perte eff aft, 
En vous fuiſunt tiommer | Deſtin Ia jrs. 
Je voy trop dan#'cechoine Jes fiheſter 5 
E me compte 40 Pour im de vor Mjerr. 
Hor. Lom de er poi an ifous fue l 
"op cru g rt oublie, & tes trois 1170 . 
C'e/t un avruglement pour elle Bien fatal,” I 
D ram er, E. de 650 f me. Wen 
Mille de [ef Enfans Keautoup plas es Pelle 
Piwuoient bien mitux que nou? Feen Ja en, 
Mais quty ful & bbb, me promette un cercueil, 
La gloire de r Choi . Jun juſt?" orguenl. | 
f aNeurance,” „ 
J'ofe «fore bedioilp de mon peil de vaillance, 
Et du Sort ebene, quels que 2 25 tes prgerr, 
Je ne me compte point pour un de dor Mfett. 
R. me a trop cri d. moy, mais mon alle avie 
Remplira ſon-attente, ou quittera Ia vis. 
Qui veut mourir ou vaincre eſt vainca rarement 


Rome 


{4 
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And Buer in yours ny Far an ty Toes 

| Hath plac'd a Siſter, and a Wife does aim, 
You juftly may expe& Concerns ip mes. 8 1 
From what I am, and what I am te de: 85 3 ©, | 
But yet another Reaſon does conſtrain | 
My Joys. and. minglas with. it much f pi 1 
For ee to — Denn,, 
That Alla Fall already I bemoan. XI. A 8 3 
Her loſs is certain now 3 and railing va. It NES | 
Eyn Deſtiny her ſelf hath ſworn it too. = 

In this Elect ion L read Alba's doom, . 8 5 8 
And 1 ſelf a dubject now ot Nene. Gp 

EY Cowpation claims 

Viewing whow 5 
Her partial Favour may 2 aa * = i 
Who having ſo much chozoe, i does « chaſes, 
A thouſand braver Sons the. ad than we, - 8 D "a 
Who might with more 5 her e b 
But though my Rüin in this Choe [finds 
With noble Pride it elevates my Mind; 3: 
My Heart's Aſſurance: gathers mighty = 


And from rien much hope; 
Which howſoever Fate intends to treat, 


I cannot think my ſelf your Subject yet: 
Rome hopes too well of me, and therefore I 
Will anſwer that great Truft, or for it dye. 42> I 
He that will dye, or vanquiſh, ſeldom fails 
That brave Deſpair molt A prevails; 


How 
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Nome, quay qu'il en ſoit, ne ſera point Sujet, 
Que mes derniers ſollpirs n ¶ ſcureut ma defaite, 
Cur. Helas! Ceft bien icy que Je dois efre Plain 

Ce que veut non Pays, mon amitie le craint, © 
' Dures extremitez, de voir Albe afſervie, _ 
Ou ſa vidorre au prix d une [i chere Vie, 
Et que Junigue bien ok tendent ſes defers, 
S achere ſe e 
Quels vu pui r: je former, & quel lonheur attendre} 
De tous les deux teſtes f ay des plenrs a repandre, 
De tous les deux cofte; mes defirs ſont trahis, 

Hor. Quoylvous mepleureries: mourant pour mom Pays 
Pour un cœur gehereux ce irepas 4 des chermes, 
La glare qui le falt ne ſouffre point de larmer, | 
Et je le recevrois..on beniſſant mon fort. 
Si Rome c tout ¶ Eat perdoient mains en ma murt 
. Cur. A vos Amis pourtant permetiez de le crainare, 
Dans un fi beas trepas ils ſont les ſeuls à plaiudre, 
La gloire en oft peur vans, C ls perte pour eux, 
11 vous fait immortel, & les rend malbeureux, 
On perd tout quand on perd un Amy /i fdelle. | 
Mais Flavian n | quelque nouuelle, 


* "SCENE 
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How e er it be, the never ſhall obey, 
Till my laſt Gaſp ſays, I have loſt the Day. 

Curt. Alas! my Fortune only calls for Tears, 
Since what my Country hopes, my Friendſhip fears. 
Cruel extreams] Alis muſt be fubdu'd, . 
Or elſe her Triumph with your Blood embrew d, 
And all the Glory for which ſhe has fought, 
Can only with ſo dear a Life he bought 
What can I wiſh, or what Event deſire, 
Since either ſo much Serrow will require ? 
And ev'ry way I fee my Hopes deny'd. 

Hor. Would you regret me, if for Rowe I dy'd? 
A Death ſo noble, lovely does appear, 
And is too Glorious to endure a Tear: 
Nay I ſhauld court it, and my Ruin bleſs, 
If Rome by my Defeat weuld fuffer leſs. 
Curt. But yet you may allow your Friends to fee 
What will to them at leaſt be ſo fevere ; 
They ſuffer in your Glory, and one Fate 
Makes you Immortal, them unfortunate. 
He loſes all, who ſuch a Friend muſt loſe. 
But hither Flavius comes, and brings us News. 
Hath Als Council yet her Champions choſe? 
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Horace, Curiace, Ravian. - þ 
h Cur. Albe de trois Guerriers 4. elle fait le choix? 
Flay. Je viens pour ous Fapprendre., 


Ke LES: © '. Cur. 224%) 102447 hank 
/ Flay. Vas deux Frires & vous. e 
4 Cur. Qui? 


e Flav. bus, & vos deux Freres. 
Mais W ce front triſte, C ces 7 _ 
. Ce n en 3 
4 Cur. Non, air i] me lp, 

Jem! eee un honneur ſi grand. 

Flav.Djray-je auDittateur dont Porare icy _— 
Que vous le veceves avec ñ peu ds jaje? 
Ce morne & froid arcueil me ſurprond à mon tour. 
Cur. Dis-luy que Pamitie, P alliance, &. Pamour, 


Ne pourront empeſcher que les trois Curiaces 
Ne ſervent leur Payr centre les trois Horaces. 


. Flav. Contre ceux 1, veſt nba medire en ben de 
mots, 
Cur. Torte ma reponſe, nous laiſſe enrepss 


SCENE M. 


| Horace, Curiace. 
Cur." Que deſormais le Ciel, les Enfers, & laTerre 
- Uniſſent leurs fureurs à nous faire la guerre, 


Que 


HORACE. 


* 


SC EN E II. 
3 Horace, Curtins, Flevias. | 


Hav. 1 come to tell you. 24h | 
TFT Curt. Well, and whos: are thoſe? 
Flav. You, and your Brothers... 
| | Curt. Wo 
eu. Een they, and you: 
But why ſo ſtern, and ache Bn: 
Does this offend ud 
ih © 204 Curt. No, . 
The Honour much above my Merit flies. | 

Flav. Muſt the Dictator abs me hither ben); 
Be told you hear it with this Diſ content? 
This cold Reception me too does ſurprize. - 

Curt. Tell him, in ſpight of Loves and Friendſkip's $ 
Yet Curtius, and his Brothers, mean to bght Cities, 
Againſt the Horaces, for Albs's Right. 

_ Againſt them tis tod muchl but tell me how. 

ws: * Anſwer 48 and leave me now. 
| | | LE, Flevins. 


8 CEN K m. 
* Horace, ind Cern. 


cart. Le Heav nnd EarchyandHell,cow all gage 
ann © 
t 
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Que ler Hommes, les Dieux, les Demons, le Sort 
Preparent contre un general effort ; 
Fe mets a faire pis en Pet on nous ſommes 
Le Sort, & les Demons, & les Dieux, & les Hommes, 
Ce qu ils ont de cruel, & d bnerible, & d affteux,f dux. 
Left bien moins que Ibumeur q on nous fait à tous 
Hor. Le Sort qui ur Phontieur tous os vre la basriere 
fre à noſtre conſtuns une illuſtre matiere. 
Il epaiſe ſa forte q fommif un malbeur, 
Pour mieux ſ0 mſurer ber noſtre valet, 
Et comme il voit en nous des ames pes communes, 
Hors de Fordre commus il nous fuit des fortunes, 
Combattre un Ennen pour le ſalut de tous, 
Et contre un Inronnm Ferpoſer ſeal aux compre, 
Dane ſomple vertu oft Peffer ordinaire. 
Mille deja Pont fait, mille poarroient le faire. 
Mourir pour le pays eſt un i digne ſort, | 
Q on brigmeroit en foule ane f belle mort. 
Mais vouloir au public immoler ce qu on aime, 
Fattar ber au tombat tofttre un autre ſoy-meſnie, 
Attaquer un party qui prend pour defenſeur = 
La Frere Pune Femme, & I Amant dune Sur, 
E rompant tous ces nituds Harmer pour la Patrie, 
Contre un ſang qu on voudroit racheter de ſavie, 
Dune telle vertu n'appartenoit qu nous. 
 Leclat de ſon grand nom luy fait peu de jaloux, 
Et pes dhonmes an cet Pont afſes imprimer, 
Pour ofer aſdirer à tant de renommbee. / 


Cur. 
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Let Gods, and Men, and Fate, and Devils too, 
Prepare againſt us all that they can do; 
Yet to teduce us to a worſe Eſtate, 
1 dare defie Heav'nz Earth, and Hell, and Fate: 
Horrour it ſelf hath ſomewhat leſs ſevere, 
Than this our diſmal Honour does appear. 
Hor. Fortune hath careful of our Glory been, 
And gives a noble Scene to ſhew it in; 
Laboriouſly ſhe forms us a Diſtreſs 
Somewhat proportion d to our Oourages: 
No vulgar ſhe does in us ſurvey, - 
And therefore treats us in no common way. | 
For publick Safety to attack a Fos; 
And fingly fight 4 Man we de not know) 
Is what a vulgar Virtue may beget, 
| Thoufands have done it, ws ay doit yer; | 
Who would not for their Country loſe their Breath? 


Nay would not fact ious grow for ſuch a Death? 
But to refign her all that can be dear, 


And from our Boſoms half our Hearts to tear; 
With a deftryRive Fury to purſue | 

A Siſter's Lover, a Wife's Brother to0z 
And breaking all theſe knots, to fight with him, 
Whoſe Life we would, with our own Blood, redeem 
This is a Virtue only fit for us, 

And for which few will be ſollicitous: 

Few Men have Hearts of that exalted frame, 

That dare at ſuch a rate pretend to Fame. 


— 
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_ 7 no AA | 
See noms ne ſermon Papi 
Nous ſerons hes maiden verts bien ga- 
' Mais voſtre-fermete tient us pew. ds ber, * 
| Pe, meſine des gnandt canrsy- eee 
* * D aller par cs chemin d Fimmert alite., pt ns ' 
| A quelque prix-quion mette une telle fumm, 
| Labſeurite vaut micum que tant de renommle. 
- Pour men je Hoſe dire, . 
Je des point: eanſul4 pour ſui ure mon devoir, . 
Noſtre longue amitic, Iumaur, ny N alliaure, 
Went pd metgre an mount mon Gr ew balance, 
Et puiſque par ce ghdiz Alli montec un effet 
el m'oftime andolty que. Rome ous « fait, 
Fay te n u Wouk mids — homer. 25 
Je ve que voſtre hammer ICE 2 en 
Q tout te mien cn 4 unt pereerile fans, 
Pre dipouſir is Su qu'il fout ran t Frete,” . 
Et que pm m Hehe. kde fi gantraire, 


4 
= 
: * 


E e dane in saure ant en, 37 
on & pen fas 


dun cure . | 

1 J nim de wee & tue an eu & evi, 

| Sur ceux dont; waſtre guerre d canſims la vir, 
dans ſoubalt fed dt oe eur. 
Ce mii & i bonne nme fant af thranter. 
Faulen num, d. js plains te qu'il oft; 
ä e 7 
e 
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Corr. Tis true, time never ſhall our Names deface, 
And we the brave Ocraſſoꝶ muſt embrace; 
Of a rate Virtue we ſhall Mirrours b 
But yours ſeems ſomew hat barbarous to we ie 


There are not many Herdes would zrom vun; r 


By this harſn way, Eternity to gar: 
How much ſot er you prize that empty noiſe, 
Obſcurity were no the better choice? 
dare avow r e 
have not doubtful in my Duty been: \ 
Nor could my Friendſhip, nor my der. 
To hold my Mind in an uncertain: Scale. 
But ſince my Country by her Vote does ew — 
She values me, as much as yours does yvouʒ 


e e 


N . 
* 


I hope to do what youy or darr, or c 


My Heart's as great, but I am ſtill a Mam 
I ſee my Death alone your Fame ſecures, 
And that my Honour lies in acting yours: 

| muſt ſhed Blood, with which 1 would combine, a 
So croſs are all my Countryꝰs Stats to mine 
Though no weak 4 | 
Yet diſmal horrour does it now invades 5 
1 mourn my Fate, and envy theirs that are 


Already ſwallow'd by this greedy War. 


I would not call this ſad; fierce Honour back, 
Which can't o'erthrow the Heart is Joes attacks 


What I gain thence I like, mourn what I miſs, 


And if Rowe al fr bene, Thoughts chan this, 
| Gg | 
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Je rens gratts aus Diaus de n etre pus e, 
Pour conſerver encam quelque choſe d humain 


Hor. &i vous #'e/tes. 9 fue 
Et fi vous in alex, faittes-le meu pardiftre. 
La ſolide vertu dont je fair vanite 
Nadmet point de foibleſſe aver ſs fermets,, 
Et ceſt mal de I honneur entrer dans ls carritre, 
Que des le premier pas regarder em artiere 
Noſtre malheur eft grand, oft au plus haut point, 
Je Fenviſage entier, mais je nen frimis point. 
Contre qui que ce ſoit que mon r 
F accepte aveuglement cette glaire avec Joye. 
Calle de receuoir de tels:Commandemens 
Doit etouffer en nous daus autres fſentimens, 
Qui pres de le ſervir cumſuere autre choſe, 
A faire ce qu'il doit laſebement ſi diſpoſe; 
Ce drait ſaint & ſacre rompe tau autre lien, 
Rome a choifi mon bras, je nm rien.” 
Aves une allegreſſe auſſi pleine & R, ͤ , 
Que j eponſay la Set,” je combattray te , 
Et pour trancher enfin ces diſtuurs ſuperfins, 
Alle vous a nommd, je ne vous conney plus. 
Cur. Fe vous cunnois encor, & Off er gui metit 
Mais cette aſpre vertu ne etui dar comme, 
Comme notre malheur elle eff au plus haut point. 
Souffrezs gue je Fadmire, & nel imiti point. ¶ trainte, 
Hor. Non, non, Wumbraſſo pas ar vertu par con- 
E puifque uaus Breuer plus do oburme à a 
> NY. 
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I thank the Gods that ri! Ro#an im, 


Leſt all things humane 1 ſhould then diſclaim. 
Hor. Though you're no Roman, yet deſerve to be, 

And better ew How much you equal me; 8 | 

That folid Virtue whſth I make my boaſt,” 

By any weaker Tincture would be loſt : 

His race of Honour is but ill deſigrrd, 

Who at firſt ſtart begins to look behind; 

Our Suff ring to the higheſt pitch is brought, 

I can ſee thrbüglt It, but 1 tremble not. 


Where e er my Country will my Arm employ, 


Imuſt. accept it with implicit Joy; +: 

The Glory of rkeiving ſuch Commands, 

Ev'ry refleckloti but it ſelf withſtands ; | 

He who room then for other Thoughts can find, | 

Does whit He'dught with too remiſs a Mind; 

That facred tie faillft others uncreate, 

Rome arming the, I nothing muſt debate; 

Nor did I wed" thy Siſter with more joy, 

Than now P11 feek her Brother to deſtroy: 

And this ſuperfluous Language to give o'er, 

You're Abe's choice, nor taiſt I know you more. 
Curt. Yet, to my torment; I muſt ſtill know youg 


But this rough Virtue yet I never knew; 


And in this ſad extremity of Fate, 
Let me admire ĩ it, but not imitate. 
Her. Noß no, embrace not Virtue by conffrdints 
And ince 1 ſuch pleaſure in Complaint, 
G8 2 Freely 
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En toute liberte godtez; un bien ſi dour, * 
Voicy venir ma Sur pour ſe plaindre avec von. 
Je var revoir la votre, & reſoudre ſon ame _ 
A ſe bien ſouvenir quelle eft toſ ours ma Femme,” WY, 
A vous aimer entor, ſi je meus par vos mains, 
Et prendre en ſon malbeur des ſentimens Romains. 


SCENE IV: 
Horace, Curiace, Camille. 
Hor. Avez-vous ſs Fetai qu on fait de Cars, 
Ma Sur? 
Cam. H#las ! is hes a bien change de face, 
Hor. Armes vous de conſtance, & montre x. ueus ma 
Et ſi par mon trepas il retourne Vainqueur, LSear, 
Ne le receveg point en meurtrier d un Frere, 
Mait en homme d honneur qui fait ce qu'il doit faire, 
Qui ſert bien ſon Pays, & ſrait montrer à tous 
Par ſa haute vertu qu'il eft digne Os 
Comme ſi je vivois, acheves Phymence. 
Mais fi ce fer auf tranche ſa Deſtinee, 
Faites à ma vittoire un pareil traitement, 
Ne me reprochez point la mort de voſtre Amant. 
Vos larmes vont couler, & voſtre ceur ſe preſſe. 
| Conſumes avec luy toute cette foibleſſe, 


"  Querellez Ciel & Terre, & maudiſſes le Sort, 


Mais apres le combat nepenſez plus au Mort. ell, 
[a Curiace. ] Fe ne vous laiſſeray gu un moment avec 


Puis nous irons en ou Fhonneur nous appelle. 
SCENE 


. * 
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Freely enjoy its and for your content, 
My Siſter comes to help you to lament : 
Pl viſit yours, and hope to make her know - 
What gen'rous things becomes my Wife to do; 
That if I fall, ſhe may to you be kind, © 
3 _ Sorrows with a Roman . 


8 CE N E WW. 
Horace, Curtius, Camilla. 


Hor toC am. Know you how glorious Curtius is to beꝰ 
Cam. Alas! how treacherous is my Deſtiny ! 
Hor. Now by your Conſtancy your Birth confeſs, 
And if my Death allows him the Succeſs, 
Let him not be your Brother's Murth'rer thought, 
But a brave Man that does but what he ought, 
Who ſerves his Country nobly, and does ſhew © 
By that great way how much he merits you; 
Conclude your Match, as if I were alive; 
But if this Sword ſhall him of Life deprive, 
My Conqueſt then with equal cãndour uſe, 
Nor of your Lover's death my hand accuſe, 
I ſee your Grief by your approaching Tears, a 
Exhale with him your Sorrows and your Fears 
Quarrel with Heav'n-and Earth, of Fate complain, 
But, the fight done, no more regret the ſlain.  * 
You but a minute muſt with her beſtow, LT o Curtivs. 


And then, where Honour calls us, let us go. 
Sg 3 SCENE | 


4% \ HORACE. 
| SCENE V. 
Cam. Trat. tu, Coviace, ce funeſte. honneur 
Te plaiſt- il aux depens de tout noſtre bonheurd 
Cur. He/as)je un trop bien qu'il faut, que gue je faſſe, 
Mourir, ou de douleur, on de la main d Horace. 
Je vay comms au ſupplice à cet illuſtre employ, 
Je maudis mille fois ltat qu un fait de moy; 
Je hay cette valeur qui fait qu Alle meſtime, 
Ma flame au deſeſporr paſſe juſques 1 
Elle ſe prend au Ciel; E Poſe quereiler, 
Je veus plains, je me plains, mis il 25 ar 
Cam. Non, je te connois mieux, tit uu gui je ve prie, 
Et qu ainſi mon powuair t ec d ts Patric, | 
Tu n'es que trop fameux gar tes aui res exploits; 
Albe a receu par tux tau es que th lu d. 
Autre n mieux que toy ſauteua cette gnerre, 
Autre de plus de mort Wa couvert gan, tarre, 
Ton nom ne peut plus,cnoiftre, il ne u manqus rien. 
Souffre qu'un autre i), puifſe eunoblir 4 ien. { 
Cur. Que je ſouffre 4 mes yeux qu an ceigue une autre 
Des lauriers immortels que lagloire mar, U efte 
Ou que tout mon Pays reproche d ma vert | 
Qu il auroit triomphe, ſi j unis combatt tis 
Ex que ſous man amour tis valeur endormie 
Couronne tant d exploits dune telle infame ! 
Non, Alle, "apres. P-honneur que j ay recen de toys 
7 u ne f ee, ny e gue par moy. 


Tu 


— 
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can. But wi ide 8 cis fa Fame poſſeſs | 
At the expence of all our Happineſs? _ 
Curt. Alas hate er I dos x find that I 
Muſt by my Grief, if not by Horace, ace; 
But as my Torture I this Honour ſee, © 
And curſe the Favour Aba does to me; 
hate that Courage which'ſhe ſo eſteems, 
Nay my defpalring Paſſion impious ſeems, 
And eee hl 
I mourn our Fortune, bat yet I muſt go- 1 
Cam. No, thou would ſt have me all my [nt eſt uſe, 
And thee to A by my Por excuſe: 
Thy former Acts have thee ſo famous r dt. 
That to thy: Country all tiry Debts are paid z 
None better hath than thou the War upheld. 
Nor with more Deaths cover d the guilty field. 
Thy Name eam be no greater than it is, 
Suffer ſoms other now tennoble his. 
Curt. Whats ſhall wy Eyes another's Temples ſee 
Bound with thoſe Lautels Fame prepares for * 
Or by Poſtetity ſhall it be thought, | 
Alba had conquer d, if I would have fought? 
No, ſince to me ſhe dares entruſt her Doom, 
te ſhall by me or fall, or overcome: 
Gg 4 A 
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Tu mas commis ton ſort, je t en rendray bon compte, 
E vivray ſans. neproche, ou pcriray ſans honte. 
Cam. Qnoy!tune veux pas voir qu ainſi tu me trahis! 
| Cur. Avant. que d etre à vous" je ſuis à non Pays. 
Cam. Mais tepriver four lay ne ar Beau- 
Ta Szur de ſon Mary)... 1537 , Urine 
Cour. Telle 47 8 Fe 
Le choix 4 . de Rome lle toute douccur 
Aux noms jadis fi daux de Beau-frere & (de Neur. 
Cam. Tu pourras donc, cruel, me preſeuter ſa ref 
Et demander ma main pour prix de 1 congueſte 7. | 
Cur. L n faut plus pemſer, en ſetat o je ſuis 
Vous aimer ſans eſpoir ce. ae foe e pit. ; 
. en pen Camille { ;- | 
51 Cam. "12 ur biew 7 je pleure, 
| Mon itn Amant oraune que je meurts 
Et quand hymen pour nous allume ſon flambeau, 
11 Feteint de ſa main, pour mouvrir letombeas. 
Ce ceur impitoyable à ma perte Sobftimes" 
Et dit qu il m'aime entor, alors qu'il maſſaſſne. 
Cur. Que les pleurs d une Amante ont depuiſſant diſ- 
Et quan bel æil eff fort avec un tel fecours! (cours, 
Que mon crur $'attendrit à cette triſte vile! {8 
Ma conſtance contre elle d regret de uertub. | 
N' attaquez plus ma glojre avec. tant de dowtenrs, 
Et laiſſes-moy ſauuer ma vertu de vos pleurs. 
Fe ſens quelle chancelle, & defend mal la place. | 
Plus je ſuis woſtre e moins je ſuis Curiact Fo * 
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A good account Ell of her Fortune give, 
And die with Honour, or with Conqueſt live. 
Cam. But to betray me then thy Love endures! 

Curt. Iwas my Country's, cer I could be yours. 

Cem. Milt thou thy Siſter's 8 
Curt. Such is my cruel Fate: 

Brother and Siſters names ſo ſweet. before, 
By Allg choice, and Rome's, are ſo no. more. 

Cam. Wilt thon paeſent me with my Brother's Head, 
And on that ſtep mount to the Bridal Bed? 

Curt. All I dare think (fo. dear my Fame will coſt) 
Iz ſtill to love, though all my hope be loſt. 
Lou veep my Dear: 

(Cam. How can Tears l 
Who by my cruel. Lover am deſtroy'd? | 
When Hymen would his kindled Torch have lent, 
He puts out that, to dig my Monument; 
This ſavage Heart my Ruin can decree, 
And ſays he loves, when yet he murthers me. 

Curt. How eloquent are Tears from Eyes we lovel 
How. ſtrong does Beauty with that ſuccour prove! 
My Heart. diſſolves at ſuch a mournful ſight, 
Nor againſt that can all my Virtue fight: 
Strike not my Fame in this ſubduing ſhape, 
But let my Honour from your Tears eſcape; 

I feel it ſhake, and ſcarce defend the place, 
For Curtiss to the Lover yields apace ; 


With 


458 HORACE. 
Foible d avojr deja combats Famutie, 
Vaincrait-elle à ig fois, l amour & le pitie? "1.98 
Allez, ne wines plus ne verſes plus de larmes, 
Ou j oppoſe'\l offenſe d de ſi fartet armer: 
Je me dtſenaray mu contre voſtre' courroun, 
Et pour le meriter, je nay plus d yeux pour vous. 
Vangex- uuut dum ingrat, Puniſſes'wh volige. 
Vous ne vous- montres point” ſenſible à cet outrage! 
Fe nay plus #yeux your vont: vous en reg hn 
Eu faut-il plus 'encor ? je renonch6 mix foy.” © 
Rigourruft vert done js ſuis la vittime, 
Ne peuwv. tu rififter ſans le ſccours d'un 7/40 
Cam. Nefaypoint duurns camo, & fate les Diaa 
Qu au lieu de Len hair, je ten aimeray mum 
Ouy, je te cheriray tout ingriu & perde, 
E ceſſe daſpirer au nom ds fratricids. 
Pouręuoy fuis-je Romaine, on que m Roman? 
Jo te PIP ee ee eee | 
Fe t'encouragerois an lia deus diſtraire, 
E je te traiterois cum j ay fait mon - #4 
Helas | F atoit auengit em mes uu, aujourd buy, 
Pen ay far cuntre roy, quand j en ay fait pour tny. 
11 revient ; qual malbeur, ſi Pamour de ſa Femm, 
Ne peut non plus ſub dh que le mian ſus ton ame! = 


- * « # * 
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With Friendſhip'it hath had enough to do, ; 
Avd muſt it ſtrive with Love, and Pity too? 
Go, love me not, nor one Tear more Expoſe 
For him that dares offend fuch Charms as thoſe; 
I better, with your Anger ſhould have fought, 
Aud, to deſerve it all, I love you not; 
Puniſh this treacherous, this ingrateful Heart, 
At ſuch an Injury do you not ſtart? 
I do nat love you, can you me endure ? 
Needs there more yet? my Faith I here abjure. 
O! rigid Virtue! at-whoſe Shrine I fall, 
Muſt thou a Crime to thy aſſiſtance call > 

Cam. Commit no mare, and I the gods atteſt, 
My Love {hall not be leflen'd, but enereas d, 
My Kindneſs ſhall ew u in thy Falſhood live, 
All but à Brother's death I can forgive: 
Why am I. Naman or why art thou none? 
That I my ſelf might put thx Lawrels on ; 
I ſhould thy Valour beighten, not forbid, 
And threat thee juſt as I my Brother did: 
But ah! haw blind I now thoſe Vows eftcem, 
Since againſt thee were all I made for him! 
But he returns, O! may Sabina be - 

More prevalent with him, than I'm with thee. 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE VI. 


Cur.Dieux ! Sabine le ſuit | Pour ebranler mon ceur 
Eſt-ce peu de Camille, y joignez-vous ma Seur, | 
Et laiſſant a ſes pleurs vainere ce grand courage, 
L'amenez-vous icy chercher meſme avantage ? 

Sab. Non, non, mon Frere, non, je ne viens en ce lieu 
Que pour vous embraſſer, & pour vous dire adieu. 
Voſtre ſang eſt trop bon, nen craignes rien de laſche, 
Rien dont la fermeté de ces grandi ceurs ſe faſche. 
Si ce malbeur illuſtre ebranloit Pun de vous, 

Fe le deſavotrois pour Frere ou pour Epoux. 
Pourray. je toutefois vous faire une priere, 
Digne d un tel Epoux, & digne d' un tel Frere? 
Fe veux d un coup [i noble oſter Pimpictẽ', 

Al bonneur qui lattend rendre ſa purete', 

La mettre en ſon eclat ſans meſlange de crimes, 
Enfin je vous veux faire ennemis legitimes. 

Du ſaint næud qui vous joint je ſuis le ſeul lien, 
Qaand je ne ſeray plus, vous ne vous ſerex rien. 
Briſez voſtre alliance, & rompez-en la chaiſhe, 

Et puiſque voſtre honneur veut des effets de haine, 
Achetez par ma mort le droit de vous hair. 

Albe le veut & Rome, il faut leur obeir. 

Qu un de vous deux me tus, & que Pautre me vange; 
Alors voſtre combat naura plus rien d'etrange, 


E 


HORACE. 


SCENE VI. 
Curtius, Camilla, Horace, Sabina. 


Curt. Sabina too! my Heart to undermine, - 
And with Camilla muſt you, Siſter, join? 
Leaving her Tears her Brother to attack, 
Hope you by yours to call my Purpoſe back ? 

Sab. No Brother, no, I only viſit you 
To give you my Embrace and laſt adieu; 
Your Blood's too good, nor need you apprehend 
From me what can your great Reſolves offend; 
If either were by this brave ſhock o'erthrown, * 
He that firſt yielded, I ſhould firſt diſown. 
But may not I one favour beg of you, 
Worthy this Brother, and this Husband too? 
I wiſh your Quarrel might leſs impious grow, 
And would refine the Glory of the Blow. 
That, free from Guilt, it might no Splendour miſs, * 
I would fain make you lawful Enemies: 
I the ſole Link am of your ſacred knot, 
Which will unty, as ſoon as I am not; 
Break then the Chain whence that Alliance grows, 
And fince your Honour now will have you Foes, 
Buy, by my Death, right to each others hate, 
And Rome's and Albs's Vote legitimate; 
Your hand deſtroying, his revenging me, 
Your Combat will appear no Prodigy ; 


And 
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Et du moins Pun des deux ſera juſte aggreſſeur, 
Ou pour vanger ſa Femme, ou pour vanger ſa Seur, 
Mais quoy e vous ſouillirieæ une gloire fi belle, 

Si vous vous animie par quelque autre querell: j 
Le zele du Pays vous defend de telt ſoins, 
Vous feriez peu pout Iny ſi vous vous ties moins. 
11 lay faut, & ſans haine, immoler un Brau. fert. 
Ne differez dont plas ch que vous deves faire, 
Commences par ſa Stur à rehandre ſon ſang, 
Commences pat [a Femme à luy percer le flanc, 
Commencez par Sabine à faire de vos vies 
Un digne ſactifite 4 vos cheres Patries; 

Vous #tes etmemtis en ce combat famenux, 

Vous d Alle, vous de Rome, & moy de toutes deux, 
Quoy? me reſetvez-vVont à voir une vittoire, 

Ou pour haut appareil d une pompeuſe gloire, 

Fe verray tes lauriers Pun Frere, ou Pun Mary) 
Fumer encot d un ſang que j auray tant chery ? 

" Pourray-je entre vous deux regler alors mon ame? 
Satisfaire aux devoirs, & de Saur, & de Femme! 
Embraſſer le Vaingutur en pleutant le fs ivy 
Non, non, avant ce coup Sabine aura veru, 

Ma mort le pre uienura, di qui que je Pobtiennes 

Le refus de vos mains y condanine la mienne. | 
Sus done ; qui vous retient? Allez, rears inhumains, 
Fauray trop de moyens pour y forcer vos mains. 
Vous ne les aures point au combat otcupees © 
Que ce corps au milieu warreſle vos epers, 


Et 
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And one at leaft-will juſtiy ſtake his Life, - 
That he may right his. Siſter, ot his Wife: | 
But what? you think your Fame would be leſsbright, 
If for another quarrel· you ſhould fight; 
Your Country's cauſe will no new heats admit, 
Did you love lefs, you would act leſs for it. 
A Brother you muſt kill, a loy'd one too, 
Well then, defer not what you ought to dog 
But by his Siſter him begin to kill, 
Or by his Wife his Blood begin to ſpill ; 
And by Sabina's Blood, if her you prize, 
Make your own Lives the braver Sacrifice : 
You are a Foe to Rome, to Alla you, 
And my Averflon to them both is due. 
What muſt I live to fuch a Viory, 
Whoſe higheſt triumph will but let me ſee 
A Brother, or a Husband Lawrets wear, 
Reaking with Blood that is to me ſo dear? 
How ſhall I then decide my inward ſtrife, - 
Or well expreſs the Siſter and the Wife? 
The Conqueror embrace, the conquer d grieve? 
No, no, Sabina's Death ſhall her relieve, 
From whomſot'er my Grief chat hiow procures, 
And my hands muſt beſtow i it, if not yours. 
Go then, what does your ſavage hearts reſtrain, 
Againſt your will, I my deſire ſhall gain, 
For you no ſooner ſhall begin your blows, . 
But you ſhall ſee this Boſom interpoſe: | 


4 
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Et malgrẽ vos refus il fauidre que leurs bowel 
Se faſſent jour icy pour n vour. 
Hor, O me Femmel 
_ Cam. Courage, it ee, 
Sab. Vous pouſſes des ſedpirs, vos viſages paliſſent! 
Quelle pour vous ſaiſit ? ſont-ce-ld ces grangs. 


s.CEurs, 
Ces Heros 4 Alle & Rome ont pris Pour defenſrurs} 
Hor. Se Pay-je fait, Sahine;& quelle eft mon offenſe. 
ui r oblige à chercher une telle vangeance? 
Que t'a fait mon i honneur,& par quel droit Viens- tv 
Avec toute 4 force attaquer ma vert? 
Du moins contente- toy de Javoir eronnet, "a 
Et me laiſſe at heuer cette grande journee.. 
Tu me viens de reduire en un atrange point, 
Aime aſſez ton Mary pour nen triompher Point; 
Va- Nen, & ne rens plus ls uictoire douteuſe, 
La diſpute dei e eft aſſes benteuſe, 1 
Souffre qu avec honneur je termine mes jours. 
Sab. Va, eſſe de me craindre, on vient d ton ſecoutt, 


SCENE vir 


Le vieil n ne Curiace, Sabine; — 
Le vieil Hor. . elce- , nes Eufatꝰ ecoutez- 


| flames, 
E. perdez;Svous encor le temps avec 4 Femmes? 
| 5 Prat 


vous vos 
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Nor ſhall your impious Swords your Rage purſue, 


Unleſs t hrough me they N their tn gg gh | 


Hor: O Wife tv 
See ide + 


Sub What, dint youGghd palewel $ your check involve? 

What makes'youſhrink? arerhefethe Hearts ſodrave, 

Who in their handꝭ the Fates of Empire have? 
Hor. Tell me, Sabma, what thy quarrel is, 


That could deſerve fo ſharp Revenge as this!” © | 


Or againſt thee,: hat could my Honour do, 
That thou ſhouldſt it ſo etuelly purſue? 
But be content tha fore it to a Bay, 
Thou haft o'er me a ſtrange advantage got, 
But, as thou lo It th hy Husband, triumph not; 
e were here unfit, 
Ti ſhame Art have * 
4 Go fear na ne, ur Pary dae | 
| v3 Von atv”, 3 TEM 1.5% 
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ola fu. mee. railing with Wo- 


mens Charms, 
Thea Rome and Ab call your jour l 
| Hh | You 


Cam 8 they adche! 1 
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Preſts & verſer du ſang, regardez-vous des pleurs? 
Fuyes, & laiſſe· les deplorer leurs: malbeurs. 
Leuurs plaintes ont pour vous trop d art & detendreſſe, 

Elles vous feroient part enn de leur faibleſſe, 

Et ceweſt qu en fuyant qu on pare de tels coups. 
Sab. N appre hende rien d eux, ilt ſont dignes de vous. 
Malere tous nos efforts vous en devez attenare 
Ce que vous ſoubuites, & un Fils, & Sun Gendre 

Et ſi noſtre foibleſſe ebranloit leur honneur, © 

Nous vous laiſſons icy pour leur rendre du ctrur. 
Allons, ma ur, allont, ne perdons plus de larmes, 

Contre tant de vertus ce font de foibles'armes, 

Ce n'eſt qu au deſeſporr. qu'il nous faut recourir. 

Tigres, alles comùutre, & nous * mourir. ; 


$CENE VII. 


Le viel Horace, Horate, "ICY 


Hor. Mon Pere, retenex des Femmes ul de | 
Et de grace, empeſthen ſurtout gu elits ne rare 
| Leur amour importun viendroit avec eclat- 
Par des cris & des plenrs troubler noftre Lake, 
Et ce qu elles nous font feroit gu avec juſtice 
On nous imputeroit ce mauvais artifice. 
| Lhonneur dun ſi beau.choix ſeroit trap achete, 
Si Pon nous ſolipgonnoit de quelque lachere. 
Le vieil Hor. Jen eur ſoin, alta 005 Freres bous 
attendent, 
Ne peniſes quaux EO que vos Pays demandent 


tro { 
. 


Think only. what your Countries claim to day. 
Hh 2 
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You muſt ſhed Blood, then why ſhould Tears ſurprize? 
But ſhun th infectious Sorrow of their Eyes : 
For if you ſtay, their cunhing tenderneſs 
Will on you both obtain the firſt ſucceſs, | 
And in ſuch Wars to flie is to ſubdue. , - | 

Sab. Fear nothing, Sir, they are too worthy you. 
In ſpight of us, you in them both ſhall ſee, —_ 
All that your Son, and Son-in-law ſhould be; 


If our Tears could an Impreſſion give, 


We'll them to your ſeverer Virtue leave. 
Come Siſter, come, let's no more, Sorrow loſe 
Theſe Rocks will {till reſiſt fuch floods as thoſe, 


Tis to Deſpair alone that we muſt flie; 


Go Tygers fight, well find a-way to die. 


SCENE VIII. 


Old Horace, Dung Horace, Curtius. 


Young ther. Sir, by your Prudence their Eſcape pre- 
Or they'll purſue us with their Diſcontent, (vent, 
And with a noiſe unwelcome and abrupt. 
Their Love and Grief our Fight will interrupft; 
Which may give Envy a pretence to ſticx 
Upon our Names, that poor and crafty trick: 
And our great choice would be too dearly bought, 


If we were charg d with one unworthy Thought, 


O14 Hor. I ſhall be careful, go, your Brothers ſtay, 


Curt. 


- 
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Cur, Quel adieu vous diray. je, Fo 72 quels c n 
plimens — — . [/entimens. 
Le vieil Hor. A wattendriſſez. pon icy nes 
Pour vous eucourager ma voix manque de termes,, 
Mon ceur ne forme point de penſers aſſes fermes, 
Moy-meſme en ct adieu j u les larmes aus peux. 
Faites v drovirs eo: ew: JA aux ail 
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j Renons party, mon ame, en de telles A rarer, 
Sozons Femme d Horace, ou Seur des Curiaces, 
Ce ſons de partager nos inutiles ſoms, | 
Souhaitons quelque choſe, & 'craignons an peu moins. 
Mais las! quel party prendre en un ſort Jo kangraire! 
Quel Entiemy chi d un Epoux,, ou dun Frere) 
La Nature vu Amour parle pour, chacun deux, 
Et la lay du devoir mat tache à tous les dur. 
Fur leurs hants ſentimens regions platoft les noftres, 
Soyons Femme de Fun euſepdle, uur des autres, 
| Regardons leur honneur comme un ſouverain bien, 
Imitont leur conſtancy '& ne craignons plus rien. 
La mort qui les menace it une mort fi belles 
Qu il es faut ſans frayeur atteudre ia Nowvelle. 
N' appellons point alors des Deſtint inhumains, 


Eu TD? gelen 75 N e maint. 
Ke 


Curt. How ſhall I bid as or by what a art 

0 Hor.” Ahl do not quite diffolyg my tremblipg 
My Tongue fo fad a farewel does deny, [Hearr, 
Nor can my Heart Thopghts ſtrong enough ſupply; 
Sce | ev'n my Eyes ſwell with unwilling Tears, 
Go, do your parts, and 3 gods do theirs. 


3 — N 
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ACT UI. SCENE I. 


1 | SABINA alone. 


- Moſt: my Party chuſe in this ſad ſtrike, 

And either be all Siſter, or all Wife; 

I'll no more vain divided Cares expreſs, 

But ſomewhat wiſh, and fear a little leſs: 

Yet ah ! what Party in this diſmal Fate ? 

Can I a Husband, or a Brother hate? 

Nature and Love for each does intercede, 

And ſenſe of Honour ' for them both does plead : 
Let their ſublimex thoughts yet govern mine, 
And ſo my different Duties will combine: 

Their Honour is the Object I'll adore, 

Their Virtue imitate, and fear no more. 

Since there's ſuch Beauty in the death they court, 
| muſt unmoy d encounter the Report, | 
And no more think my Fate compaſſion wants, 
But weigh ont RE not the Combatants : 
Hh 3 The | 


| Revoyons tes nen ſans * 4 à la ghore 
Que toute leur maiſon regoit de leur victoire, 
Et ſans conſiderer aux dipens de quel ſang 
Leur vertu les eleve en cet illuſtre rafle,” 
Feaiſons nos intereſts de ceux de leur famille. 
En June je ſuis Femme, en I autre je ſuis Fille, 
Et tiens à toutes deux par de ji forts liens, 
Qu on ne peut triompher que par les bras des miens. 
Fortune, quelques maux que ta rigueur menvoye, 
Fay troave les moyens 25 tirer de la pe, 60 
Et puis voir aujourd huy te combat ſans ferreur, 

Les Morts ſans deſe eſpoir,! les Vainqueursſans horrear. 
Fllateuſe illuſion, erreur douce & groffiere, 
Vain effort de mon ame, impuiſſante lumicre, 
De qui le ſaux brillant prend droit de webloitir, 
Que tu ſpais peu durer, & toft t'evanoitir! © 
Pareille à ces tclairs qui dans be fort des ombres 
Pouſſent un jour qui fuit, rend les nitits plus ſombres, 
Tu n'as frapé mes yeux d un moment de tlarts, 
Que pour les abiſmer dans plus eobſturite.” 
Tu charmois trop ma peine, c he Ciel qui Sen faſche 
Me vend deja bien cher e moment de relaſche. 
Je ſens mon triſte crur perce de tous tes cup 
Qui m oſtent maintenant un Frere ou mon'Epoux. 
Quand je ſonge à leur mort, quoy que je me propoſe, 
Fe ſonge par quels bras, & non pour quelle cauſe, 
Et ne voy les Vainqueurs en leur illuſtre rang, 
Que pour conſiderer aux depens de quel ſang. 
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The Conquerors Fill with that Gladneſs view, 

As will from all. their Family be due; 

And not refleting at whoſe Bloods. expence, - 
Their Virtbes raiſe, them to that eminence, 

Tl in their Houſes Fame concern d appear: 

Here I am Wife, and am a Daughter there, 

And to each Party am ſo ſtrictly ty'd, 

That I muſt be. on the triumphant ſide, 

fortune, though thou art ſtudious i in thy ſpight, | 
Yet I have learn'd thence to extract delight; 

And now. can fearleſs ſee the fight, the lain 

Without deſpair, the Victors without pain. 

Flatt'ring Deluſion! ſweet, but groſs geceit, 

My lab'ring Spirits, weak and flying, cheat ; 

By whoſe falſe light my dazled Soul's miſ-led, 

Alas how quickly is thy comfort fled ! 

A flaſh of Lightning thus relieves the Night, 
Making that darker by its haſty flight; 

As theſe faint beams of Joy my Soul betray'd, 

But to involve it in a thicker Shade: 

For Heav'n which ſaw my griefs, by this decreaſe, 
Hath dearly ſold me this ſhort minute's Peace, | 
And my griev'd heart from no one wound is free d, 
At which a Husband, or a Brother, bleed; 

Which ſad reflection ſo much terrour. draws, 

I only view the Auctors, not the Cauſe: 

Nor can the Conqu'rors fame falute my thought, 
N to remember with whoſe Blood 'twas bought 
Hh The 
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Lo maiſon des Vaincus touche ſexle nan ame; 

E Pune je ſuis Fille, & L autre je ſis Femme, 
Et tien: 6 toutes deux par de fi forts lieg, 

Qu on bee gt per (s mortem 
C'eſt-Ia donc cette paix que dar tant eee 
Trop favorables Dieux, Vous m aue fronige 
Quels foudres lance g- uaus quand vous: 2 
Hi meſme vos favenrs ont tant de cruantss, 2 
Et de quelle fagon puniſſex · vous [offenſe, 

Si vous iraitez ainſi les veux. de 2 * 


SCE WEI 

Sabine, Julie. 

Sab. En eſt. ce fait, Jalis & que eee: 
El. ce la mort d'un Frsre, ou celle d m Epouc ? 


Lie funeſte ſucces de leurs armes inmpies. *. © 
De tous les Cembatans a. i fail 


v7 


Ges hoſt ies, 

Et menviant fhorreur que f auroit. des Vaingueurr, 

Pour tous tant 71. ctoient demande t il mes pleurs; 
Jul. Queps ce gui 4 ff poſſe, vous Pignorezencore? 
Sab. Vous faut. il etonugr de ce que je ignore, 

E ne ſtauex- vous pas que de cette maiſen: 

Pour Camille & pour may, Lon fait ane priſim? 

Julie, on nous renferme, on a pear de nas larmes; 

Sans cela nous ſeriont au milieu de leurs armes, 

Et par les deſeſpairs d une chaſie amitie 

| ons aurions des vow camps tire e 


Jul. 
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The vanquiſh d Family claims all my care, 
Here Im a Wife, and am a Daughter there, 
And to each Party at ſo ſtrictly ty'd, 
That I muſk be on tha unhappy ſide. 
Is this the Peace I thought ſo long deferr dꝰ | 
And thug, great. Gods, have you my Prayers heard? 
. What Thunder-boks hen can your Anger find, 
Since, youre thus cruel when you would be kind? 
Or Which way will you puniſh an Offence, 
ann the Vows of Innocence? 


SCENE. ll. 
Sabina #nd Julia 


Sb. bit dne Julia? and what fatal news? 
Muſt La Husband, or a Brother loſe? | 
Or to their impious Arms does this befall, 
That angry Heav'n has ſacrific'd them all? 
And left. my Horrour fon the conquering fide 
Should eaſe my Woes,. muſt that too be deny d? 
Jul. To what is paſt are you a Stranger yet? 
Sab. Iams and can you be ſurpriz'd at-it? 
Know you not, Julia, that the Houle you ſee, 
A Priſon for Camilla is and me? 
They here conſiue us both, mocked: | 
Our — thei Fury ſhould diTwade;.. | 
And that the- Sorrows of our ſpotivſs Love, 
Should in both Armies ſome Compaſſion moye. 
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Jul. 1! w#toir par beſoin Pugh fi tendre e 


Teur veus à leur tombat apporte afſes & obſtacle. - 
Si-roft qu ilt amt pare prefts,a ſe meſurer," © 
On a dans les dtur camps md murmurer; © + 
A voir de telt Amis, des perſonnes ſi proches, 
Venir pour leur Patrie aux mortelles apjiroches, 1 
Lun 5 emitut de piti6, I autra e faiſsdborrewr, 
 L autre d un fiend ztle- admit li fur; 
Tel porte fuſſiu aus Ciru leur vertu four Ger, 


E. tel Poſe nummer ſecrilege & brutal. 2 ob o 


Ces divers ſentimens u ont pburtant qu'une * 


Tous accuſent leurs Chefs, tous deteftent leur choix, 


Et ne pouvant ſoufſrir un\combas ff barbare, 
On s'tcrie, on S auancr, enſin on les ſepare. 
Sab. Que je vous they. Jencens, a > wa. 251 
means! :!:; 1 

- Jul. Youswetes par, Sabine, encore 2 pare 
Vous pou veꝝ eſftrer, vous ue moins det 


En vam d un ſort fi r | 
Ces crueli gontreux" wit peuvent conſentir.” 
La gloive de er choir” dur ei 6 precieuſe, 
Et charme tellement leur ame ambitieuſe, 
Qulalors qu on les deplarey. —— — 
Et prennent pour affront ia piti? qu om a d 
Lie trouble det dtur cumpo ſbublle leur renommec, 

Ils combatront pldroft c Pune & l autre Amce, 


/ 


E 


Mats il vous vefte encor- M er Ink plas, 
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Jul. They needed not ſuch Orators as you, 
For they were hinder d at their Enterview: 
No ſooner. they.appear'd prepar d to tight, 
But either Army murmur d at the fight, 
To ſee ſuch Friends, «Perſons ſo near ally'd, 
= Country's Quarrel choſen to decide; 
Man's with Pity, that with Horrour fir'd, 
Another highly their brave Heat admir' d; 
Another calls it by a guilty Name. 
But yet their different thoughts have but one Voice, 
To blame their Leaders, and deteſt the Choice. 
All did this barbarous Combat ſo condemn, 
That with united haſte they parted them. | 
Sab. O Gods what Incenſe my Contentment 
- owes!- 
Jul. Stay yet Sebins, e e e 
You may inereaſt your Hopes, abate your Fears, 
But there's enough ſtill to deſerve your Tears. 
In vain, alas l the Champions they would fave, 
For they remain as obſtinate as brave; 
And their ambitious Souls were ſo much touch d 
With the great Glory which they now approach'd, 
That what the Soldiers pity'd they ador d. 
And ſeem affronted, when they are deplor'd: 
They think that Kindneſs does their Fame no right, 
And with both Armies they will rather —_ | 


And 
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Et mourront par les rains qui leur font ᷑durrer hix, 
Que pas an deux renonce aux honneurs A un telchbix, 

Sab. Quoy ? dans lear nus ert crurs C acier cb. 

ſtinent: ' © [tinem, 

Jul. Ouy, mais d uutre coſts tes dra camps ſe mu. 
Et leurs cris des deux parts pouſſeꝶ vn me I 
| Demandent la bataille, an autres Combat 
La preſence des Chefs à prine eſt reſpettee,' 
Leur pouvoir eft duuteux, leur voix mal debits, 
Le Roy meſme S eronne, & pour dernier effort; 
Puiſque chacun, 4it-il, s'6chauffe en ce diſcord, 
Conſultons des grands Dieux la Majefi6 ſacr6:, 
Et voyons {i ce change 4 leurs bontez agree. 
Quel impie oſera ſe prendre à leur vouloit, 
Lors queen un facrifice ils nous Tauront fait voir? 
Il ſe taift, & ces mots ſemblent eftre des charmes ; 
Me ſme aux ſix Combatans ils arrachent tes nnen, 
Et ce deſir d honnenr qui leur ferme les yeux, 
Tout aveugle qu'il eſt, reſpecte encor les Dieur. 
Leur plus bouillante ardenr cede à Favis de Tulle, 
Et ſoit par deference, ou par un prompt ſtrupule, 
Dans tune & baute Armer on cen fait une toy, | 
Comme ſi tonres denæ le conmoiſſaient pour Roy. 
Le reſte & approtidye put lu mort des vicłimes. 

Sab. Les Die n'#vviront point an contbar plein 
Im, 
Fen eſpere beuutoup puiſgu ft differs, - 


Et je commence avoir ce que j ay deſire. 


SCENE 
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And by the hands that ſever d them be ſlain, 
Than give their Countries honours back again. 
Fab. Can ſo much Cryelty their Boſoms fill! 
Jal. It did, but yet both Armies murmur'd r 
And univerfally their purpoſe held 
To ask new Champions, or a general Field: 
The Leaders Preſence, they no longer fear d, 
Their Power ſcarce valu d, or their Voices heard. 
Th'amazed Kinę, this Miſchief to oppoſe, 
Since ew ry onee (ſays he) enraged grows, 
Let us on this conſult the Pow ts above: 
What i impious Man dares their Command diſown, 
When they in ſacrifice have made it known? 
He us'd no more words, but theſe were commands; 
They ſnatch the Arms from the fix Champions hands, 
And that blind thirſt of Fame they fo intend; 
Sence of Religion does a while fuſpend ; 
By ſome new Scruple, or a great Reſpe&, 
Our Prince's Counſel they reſolve t'efftetz - 
Which in both Camps ſo great a Rev'rence found, 
As if both Nations had our Tw/#s Crown d. 
The Victims Death will give us farther light. 
Sab. The Gods will never own that guilty Fight: 
From this Delay ſome new. hopes may drawn, 
And ſure my Happineſs begins ta dawn. 


SCENE 
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SCENE... 
Sabine, Camille, Jul, 


Sab. M Sur, it wre bonne Nowvell, 
Cam. Je penſe la ſpavoir, Sil faut la nommer tells, 

On Ja dite a mon Pere, & j ttois avec Iny; 

Mais je nen congoy rien qui flate mon ennuy. 

Ce delay de nos maux rendre leurs coups plus rudes, 

Ce neſt qu un plus long terme à nos inguictudes, 

Et tout Palligement qu il en faut eſperer, 

C'eſt de pleurer plus tard ceux qu'il faudra pleurer. 
Sab. Les Dieu n ont pas en vain inſpire ce tumulte. 
Cam. Diſons plutoſt, ma Sar. gu en vain on les 

conſulte; | 

Ces meſmes Dieux 4 Tulle ont in/dire ce choix, 

Et la voix du Public n'eſt pas toi jours leurs voix. 

Ile deſcendent bien moins dans de ſi bas ẽtages, 

Que dans Fame des Rois, leurs vivantes images, 

De qui Tindependante & ſainte autorite 

Eft un rayon ſecret de leur Divinite, 

Jul. Ct vouloir ſans raiſon vous former des obftacier, 

Que de chercher leur voix ailleurs qu en leurs Oracles, 

Et vous ne vous pouves figurer tout perdu, 


Sans dementir celuy qui vous fut hier rends. 
Cam. Un Oracle jamais ne ſe laiſſe comprendre; 


On lentend d aut ent moins que plus on croit Fextenares 


SCENE II. 


Sab. I have News Siſter, that wilt pleaſe you 
much 

Cam. I think I know it, if you call it ſuch; 

My Father heard it now, and ſo did J, 

But nothing thence my hopes can fortify: 

This delay'd Miſchief threatens ſorer Blows, 

And does but lengthen our too certain Woes; 

And by the hind'rance of this new Conteſt, 

Our Tears are but ſuſpended, not ſuppreſt. 

Sab. This Tumult was not vainly ſure infpir'd. 
Cam. But vainly they have of the Gods enquir'd; 
For the ſame Gods guided our Princes choice, 

Nor ſpeak they often in the Peoples Voice; 
Their Counſel ſhines not in Vulgar Breaſt, 

But Kings that repreſent them know it beſt ; 
In whoſe Supream Authority we ſee 
A ſecret Ray of their Divinity. 

Jul. You will contribute to your own diſtreſs, 
To ſeek their Will, but in their Oracles ; 

And that which yeſterday reliev'd your Care, 
May ſerve to day to baniſh your Deſpair. 

Cam. An Oracle is ſo wrapt up in doubt, 

The more we gueſs, the leſs we find it out; 
i _ There's 
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Et loin de S'afſeurer ſur un pareil Arreſt, 
Qui n'y voit rien d obſcur doit 'ervine que tout left. 

Sab. Sur ce qui fait pour nous prenons plus Þaſſeu- 
Et ſouffrons les douceurs d une juſte eſperance. | rance, 
Quand la faveur du Ciel owvre à demy ſes bras, 
Qui no gen promet rien ne la merit t 
1! empeſthe ſou vont qu elle ne ſe debe, 

Ex lors quelle dtſcend ſon reſus la renwoje, 

Cam. Le Ciel qgit ſans nous en ces eee 
Et ne les regie paint deſſus nas ſentimens. 

Jul. 11ne vous a fait pour que paur vous faire grace. 
Adieu, je vay ſauair comme enfin tout ſe paſſe. 
Moderez vos frayeurs, jeſpere' 4 mon retour 
Ne vous entretenir que de propos d amour, 

Et que nous n'emploirons la fin de la jaurnee 
Qu aux doux preparatifs d un heureux  hymence, 
dab. Zofſe encor l eſparer. 
Cam. Moy, je weſptre rien. 
Jul. Lacher vous fera voir que nous en jugeons blen. 
8 C E N E Iv. oh eg 


Sabine, Camille. 


Sd. b. Don nos deplaifirs SOTO uf 
Fe ne puis approwuer tant "de rrouble en voſire ame. 
Que ferieZ-vous, ma S u point oi je me va, 
& vous auies d craindre autunt que je le dey, 
Er ſi vous attendiea de leurs armes fatale. 
Des maux pareils aux miens, & des pertes __ 


% 
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There's nothing certain in't but this Remark, 
Who thinks all clear, muſt know that all is dark. 
Sab. Let's give our Confidence a larger ſcope, 
And entertain a reaſonable Hope; 
When Heav'n begins to grant what we have ſought, 
They that diſtruſt its Smiles deſerve them not ʒ 
We hinder often what we ſo ſuſpect, 
And ſend back Comfort by that rude Neglect. 
Cam. Heav'n governs us, without our own conſents, 
And we are paſhve in theſe great Events. | 
Jul. Hope then with me, that when we meet agaiu? 
A gentler Theam our Thoughts ſhall entertain, 
And that this Evening, with a welcome care, 
We ſor your Marriage only ſhall prepare. 
Sab. I hope as much. 
Cam. Tis more than I dare do. 
Jul. Th'event will ſhew us whoſe Preſage is true. 


x SCENE IV. 


Sabina, Camilla. 

Sab. Siſter, your Sorrows J muſt needs condemns 
Unleſs their cauſes did more warrant them 

What would you do, and at what rate lament, 
Had you my reaſon for your Diſcontent , 

And if from what theſe fatal Arms deſign, 


Your loſſes could be thought as great as mine? 
1 Cam. 
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' Noſtre choix impoſſible, & nos veux confondus. 
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Cam. Parlez plus — an KN op 


miens. 

Chacun voit ceux ae dun vals que les ſows, 

Mais à bien regarder ceux ou le Ciel me plonge, 

Les voſtres aupres deux vous ſembleront un ſonge. 
Lg ſeule mort d Horace eſt à craindre pour vous 

Des Freres ne ſont rien a legal d un Epoux. + 

L' Hymen qui nous attache en une autre famille 

Nous detache de celle ou Pon @ vert Fille; 

On voit d un æil divers des næuds fi differens, 

Et pour ſuiure un Mary l on quitte ſes Parent, 

Mais ſi près d'un hymen Þ Amant que donne un Pere 

Nous eſt moins qu un Epoux, & non pas moins qu'un 

Nos ſentimens entr eux demeurent ſuſpendus, LFrere. 


Ainſi, ma Scur, du moins vous aue dans vos plaintes 

Ou porter vos ſoubaits, & terminer vos crainter; 

Mais ſi le Ciel v ohſtine a nous per ſecuter, 

Pour moy, f ay tout 4 craindre, & rien a ſouhaiter. 
Sab. Quand il faut que I un meure, & par les mains 


de Pautre, 
C'eſt un raiſonnement bien mau vais que A voſtre. 
Quay, que ce ſoient, ma our, des næuds bien differens, 
Ceſt ſans les oublier qu'on quitte ſes Parens. 
 Lhymen wefface point ces profonds caracteres, 
Pour aimer un Mary Pon ne bait pas ſes Freres, 
La Nature en tout temps garde ſes premiers droits, 
Aux depens de — vie on ne fait point de choix; 


Auſſi- 
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Can. Let both our Sorrows equally be known, 
For we are all too partial to our own ; 
But when compar'd to my diſtreſs d extreams, 
' Your Griefswill ſeem but melancholy Dreams: 
A Husband's danger is your only care, 
With whom your Brothers never can compare; 
When to another Family ally'd, 
From our own Kindred we are quite unty d: 
Parents with Husbands no Diſpute admit, 
To follow theſe, we thoſe can gladly quit: 
But Love when by a Father's will made good, 
Is leſs than Marriage, yet not leſs than Blood; 
And ſo betwixt them our Concern is toft, 
Our Choice ſuſpended, and our Wiſhes loft. 
But you may find a way amidſt your fears, 
To raiſe your wiſhes, and reſtrain your tears: 
When if Heav'n {till its cruelty intend, 
I can wiſh nothing, but all apprehend. 
Sab. Againſt each other when ſuch Foes are bent, 
There's ſmall conviction in your argument; 
For Blood as well as Marriage is a Knot, 
We quit our Kindred, but forget them not : 
Never does Hymen Nature undermine, 
Who loves her Husband, does not hate her Line. 
Since neither tye will their Pretenſions loſe, 
When Life's concern'd, one knows not what to 
chuſe; | 
Ii 2 | "" 
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Auſſi-bienqu'un epoux ils ſont d autres nous-memes. 

Et tous maux ſont pareils, alors qu ils ſont extremes. 

Mais Þ Amant 7 vous charme & pour qui vous bruleæ 

Ne vous eft après tout que ce que vous voulez, 

Une mauvaiſe humeur, un peu de Jalauſſe. 

En fait aſſes ſouvent Paſſer la fantaiſt... | 

Ce que peut le caprice, oſeg- le par raiſon,” | 

Et laiſſez voſtre ſang hors de comparaiſon, . 

C'eſt crime qu'oppoſer des liens volontaires © 

A ceux que la naiſſance à rendus neceſſaires. 

Si done le Ciel Sobſtine d nous perſecuter, . 

Seule j̃ ay tout à craindre, & rien à ſouhaiter; 

Mais pour vous, le devoir vous donne dans vos plaintes 

Ou porter vos ſouhaits, & terminer vos craintes. 
Cam. Je le voy bien, mad ur, vous n aimaſtes jamais, 

Et vous ne connoiſſez, ny Þ Amour, ny ſes traits. 

On peut luy refiſter quand il commence a naiſtre, 

Mais non-pas le bannir, quand il Set rendu maiſtre 

Et que Paveu d un Pere engageant noſtre foy, 

A fait de ce Tyran un legitime Roy. 

11 entre avec douceur, mais il regne par force, 

Et quand ame une fois'a golte ſon amorce, 

Vouloir ne plus aimer c'eſt ce qu'elle ne peut, 

Puiſqu'elle ne peut plus vouloir que ce qu'il vent, 

Ses chaiſnes ſont pour nous auſſi fortes que belles. 


SCENE 
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On this ſide, and on that, by turns we fall, 
Extremity of Sorrow equals all: 
Whereas a Lover moſt eſteem d, is ſtill | 
But a Dependant oh our ſov'reign will; 
And a capricious br a jealous hour 
May make your Rigour equal to your Powr ; 
What Fancy can, your Reaſon may perſwade, 
So love no more will Nature's rights invade; 
For tis a crime to pay no more Reſpect 
To tyes born with us, than thoſe we ele&. 
Thus if Heav'ns angry cloud will farther ſpread, 
I nothing have to hope, but all to dread. 
But Duty offers, (to dry up your Tears) 
Aim for your wiſhes, Limits for your fears. 

Cam. Ah ! Siſter, I perceive your ſetled Heart 
Never knew Love, nor felt his venom'd Dart : 
At firſt indeed we may the Boy reſiſt, 
Who once receiv'd, can never be diſmiſs'd ; 
When Duty to his flame does fuel bring, 
He grows a Tyrant from a lawful King ; 
He enters gently, but by force he reigns; 
And when a Heart once wears his golden Chains, 
To caſt them off our wills too weak are grown, 
Becauſe that will no longer is our own: 
The Fetters glitter, but are Fetters ſtill—— 


Ii 3 SCENE 


HORACE. 


SCE N E V. 
Le vieil Horace, Sabine, Camille. 


Levieil Hor. Fe viens Vous porter de Faſc heuſes 
Nouvelles, 
Mes Files qpais en vain je voudrois vous celer 
Ce qu on Ne vou ſtauroit long-temps diſſimuler. 
Vos Freres ſont aux mains, les Dieux ainſi Pordannent. 
Sab. Fe veux bien Favoiierces N, ouvelles metonnent, 
Et je m'imaginois dans la Divinite 
Beaucoup moins d in juſtice, & bien plus de bonte. 
Ne nous conſoles point; contre tant d'infortune 
La pitis parle en vain, la raiſon importune, 
Nous auons en nos mains la fin de nas douleurs, 
Et qui veut bien mourier peut braver 2 malheurs. 
Nous pourrions aiſement faire en voſtre preſence 
De noſtre deſeſpoir une fauſſe conflance, 
Mais quand on peut ſans honte eftre ſans fermete, 
cs ae aux dehors Oeſt une laſchete, 
L'uſage d'un tel art nous le laiſſons aux hommes, 
Et ne voulons paſſer que pour ce que nous ſommes. 
Nous ne demandons point qu un courage ſi fort 
S*abaiſſe à noſtre exemple a ſe plaindre du Hort. 
Neceve ſans fremir ces mortelles alarmes, 
Voyez couler nos pleurs ſans y meſler vos larnies, 
Fnfin pour toute grace en de tels deplaiſirs, 
Gardez voſtre conſtance, & ſouffrez nos ſollpirs. 


Le 
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SCENE V. 
Old Horace, | Sabina, Camilla: 
Old Hor. Daughters, 1 bring you News that's 
very ill; * 
But it would be in vain now to forbear- 
Since you the fatal Story ſoon muſt hear. 
Your Brothers fight—for ſo the Gods ordain. 
Fab. I muſt confeſs it horrour does contain; 
And the Divinity had once my truſt * | 
To be more kind at leaſt, if not more juſt. 
Comfort us not, for Reaſon tedious grows, 


When ſuch a tide of ſorrow twould oppoſe : 
In our own hands, our Remedy we have; 

For who dares dye, may all Misfortunes brave. 
Perhaps we our Deſpair might ſeem to ſcorn, = 
And with falſe Conſtancy our ſelves adorn ; 
But when without a bluſh we may admit 

Of grief, twere weakneſs to diſſemble it: 

We to your Sex can ſuch a cunning ſpare, 
And will pretend only to what we are; 

Nor expect we a courage of your ſtrain 
Should ſtoop by our example to complain: 
Receive this cruel news without a groan, 
Behold. our Tears, and never mix your own 3 
And in a Fortune that is ſo forlorn, 


Be ſtill unmov d, but ſuffer us to mourn. 
114 Old 
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Le vieil Hor. Loin de TE? les Pears 9 je vous 

VOY repanare, - 1 7 

Je croy faire beaucoup de m en e defendre, 
Et cederots peut -eftre & de ſirndes coups, 
i je prenois icy meſme intereſt que vous. 
Non qu Albe par ſon choix wait fait hair vos Freres, 
Tous trois me ſont encor des perſonnes bien cheres, 
Mais enfin lamitis n'eſt pas de meſine rang, 
Et n'a point les effets de Tamour ny du ſang. 
Je ne ſens point pour eu la douleur qui tourmente 
Sabine comme S$eur, Camille comme Amante ; 
Fe puis les regarder comme nos Ennemis, 
Et donne ſans regret mes ſouhaits.g mes Fils. _ 
Ils font graces aux Dieux, dignes de leur Patrie. 
Aucun etonnement mg leur gloire fletrie, 
Et j ay veu leur honneur croiſtre de la moitié, 
Quand ils ont des deux camps refuſe la pitie. 
& par quelque foibleſſe ils I avoient mandice, 
Si leur haute vertu ne Feaſt repudice, 
Ma main bien-toſt ſur eux meuſt vange hautement 
De PF affront que m'euſt fait ce mol conſentement. 
Mais lors qu'en depit deux on en 4 voulu d autres, 
Je ne le cle point, j ay joint mes væu aux voſtres, 
Si le Ciel pitoyable euſt ecouts ma voix, | 
Albe ſeroit reduite d faire un autre choix; 
Nous pourrions voir tantoft triampher les Horaces, 


Sans voir leurs bras n. du ſang des Curiaces, 
| E t 
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Old Her. I think your tears ſo due to your diſtreſs, 
That all my Courage ſcarce can mine ſuppreſs; 
And ev'n that Virtue might ſurrender too, 

Were I as much concern'd in it, as you. 

Not that the Alban choice makes me ſo ſtern 
[To Sab. 
To rob your Brothers of my firſt concern; 
But Friendſhip would in vain pretend to ſway, 
When Love and Nature will diſpute the Day 

And my Heart no ſuch tenderneſs receives, 

By which a Siſter, or a Miſtreſs grieves ; 

I can look on them as the puklick Foes, 

And give my Sons, my undivided Vows ; 

I thank the Gods their Country without ſhame 
May aſſert them, as they have done their Fame ; 

I ſaw what Glory all their Brows adorn'd, 

When the compaſſion of both Camps they ſcorn'd; 
If any weakneſs had that pity ſought, 

Nay had they not abhorr'd ſo poor a thought, 

My Arm, for ſuch a wrong to Vengeance bent, 
Had puniſh'd that degenerate content ; 

But when the Field would needs the choice renew, 
I muſt confeſs, I then defir'd it too, 

And if relenting Heav'n had heard my voice, 

Alba had been reduc'd to other choice; 

The Horaces had then triumphant ſtood 


With Swords unſtained in the Curtian Blood, Ang 
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Et de Pevenement d un combat plus humain 
Depenaroit maintenant Phonneur du nom Romain. 
La prudencedes Dieux autrement en diſpoſe. 

Sur leur ordre eternel mon eſprit ſe repoſe, 

Il Sarme en ce beſoin de generofits, 

Et du bonheur public fait ſa felicite. 
Taſebex d en faire autant pour ſoulager vos peines, 
Et ſongez toutes deux que vous eftes Romaine; 
Vous leſtes devenue, & vous Jeſtes encor. 

Us ſi glorieux titre eft un digne treſor. 

Un jour, un jour viendra que par toute la terre 
Rome ſe fera craindre à Legal du Tonnerre. 

Et que tout PUnivers tremblant diſſous ſes loix, 
Ce grand nom deviendra lambition des Rois. 

Les Dieux a noſtre «Ante ont promis cette gloire. 


SCENE VL 
Le vieil Horace, Sabine, Camil le, Julie. 
Le vieil Hor. Nous venez-vous, Fulie, apprendre 
la victoire? 
Mais plutoſt du combat les funeſtes effets. 
Rome eſt Sujette d Alle, & vos Fils ſont defaits ; 
Des trois les deux ſont morts, ſon Fpoux ſeul vaus 
, | [nefte? 
Levieil Hor. O Fun triſte combat effet vraiment fu- 
Rome eſt Sujette d Alle, & pour len garantir 


Il na pas employe juſgu au dernier ſoipir ! 
Non, 
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And by a Combat leſs to Natures ſhame, 
Had ſav'd.the Honour of the Roman name. 
But otherwiſe the mighty Gods deſign, 
And their high p leaſure muſt determine mine. 
With generous houphts I build my great reſolve, 
And in the publick Int'reſt mine involve; 
Take you that courſe to ſtop your Sorrows growth, 
Rememb ring this that you are Romans both. 
Jou are by birth, what + you by vows became, 
And there's a noble Fortune in that Name. 
— Rome ſhall hereafter to that Empire grow, 
That the whole World ſhall to her Enfigns bow; 
The trembling Unwerſe her Yoke ſhall bear, 
Kings ſhall court * the Title that you wear. 
is our © /Eneas from the Gods obtain'd. — 
* To Cam. + To Sab. 


SCEN E VI. 
Old Horac 'L) Sabina, Camilla, Julia. 


Old Hor. Doſt thou come to us, Julia, to declare 
Whoſe noble brows the Victor's Laurels wear? 
Jul. Rather the Combat's ſad effects, for Rome 
Is Albas Captive, and your Sons o'ercome. 
Two ſlain out-right, her Lord ſurvives alone. 
Old Hor. Of a ſad Fight a ſad Conclufion ! 
Rome, Alba's ſubject, and in ſuch a need 
My Son not * whilſt he had Blood to bleed! 


It 
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Non, non, cela neſt point, on vous trompe, Julie. 
Rome weſt point Sujette, ou mon Fils oft ſans vie; 
Je connoy mieux mon ſang, il ſpait mieux ſon devoir. 
Jul. Mille de nos remparts comme moy Pon pi voir, 
11 S'eft fait admiter tant qu ont dure ſes Freres, 
Mais comme il S'eft veu ſeul contre trois Adverſaires, 
Pres deftre enfermé deux, ſa fuite Pa ſave. ſve, 
Le vieil Hor, Et nos ſoldats trahis ne Font point ache. 
Dans leurs rangs d ce laſche ils ont donne retraite 
Jul. Fe way rien voulu voir apres cette Agfaite. 
Cam. O mes Freres! 
Le vieil Hor. Tout - beau, ne les pleurez pas tous, 
Deux jouiſſent d un ſort dont leur Pere eft jaloux. 
Que des plus nobles fleurs leur tombe ſoit couverte, 
La gloire de leur mort ma paye de leur perte. 
Ce bonheur a ſuiuy leur courage invaincu 
Qu ils ont veu Rome libre autant qu ils ont vecu, 
Et ne Pauront point veuẽ obeir qu ſon Prince, 
Ny d'un Etat voiſin devenir la Province. 
Pleure IL autre, pleurez; Pirreparable affront 
Qus ſa ſuite honteuſe imprime a noſtre front, 
Pleurez les deshonneur de toute noſtre race, 
Et I opprobre eternel qu'il laiſſe au nom & Horace. 
Jul. Que vouliez-vous qu'il fift contre trois? 
Levieil Hor. Qu il mouruſt, 
Ou qu un beau deſeſpoir alors ſe ſecouruſt. ä 


N euſt. il que d un moment recule ſa defaite, 


Rome euſt ẽtẽ du moins un peu plus tard Sujette, 
I 
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It cannot bo] you are deceiv d, tis plain, 
Rome is unconquer d, or my Son is ſlain ; 
better do my Blood's true temper know, 
And he ſo well, what he to Nome does owe, 
He could not, durſt not, but o'ercome, or dye. 
Jul. A thouſand more might ſee't, as well as I. 
He acted wonders till his Brothers Fall; 
But when once leſt to fight againſt them all, 
And half hemm'd 1 in, Flight did his Perſon ſave. 
0¹⁰ Hor. And th injur d Soldiers not diſpatch the 
Would they afford the Coward a Retreat? [ſlave! 
Jul. I came away upon the fad Defeat. 
Cam. Oh! my dear Brothers ! 
Old Hor. Stay | lament not all! 
Two are ſo fall'n, I emulate their fall. 


Let nobleſt Flowers on their Tombs be laid, 


I in their glorious death their loſs am paid; 

And 'twas their Virtues Fortune not to be 
Survivors of their Country's Liberty; 

Nor ſee it by a ſtranger Prince be ſway'd 

Nor to a neighb'ring State, a Province made. 
Lament the baſe Survivor, and the ſhame 

His coward flight has branded on my Name. 
Lament the infamy of all our Race, = Jo 
And the Horatian glory's black diſgrace. 

Jul. What ſhould he againſt three have done? 


O Hor. Have dy'd, 
Or by a brave deſpair been fortify'd; 


Or 
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I euft avec honneur laiſſe mes chevend qc, 
Et Cetoit de ſa vie un aſſes digne prix. © 
Il eft de tout ſon ſang comptable à ſa Patrie, 
Chaque goute epargnee a ſa gloire fletrie 
Chaque inſtant de ſa vie, apres ce laſthe tour, 
Met dautant plus ma bonte avec W fienne au 
Jour. i 
P en rompray bien le cours, & ma jule colere, 
Contre un indigne Fils uſant des droits dun Pere, 
Sfaura bien faire voir dans ſa punition 
L'eclatant deſaveu d une telle action. 
Sab. Ecoutez un peu moins ces ardeurs gene 
reuſes 3 
Et ne nous rendes point tout-à fait malheureuſes. 
Le vieil Hor. Sabine, voſtre cœur ſe conſole aiſe- 
ment. | 
Nos malheurs juſqu'icy vous touchent foiblement, 
Vous waves point encor de part à nos miſeres, 
Le Ciel vous a ſave voſtre Epoux & vos Freres. 
Ss nous ſommes Sujets, Ceſt de voſtre Pays, 
Vos Freres ſont vainqueurs, quand nous ſommes 
trahis, | 
Et voyant le haut point on leur gloire ſe monte, 
Vous regardez fort peu ce qui nous vient de 
honte. 
Mais voſtre trop & amour pour cet infame Epoux 
Vous donnera bientoſt à plaindre comme d nous. 


Jos 
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Or had he but demurr'd to his defeat, 
Rome had been ſubje& ſomething later yet: 
He then had left theſe aged hoary hairs 
As bright with honour, as they're white with years; 
And he, though he had dy'd, had carried hence, 
For a frail Life, a noble Recompence. 
He now accomptable to Rome remains, | 
For all the coward Blood that ſwells his Veins. 
And every drop preſerv'd by ſuch a ſhame, 
Has quench'd his Glory, and eclips'd his Fame. 
Each hour on's life, after an a& ſo baſe, 
His ſhame, and mine, ſtill more and more betrays, 
III cut it ſhort, and whilſt my rage puts on 
A Father's pow'r o'er an'unworthy Son; 
I in his puniſhment will make it known, 
How much the Poultron's baſeneſs I difown. 

Seb. Be govern'd leſs, Sir, by that gen'rous heat, 
And do not raiſe our miſchiefs higher yet. 

O14 Hor. Sabina, you may beſt theſe miſchiefs bear. 
You in theſe ills have yet the eaſieſt ſhare, 
You in this ruin yet do nothing loſe; 
Heav'n has preſerv'd your Brothers, and your Spouſe. 
Tis to your Country we are Subjects made, 
Your Brothers Victors are, whilſt Rome's betray'd, 
And dazled by the luſtre of their Fame, 
You ne'er conſider our eternal ſhame: 
But your affection to this Beaſt will make 
Your Boſom ſoon, our Miſeries partake. 


Theſe 
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Vos pleurs en ſa faveur ſont de foibles defenſes, ' 

FJ atteſte des grands Dieux les ſupremes Puiſſances 

Qu avant ce jour finy, ces mains, ces propres mains 

Laveront dans ſon ſang la honte des Romains. 
Sab. Sui vons le promptement, la colere Femporte. 

Dieuxl verrons-nous toujours des malheurs de la forte? 

Nous faudra- t il toi jours en crainare de plus grands, 

Et toujours redouter la main de nos Parens? 


AC TE IV. SCENE I. 
| Le vieil Horace, Camille. 


Le vieil Hog ace. 
E me parlez jamais en faveur d'un infame. 
Qu il me fuye a legal des Freres de ſa Femme. 
Pour conſerver un ſang qu'il tient ſi precieux | 
II wa rien fait encor, Sil n vite mes yeux, 
Sabine y peut mettre ordre, ou derechef jatteſte 
Le ſouverain pouvoir de la troupe celeſte... 

Cam. Ah'mon Pere,prenez un plus doux ſentiment» 
Vous verrez Rome meſme en uſer autrement, | 
Et de quelque malheur que le Ciel Fait comblee, 
Excuſer la vertu ſous le nombre accablee. 

Le vieil Hor. Le jugement de Rome eſt peu pour 
i mon regard 5 - 

Camille, je ſuis Pere, & jay mes droits a part. 


Fe 
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Theſe Teats you ſhed weak Intexceſſors are ; 

For by the Powers above I here da {wear 
Theſe Hands ſhall waſh; der Day do quit the Sky; 
In his falſe Blood, the Neman Infamy; 

Lab. His Rage tranſparts him, let us interpoſe. 
Muſt we (juſt Heav'n) ſtill meet ſucceeding woes? 
Our ills are grown top mighty to withſtand, 
When fury threatens from a Parents hand. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Old Ban Camilla. 
Old Har ace. 


O, no more Breath for ſuch a Cowatd loſe; 
| Let him flye me, as he has done his Foes; 
To fave that wretched Life he held ſo dear, 
He has done little; if he now appear, | 
Sabina may prevent it, or I vow 


By all the Pow'rs to which we Mottals bow —= » 


Cam. OSir! this cruel thought no more purſue, 
Or Rome her ſelf will kinder be than you; 
And he, as much as ſhe by this does loſe, 


Valour oppreſtby Number will excuſe. _. 
Od Hor. Im not concern d what Mercy Rome 
confers, 
I have a Father's rights diſtinct from hers 
K k ; And 
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Fe [pay trop comme agit la vertu veritable.) 

C'eſt ſans en triompher que le nombre Paccable, 
Et [a maſle vigucur toll jours en meſine point 
Succombe ſous la force, & ne buy cede point. 
Taiſez-vous, & ſpachons ce que nous veut Valere. 


„ ent n 
Le vieil Horace, Valere, Camille. 


Val. Envoye par le Roy pour conſoler un * 
Et pour luy temoigner — — 
Le vieil Hor. Nen prenes aucun ſoin, - 
C'eſt un ſoulagement dont je way pas beſoin, 
Et j aime mieux voir morts que couverts L infamie | 
Ceux que vient de moſter une main ennemie. 
T ous deux pour leur pays ſont mort s en gens à honneur, 
ne ſuffit. 
Val. Mais Pautre eft un rare bonheur ; 
De tous les trois chez vous il doit tenir la place. 
Le vieil Hor. Que n'a-ton veu perir enduy le nom 
Horace! 
Val. Seul vous le mal-traites apres ce qu 17 8 fait. 
Levieil Hor. C 4 moy ſeul auſſi de punir ſon forfait. 
Val. Quel forfait rrouwvez-vous en ſa bonne conduite? 
Le vieil Hor. Quel &clat devertutrouwuez-vous en ſa 
Val. Lafuite eftglorieuſe en cette occaſion. Lfuite? 
Le vieil Hor. Vous redoublez ma honte & ma con- 


Fuſion. 


Cer- 


HORACE. 499 


And know what genuine Virtue would have done z 
It might be worſted, but not trampled on; 

True Valour never knows a baſe allay, 

And though it. loſe, can never yield the Day. 

But let us hear what does Valerius bring. 


SCENE . 
Old Horace, Camilla, 7 a 


Val. I'm ſent to wait upon you from the King, 
Who mourns your loſs—— 

Old Hor. That merits not his care, 
And I the needleſs complement can ſpare z 
I my Sons Deaths rather than Shame would know, 
And tears than bluſhes better can allow, 
They that are ſlain, like Men of Honour dy'd, 
And that's enough 


Val But they are all ſupply'd 
By him that lives, and his immortal Fame. 

Ola Hor. Would he had periſh'd too, and all my Namel 
Val. Can only you his Virtue diſ-eſteem? 

Old Hor. Tis I alone that ought to puniſh him. 
Val. And what Offence has in his Condu& been ? 
Old Hor. But what great Virtue in his flight was 

ſeen ? 

Val. Flight in this Caſe wears an illuſtrious "Ol 
Old Hor. Why do you cover my Bray Hairs with 


ſhame? - 
Kk 2 ThE x- 


. Diviſe aaroitement trois Freres quelle abuſe. 
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Certes Pexemple eſt rare, & digne de memeire, 
De trouver dans la fuite un chemin à la glaire. 

Val. Quelle confuſion, & quelle honte 4 vous 
D'avoir produit un Fils, qui ugus conſerve tous, 
Qui fait triompher Rome, & lay gagne un Empire? 
A quels plus grands homnegrs faut. il qu un Pere 

aſpire? 2 Le mpire enfin, 

Levieil Hor. Quels honneurs,quel triomphe, & quel 
Lors qu Albe ſous ſes loix range noſire Deſtin? 

Val. Que parlez-vous icy & Albe & de ſ@ uickoire? 
Ignorez-vous encor la moitic de Ihiftoire? © 

Le vieil Hor. Fe {gay que par la fuite il a trahy PEtat. 

Val. Ouy, Sil euſt en furant termine le combat; 
Mais on à bien-toſt eu qu'il ne fuyoit quien homme, 
Qui ſeavoit menager I avantage de Rome. 

Le vieil Hor. Quoy, Rome donc triomphe | 

Val. Apprenez, apprenez 
Ls valkur de ce Fils qu'a tort vous condamnes. 

Reſts ſeul contre trois, mais en cette avantures 
Tous trois ẽtant bleſſez, & luy ſeul ſans bleſſure, 
Trop foible pour eux tous, trop, fort pour chacun 
11 fpait bien ſe tirer d un pas fi dangereux, 

11 fuit pour mieux combatre, et cette prompte ruſe deux, 


Chacun le ſuit d un pas, ou plus, ou moins preſſe, 

Selon qu'il ſe rencontre ou plus ou moins bleſſs, 

Leur ardeur eſt egale à pourſuivre la fuite, 

Mais leurs coups inegaux ſeparent leur pour ſuite. 
Ho: 
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Th' Example's rare indeed! and few would die, 
If Men could catch bright Honour when thy flie. 
Val. Do you a ſhamey and a confuſion call, 
T' have had'a Son who has preſerv'd us all; 
Who with new 'Triumphs did Rome Empire ſave ? 
What greater Honours could a Father have? 


Ou. Hor. What Honours — what e 


brings · he home, 
When Alba muſt diſpoſe "i Fat ate of Rome? 


Val. What great Succeſs of Alba has appear'd? 
Or have you yet but half the Story heard? 

Oid Hor. Was not the Combat ended by his 

| Flight? | 

Val. So Alia thought at that miſtaken light, 
But ſhe ſoon found, he fled but as became 
A Man entruſted with his Country's Fame. 

Old Hor. Does Rome Triumph? 

440 Ful. O! his great Story hear, 

To whom you ſo unjuſtly are ſevere. 
When he againſt three Foes was left alone, 
Each of them having wounds, he having none ; 
Too weak for all, too ſtrong for either's rage, 
He dext'rouſly himſelf did diſ-engage 3 
The Stratagem of ſeeming flight he try'd, 
And fo th abuſed Brothers does divide; 
They all purſue, yet not with equal haſte, 


But as their wounds permit them, flow or faſt: 
K k 3 Huora- 
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Horace les veyant Pun de Pautre ecartes, 
Si retourne, & deja les croit demy-domptez, 
Il attend le premier,” & Oetoit voſtre Genare. 
L'autre tout indigne qu'il ait ofs Pattenare, 
En vain en Pattaquant fait paroitre un 3 car, 
Le ſang qu'il a perdu rallentit ſa vigwur: - 
Alle à ſon tour commence à craindre un ſort contraire, 
Elle crie au ſecond gui ſecoure ſon Frere, 
Il ſe haſte, & S'epuiſe en efforts ſuperflus, 
trouve en le joignant que ſon Frere Fo plus. 
Cam. Helas! 
Val. Tout hors d haleine il prend pourtant ſaplates 
Ft redouble bien-toft la victoire d'Horate, © 
Son courage ſans force eff un debile appuy, 
Voulant vanger ſon Frere il tombe aupres de luy, 
L'air reſonne des crir qu'au Ciel chacun envoye, 
Alle en jette d angoiſſe, & les Royains de joye. 
Comme noftre Heros ſe voit pres 4achever, 
C*eſt peu pour luy de vaincre, il veut encor braver. 
Jen viens d'1mmoler deux aux Manes de mes Freres 
Rome aura le dernier de mes trois Adverſaires, 
Ceſt 2 ſes intereſts que je vay Fimmoler, 
Dit-il, & tout d'un temps on le voit y voler. 
La victoire entreux-denx netoit pas incertaine, 
L' Albain perce de coups ne ſe traiſnoit qu à peine, 
Et comme une victime aus marches de P Autel, 
Il ſembloit preſenter 2 gorge au coup mortel, 
| 1 | Auſſi 
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Horace looks back his ſcatter d Foes upon, 
. Whom he already thinks half overthrown: 
He waits,your Son-in-law, for he was firſt; 
Who much incens d to ſee that ſo he durſt, 
His utmoſt. braving does in vain expreſs, 
For his loſt Blood denies him the Succeſs; 
Alla, whoſe hopes with Curtius ſtrength decay'd, 
Soon his next Brother ſummons to his aid, 
Who haſtening to his Reſcue, finds too late 
He was preceded by his Brother's fate. 
Cam. Alas! 

Val. Yet breathleſs his Revenge begun, 
But quickly gives new Conqueſt to your Son; 
Who ſoon defeated all the Arts he iry'd, 
And laid him gaſping by his Brother's fide: 
The Air reſounds with noiſes thither ſent 
From Roman Joy, and Alban Diſcontent. 
Our Hero, when. ſo near his Triumph drew, 
Not only conquers now, but braves them too:* 
I to my Brothers Shades give what is paſt, 
But to thee Rome ſacrifice this laſt ; 
Accept, dear Country, this ſo noble Blood, 
(Says he,) and flies to make his Promiſe good. 
The Victory did ſcarce admit ſuſpence, 
The wounded Alban making ſmall defence, 
But as a Victim to the Altar goes, 


And his Throat offers to the deadly blowsz 
Kk 4 | $0 
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Auſſi le repoit. il, peu Ven faut, fans defenſt, 
Et ſon tripas te Nome 6 abit Is prifſante. 
Le vieil Hor. O mh: Nilo ma joy, — not 
O Aun Etit panchunt Vintſpive ſervurs! [ jours) 
Vertu digne te Romi, & Jung A Horace, 
Appuy de ton pars, . Flvire db te vides) | & 
Quand pourray-je c ton dr duns ter imiraſnmen: 
Lerreur demt j uy fumms ir ji fans ſonrimms 7 
Quand pourra mon amour buigurr aver n 
Ton front viftoriets dr larmes d ulagreſſe? | 
Val. Pos careſſes bien-toſt pourront'fe deptoyer, 
Le Roy tans wh moment vos Ir bn e 
Et remet & demain lu pumpe ini prapure 
Dun ſacrifite aus Dieu gout un — 
Aujourd huy ſeulement on 5 ncquite Vers tux 


Par des chants de vittoive, & par de ſamples væux. 


C'eft ou le Roy le nne, & tandis il min 
Faire office vers vont ue doutenr & tle joye. 
Mais ver office encur ni pas aſſes pour luy, 
11 y viendra lay-meſme, & peut. cite wurf: 


11 croit mal reconnoifhre une vents ff pure, 
i de ſa propre bonvhe il ne vous en afſture, 


Sil ne vis dit ehr vous combien bout dh I Etat. 


Le vieil Hor. De tis vewrercimens ont our moy 21 
Et je me ties dija tro) put pur ir v U 
De firvice Gun Fils, & uu ſam der tens autres. 
Val. 11 we ſyait er gur eff q bundrer a demy, 
15 ſon ſſcẽptre arrdehe des mains de ¶ Ennemy 


Fait 
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So He gave up his undefended Breath, 
Securing Named Dominion by his Death. 

Old Hor. Ol my brave Son true heir ofall Renown, 
Only Supporter of a falling Crown! 
O Virtue wotthy of Names boaſt and mine! 
Thy Country ſuccour, glory of thy Linel 
When into tenderneſs ſhall I convert, 
All my Injuſtice to thy great deſert? 
When ſhall I my repenting kindneſs ſhow, 
And with glad tears bathe thy victorious Brow! 

Val. That your Endearments may ſoon find a place, 
The King will haſten him to your Embrace: 
And therefore till to morrow is delay d 
The Sacrifice which muſt to Heav'n be paid; 
This day no other Gratitude allows, 
But Songs of Triumph, and the publick Vows 
Whete Horace waits the King, by whom I'm ſent 
To eaſe your Grief, and heighten your Content: 
But this is not enough for him to pay, 
He'll come himſelf, and that perhaps to day. 
This noble Action ton oblige him ſo, 
That his own thanks he will on you beftow, 
Who have reſign d your Sons to ſave his Throne. 
Old Hor. That Honour is too great for me to own, 
And Tm requited, by what you have ſaid, 
For all the Blood my Sons have ſpilt or ſhed. 

Val. The King, who no imperfe& bounty knows, 
His reſcud Scepter from inſulting Foes 


Va- 
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Fait qu il tient cet honneur qu'il luy plaiſt de vous faire 

Au deſſous du merite, & du Fils, & du Pere. 

Je way luy temoigner quels nobles ſentimens. 

La vertu vous inſpire en tous vas mouuamens, 

Et combien vous montreg d ardeur pour ſon ſervice. 

Le vieil Hor. ann n 
bon office. 1 2 


5 SCENE mr. 
Le vieil Horace, Camille. / 


Le vieil Hor Ma Fille, il 1 ef plus temps deripandre 
des pleur r. 
11 fied mal den uerſer ou fon voit tant 4 bonncuro, | 
On pleure injuſtement des pertes domeſtiques | 
Quand on en voit ſortir des vittoires publiques. 
Rome triomphe d Albe, & Ceft aſſex pour nous, 
Tous nos maux à ce prix doivent nous eſtre doux, 
En la mort d'un Amant vous neperdez qu un homme 
Dont la perte eſt aiſee à reparer dans Rome. 
Apres cette victoire il weſt point de Romain 
Qui ne ſoit glorieus de vous donner la main. 
11 me faut à Sabine en porter la nouvelle; 
Ce coup ſerd ſans doute aſſeæ rude pour elle, 
Et ſes trois Freres morts par la main d un Fpoux, 
> donneront des pleurs bien plus juſtes qua vous; 
Mais jeſpere aiſtment en diſſiper Forage, - 
Et qu'un * de prudence aidant ſon grand courage, 


Fera 
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Values ſo much, that all that he can do, 
He thinks below either your Son or You: 
But I ſhall tell him with what noble fire 
Heroiek Virtue does your Soul infpire, 
And how much Loyal Zeal to him you bear. 
Old Hoy, You'll much oblige me by ſo kind a care. 


SCE N E III. 
Old Horace, Camilla. 


Ol Hor. Daughter, your Tears are out of ſeaſon 
now, 

And misbecome the place FAY ei grow; 
Domeſtick loſſes we may well excuſe, 
When they do publick Victories produce: 
It is enough, 1 does oer Alba ſway, 
And all our ſuff rings that one word muſt pay: 
Lou but a Man loſt when your Lover fell; 
Whom you may quickly now repair as well. | 
What noble Roman, after this ſucceſs, 
But would be proud to make you an addreſs? 
But to Sabina I this news muſt bear, * 
Whoſe blow muſt needs be very rude to her ; 
And her three Brothers by her Husband ſlain, 
Will give her much more reaſon to complain: 
But I deſpair not to appeaſe her yet, 
And ſhe who is ſo brave, and ſo diſcreet, 


Wil 


508 HORACE 
Fera bien-taſt regner ſur un ſi noble caurs, 
Le genereux amour qu elle doit au Vaingacur. 
Cependant etouffes cette laſthe triſteſſe, | 
Recevez-le, il vient, avec moins de foibleſſe, 
Faites- vous voir {a Sur, & gu en un meſins flanc 
Le Ciel vous a tous deux formez d un meſme ſang. 


SCENE Iv. 


| Camille. | 
Cam. Oay, je luy feray voir par d infaillibles marques 
Qu un veritable amour brave la main des Parques, 
Et ne prend point de loix de ces cruels tyrans, 
Qu un Aſtre injurieux nous donne pour Parent. 
Tu blames ma douleur, tu Poſes nommer laſche. 
Fe Paime d'autant plus, que plus elle te faſcbe, . 
Impitoyabie Pere, & par un juſte effort 
Je la veux rendre gale aux rigueurs de mon ſort. 
En vit. on jamais un dont les rudes traverſes, 
Priſſent en moms de rien tant de fates diverſes, 
Qui fuſt doux tant de fors, & tant de fois cruei, 
Et portaft tant de coups avant le coup nortel? 
Vit-on jamais une ame en un jour plus atreinte 
De joye & de douleur, d eſperante & de rrainte, 
Aſervie en eſtlave a plus devenemens, 
Et le piten jouer de plus de changemens? 
Un Oracle maſſeure, un Songe me travaille; 
La Paix calme Feffroy que me fait la bataille, 


Mon 
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Will without pain her generous Soul diſpoſe 
To that Submiſſion which her Honour owes. 


Till when ſuppreſs your Grief you now reſent, 
Nor entertain him with this diſcontent; 
In brief, let himꝰa Siſter meet, and find 


In the ſame Blood, the ſame heroick Mind. 


SCENE W. 
Camilla. 


Cam. Yes, I ſhall quickly to that Brother prove, 
That none can fear to'die, who dares to love; 
Nor can ſubmit to thoſe ſtern Parents ſway, 
Whom cruel Heav'n condemns us to obey. 
You blame my Grief, you call it mean and poor, 
But in revenge I'll cheriſh it the more; 
Relentleſs Father! and my tears ſhall flow, 
Till their ſtreams rapid as their cauſes grow. 
Never did Fortune ſhift her treach'rous part 
So many times, to break a ſingle Heart; 


Sometimes ſhe flatter'd, and ſometimes did fright 


Never in one day, did one Heart appear 

So toſs d, from grief to joy, from hope to fear: 
An Oracle aſſures, a Dream torments, 

The Battel threatens, and the Peace contents. 
Juſt on my Marriage Eve, the Cities choſe 

My Lover and my Brother to be Foes: 


- 
_ — — — — 
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Mon hymen. ſe prepare, & preſque en un moment: 
Pour combattre mon Frere on choiſit mon Amant. 
Ce cboix me deſeſpere, & tous le deſavouent, 
La partie eſt rompuẽ, & les Dieux la renouent. 
Rome ſemble vaincuè, & ſenl des trois Albains 
Curiace en mon ſang m point trempe ſes mains. 
O Vieux, ſentois. je alors des douleurs trop leg eres, 
Pour le malheur de Rome & la mort de deux Freres, 
Et me flatois-je trop grand je croyois. pouvoir 
Laimer encor ſans crime, & nourrir quelque eſpoir? 
K mort men punit bien, & la fagon cruelle = 
Dont mon ame &perdue en reoit la nouvelle. 
Son Rival me Papprend, & faiſant à mes yeux 
D'un i triſte ſucces le recit odieux, 
11 porte ſur le front une allegreſſe ouverte, 
Que le bonheur public fait bien. moins que ma perte, 
Et baſtiſſant en Pair ſur le malheur d autruy. 
Auſſi-bien que mon Frere, il triomphe de luy. - 
Mais ce neſt rien encor au prix de ce qui reſte. 
On demande ma joye en un jour ſi funeſte, 
11 me faut applaudir aux exploits du Vainqueur, 
Et baiſer une main qui me perce le caur. 
En un ſujet de pleurs ſi grand, fi legitime, 
Se plaindre eſt une honte, & ſoiipirir un crime; 
Leur brutale vertu veut qu on Seftime heureux, 

Et fi Pon neſt barbare, on neſt point gencreux, 
Degenerons, mon ceur, d'un ſi vertueux Pere, 
Seyons indigne Scur d'un [i gentreux Frere, p 
5, Cz 
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The Soldiers murmur, and revoke the choice, 
The Gods again confirm it by their Voice; 
Rome ſeems ſubdu d, and with my Brother's blood, 


My Curtius only unpolluted ſtood. 
But did my Heart too little grief contain, 

To ſee my Countty ſtoop, and Brothers ſlain? 
Or did my Fancy give too large a ſcope, 

To love yet guitleſs, and yet living hope? 
His death revenges on me that abuſe, _ 
With-the fad way wherein I heard the news: 
Valerius tells it, and to brave my Fate, 
The ſad event does odiouſly relate: \ 
An open Gladneſs did his Viſage dreſs, 

Leſs by Rome's Glory caus'd than my Diftreſs; 
Since by his Rival's death his hopes renew, 
He ſeems to ſhare my Brother's Triumph too. 
But this is nothing to my preſent wo, 

I am requir'd, with joy, to meet the blow : 

I to the Conqueror muſt my Praiſe impart, 
And kiſs a hand that ſtabs me to the Heart : 
And when my Grief ſo juſtly great appears, 
They place an Infamy upon my tears: 

I muſt rejoice at what afflicts me thus, 

And to be noble, muſt be barbarous. 

But from this Father I'll degenerate, 

And will deſerve this gallant Brother's hate, 
For human frailty ſure illuſtrious grows, 
When Brutiſhneſs for Virtue they impoſe. 


Ap. 


— 
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Cet gloire de paſſer paur un caur abatts . 
Quand la brutalité fait la haute vertu. 
Eclatez,. mes douleur s, a quay bon vous contraindre? 
Quand on à tout perdu gue ſpauroit-on plus craindre? 
Pour ce cruel Vainqueur n'ayez point de reſpet?, 
Loin d'bviter ſes yeux croifſez 4 ſon aſpect, 
Offenſes ſa uictoire, irritez ſa colere, 

Er prenee, Sil ſe peut, plaiſo à ley deplaire. 

11 vient; preparons-neus à montrer conſt amment 

Ce que doit uns Amante 4 Is mort d un Amani. 


SCE N . 
Horace, Camille, Procule. 
Procule pone en ſa main les trois epees des Curiaces, 
Hor. Ma Sur, voicy le bras vange nos deux Freres, 
Lie bras qui rompt le cours de nos Deſtins contraires, 
Qui nous rend maiſires d Alle; enfin voicy le bras, 
Qui ſeul fait aujaurd huy le ſort de deux Etats. 
Voy ces marques d bonneur, ces temoins de magloire» 
Et rens ce que tu dois à Pheur de mga victoire. 
Cam. Receue donc mes pleurs,Ceſt ce que je luy doit. 
Hor. Rome n'en veut Point voir apres de tels exploits, 
Et nos deux Frires morts dens le malheur des armes 
Sont trop payez de ſang pour exiger des larmes. 
Quand la perte eſt vangte on 1a plus rien perdu. 
Cam. Puiſqu'ils ſont ſatisfaits par le ſang c pandu. 
Je ceſſeray pour eux de paroiftre affligee, 
Et f oubliray leur mort que vous aver Vangee, 


Mais 
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Has to Rome's Sway ſubjected Alba's Fate, 
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Appear my Griefs, why ſhould you now forbear ? 
When all is loft, what hath one left to fear ? 
This ſavage Conqueror I will not fly, 
Bur will upbraid him with his Victory: 
Offend his Conqueſt, irritate his Rage, 
And, if ought can, let that my Grief aſſwage : 
He comes, let my juſt Sorrow now diſcloſe 
What to a Lover ſlain a Miſtreſs owes. 


* 
— — 


— 
— — 


SCENE v. 
Horace, Camilla. 


Har. Siſter, this Arm our Brothers has reveng d⸗ 
And Rome's declining Deſtiny has chang d; 


And in one day diſpos d of either State. 
Behold what Trophies I have won, and pay 
What's due from you to ſuch a glorious day- 
Cam. Receive my Tears then, which are allI owe. 
Hor. Rome in her Triumphs will not thoſe allow : 
Blood hath too well appeas'd our Brothers ſlain, 
For you by Tears to waſh away their ſtain. 
A loſs that is reveng'd, ſhould be forgot. 
Cam. Since then our haplefs Brothers need them 
not, 
I ſhall not think my Tears to them are due, 
Who are ſo fully ſatisfy d by you. | 
: - Ll 2 But 
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Mais qui ine vangera de celle dun Amanty 

Pour me faire oublier ſa perte en un moment? 
Hor. Que dis-tu, mulheureuſe? 

| Cam. O mon cher Curiace | + 

O dune indigne Scur inſupportable audace ! 

D'un Ennemy public dont je reviens Vainqueur, 

Le nom eſt dans ta bouche, & Pamour dans ton ceur! 

Ton ardeur criminelle a la vangeance aſpire ! 


Ta bouche la demande, & ton cœur la reſpire! 


Suy moins ta paſſion, regle mieux tes defirs. 
Ne me fais plus rougir &entenare tes ſolpirs. 
Tes flames deſormais doivent eftre etouffees, 
Banny-les de ton ame, & ſonge à mes trophees, 
Auils ſoient dort ſuauant ton unique entretien. 
Cam.Donne-moy donc, barbare, un ceurcomme le tien» 
Et i tu veux enfin que je Fouure mon ame, 
Ren -moy mon Curiace, ou laiſſe agir ma flame. 
Ma joye & mes douleurs dependoient de ſon ſort, 
Je ladorois vivant, & je le pleure mort. 
Ne cherche plus ta Seur on tu Favois laiſſee, 
Tu ne revois en moy qu une Amante offenſte, 
Qui comme une Furie attachee à tes pas, 
Te veut inceſſamment reprocher ſon trepas, 
Tigre altere de ſang, qui me defens les larmes, 
Qui veux que dans ſa mort je trouve encor des charmes 
Et que juſques au Ciel elevant tes exploits, 
Moy- me ſine je le tu une ſeconde fois. 
Pui 
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But who will make my Happineſs return? 
Or call that Lover back for whom I mourn? 
Hor. How's that ? hes 
Cam. My Curtius, ah too brave! too dear! 

Hor. Ha! what are thoſe audacious nnn 
Can my degen' rate Siſter then retain 
Love for a publick Foe, whom I have ſlain? 

Thy guilty Paſſion to Revenge aſpires, 

But govern better thy unjuſt Deſires 
Remove my bluſhes, and thy flame ſuppreſs, 
And be in love only with my Succeſs : 

Let theſe great Trophies thy delight confine. 

Cam. Give me, Barbarian, then, a Heart like thine; 
And ſince my Thoughts I can no more diſclaim, 
Reſtore my Curtius, or excuſe my flame; 

All my delight with his dear Life is fled, 

I lovd him living, and lament him dead. 

If thou the Siſter ſeek'ſt thou left'ſt behind, 

An injur'd Miſtreſs only thou wilt find, 

Who like a Fury ſtill muſt thee purſue, 

And ſtill reproach thee with his Murther too. 

Inhuman Brother! who forbid'ſt my Tears, 

To whom my Ruin ſuch a joy appears: 

Who of thy cruel ſlaughters growing vain, 

Would'ſt have me kill my Curtius o'er again: 

May ſuch inceſſant Sorrows follow thee; 

That thou may'ſt be reduc'd to envy me, 
LF 2 And 
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Puiſſent tant de malheurs accompagner ta vie, 
Que tu tombes au point de me porter exvie, 
Et toy, bien-toft ſouiller par quelque Iaſchete 
Cette gloire fi chere d ta brutalite. 

Hor. O Ciel, qui vit jamais une pareille rage! 
Crois-tu donc que je ſvis inſenſible a ſoutrage, 
Que je ſouffre en mon ſang ce mortel des honneur 
Aime, aime cette mort qui fait noſtre bonheur, 
Et prefere du moins au ſouvenir d un homme 
Ce que doit ta naiſſance aux intereſts de Rome, 

Cam. Rome, [unique objet dr mon reſſentiment | 
Rome, à qui vient ton bras d immoler mon Aman 
Rome, qui ta vil ndifire, & que ton crur adore! 
Rome, enfin que je hay parce qu'elle t honore 
Puiſſent tous ſes Voiſms enſemble conjurez, 
Sapper ſes fondemens encor mal aſſeurez, 
Et ji ce neſt aſſes de toute I Italie, 
Que I Orient contre. elle d Occident c allie; 
Que cent Penples unis des bouts de Univers 
Paſſent pour la ditruire, & les monts, & les mers, 
Quelle-meſme ſur ſoy renverſe ſes murailles, 
Et de ſes propres mains dechire ſes entrailles : 
Que le courroux du Ciel allumò par mes veun 
Faſſe pleuvoir ſur elle un deluge de feux. 
Puiſſay- je de mes yeux y voir tomber co foudre, 
Voir ſes maiſons en cendre, & tes lauriers en pouare, 
Voir le dernier Romain à ſon dernier ſolpir, 
Moy ſeule en eſire cauſe, & mourir de plaiſir. 
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And by ſome wretched Action ſoon defame, 
Thy fo ador'd, and yet ſo brutiſh Name. 
Hor. O Heav'ns! who ever ſaw ſuch raging 
Love! 
Believ'ſt thou nothing cat my Temper move? 


And in my Blood can I this ſhame permit? 


Love, love that blow which ſo ennobles it; 

And the remembrance of one Man reſign - l 

To th' Intereſts of Rome, if not to mine. 

Cam. To Rome! the only object of my hate! 

To Nome! whoſe quarrel caus d my Lover's Fate! 

To Rome! where thou wert born, to thee ſo dear, 

Whom I abhor, *cauſe ſhe does thee revere. 

May all her Neighbours in one knot combine, 

Her yet unſure Foundations t'undermine ; 

And if Italian Forces ſeem too ſmall, 

May Eaſt and Weſt conſpire to make her fall; 

And all the Nations of the barb'rous World, 

To ruin her, o'er Hills and Seas be hurl'd: 

Nor theſe loath'd Walls may her own Fury ſpare, 

But with her own hands her own bowels. tear; 

And may Heav'n's anger, kindled by my Woe, 

Whole deluges of fire upon her throw; 

May my Eyes ſee her Temples overturn'd, 

Theſe Houſes aſhes, and thy Lawrels burn'd; 

See the laſt gaſp which the laſt Roman draws, 

And die with joy for having been the cauſe. 
L _ Horace 


518 HOR 4A C E. 
Horace mettant la main Hep, & pourſuivant fa 
Seur qui s enfuit. 

Ce trop, ma paſſion à la raiſon fait place. 

Va dedans les Enfers plaindre ton Curiace. 
Camille bleſſce derriere le Theatre. 
Ah, traiſtre! 
Horace revenant ſur le Theatre. 
Ainſi rigoive un chatiment ſoudain 

Quiconque oſe pleurer un Ennemy Romain. 


S CE NE VI. 
Horace, Procule. 


Proc. Que venex-· vous de faire? 
Hor. Un acte de juſtice. 
Un ſemblable forfait veut un pareil ſupplice. 
Proc, Vous deviez la traiter avec moins de _ 
Hor. Ne me dis point qu elle eff, & monſang, & 
ma Sur. 
Mon Pere ne peut plus Favouer pour ſe Fille. 
Qui maudit ſon Pays renonce @ ſa Famille : 
Des noms ſi pleins damour ne luy ſont plus permis, 
De ſes plus chers Parens il fait ſes Ennemis, 
Le ſang meſme les arme en haine de ſon crime, 
La plus prompte vangeance en eft plus legitime, 
Et ce ſouhait impie, encore qu impuiſſant, 
Eft un monſire qu'il faut etouſfer en naiſſant. 
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Horace, drawing his Sword, and purſuing her. 
It is too much: Patience a while give place! 
Down into Hell to ſeek thy Curiace. 
Camilla behind the Scene. 
Ah Traitor! 9 


Hor. Periſn, and be that their droom, 
Who dare lament an Enemy of Rome. 


S CE N E VI. 


Horace, Proculus. 


Proc. What have you done? | 
Hor. An honourable act, 
'' Such an Offence does ſuch Revenge exact. 
| Proc. But ta your Siſter this was too ſevere. 
Hor. Never tell me how near ally'd we were. 
My Father ſcorns to own a Child ſo baſe, 
Curſes her Country, and diſclaims her Race; 
All ties of Love are forfeited and gone, 
And ſhe is ſtript of all Relation. 
Her neareſt Kindred cannot but diſclaim 
A Beaſt that brands her Family with ſhame. 
The prompteſt Vengeance, and moſt cruel muſt, 
For ſuch a Crime as hers, be ſtil d moſt juſt ; 
And thoſe her impious Wiſhes ought to be 
Stifled like Monſters in their Infancy.  _ 
114 SCENE. 
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494 HORACE. 
SCENE VII. 


Horace, Sabine, Procule. 


Sab. A quoy S arreſte icy ton illuſtre colere? 
Viens voir mourir ta Sur dans les bras de ton Pere, 
Viens repaiſtre tes yeux d un ſpeftacle fi doux : 
On ſi tu wes point las de ces genereux coups, 
Immole au cher Pays des vertueux Horaces 
Ce reſte malheureux du ſang de Curiaces. 
Si prodigue du rien n'ipargne pas le leur, 
Joins Sabine à Camille, & ta Femme à ta Scur. 
Nos crimes ſont pareils ainſi que nos mi ſeres, 
Je ſoilpire comme elle, & deplore mts Freres, 
Plus conpable en ce point contre tes dures loix, 
Quelle wen pleuroit qu un, & que j en pleure trois, 
Qu apres ſon chatiment ma faute continue. 

Hor. Seche tes pleurs, Sabine, ou les cache à ma 

Vene. 

Rens-toy digne du nom de ma chaſte Moitiẽ, 
Et ne m'accable point dune indigne pitie. 
Si Pabſolt pouvoir d'une pudique flame | 
Ne nous laifſe a tous deux qu un penſer & qu une ame, 
C'eſt à tey d ele ver tes ſentimens aux miens, 
Non à moy de deſcendre & la honte des tiens. 
Je taime, & je connoy la douleur qui te preſſe, - 
Embraſſe ma vertu pour vaincre ta foibleſſe, 
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S CE N E VIL 
Horace, Sabina, Proculus. 


Sab. Why ſtops thy noble Fury here? Come nigh, 
See in herFather's arms Camila dye. 
Come glut thine Eyes with the alluring fight, 
And if thou think'ſt what's done be yet too light, 
To thy dear Rome offer the Blood remains 
O'th' Curiatii in Sabina's Veins, 
Never ſpare theirs, whilſt of thine own ſo free; 
But to Camilla s join my Deſtiny: 
Our Crimes, as well as Miſeries, are one, 
Like her my Brothers ſlaughter I bemoan , 
Tranſgreſſing more thy cruel Laws, than ſhe ; 
She only wept for one, but I for three, 
To give thy Fury a more juſt pretence. 

Hor. Sabina, dry your Tears, or get you hence. 
Render thy ſelf worthy Horatio's Wife, 
And that repute thy chaſte and virtuous life, 
Has from Mankind, as thy juſt Merit won, 
And wound me not with mean compaſſion. 
If th'abſolute int'reſt of a virtuous flame 
Commands our Hearts and Souls to be the ſame, 
It is thy part to raiſe thy Heart to mine, 
I ought not to thy weakneſſes decline. 
J love thee, and I know thy Souls grown fad, 
Call in my Virtue to thy frailty's aid; 


In- 
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Participe d ma gloire au lieu de Is ſoiiiller, 
Taſche à ten revetir, non à Wen depoiiiller. 
Es- tu de mon honneur ſi mortelle ennemie, 
Que je te plaiſe mieux couvert d une infamie ? 

ois plus Femme que Seur, & te reglant ſur moy, 
Fais-toy de mon exemple une immuable loy. 

Sab. Cherche pour t'imiter des ames plus par faites. 
Je ne t' impure point les pertes que j ay faites,* 
Fen ay les ſentimens que je dois en avoir, 

E je m'en prens au Sort plittaſt qu'a ton devoir. 
Mais enfin je renonce a la vertu Romaine, . 

Ci pour la poſſeder je doit eftre inhumaine, 

Et ne puis voir en moy la Femme du Vainquear, 
Sans y voir des Vaincus la deplorable Seur. 

Prenons part en public aux vidtoires publiques, 
Pleurons dans la maiſon nos malheurs dameſtiques, 
Et ne regardons point des biens comniuns d tous, 
Quand nous vagen, der maine nine ſont que pour nous. 
Pourquoy veux. tu, cruch, agir ir Pune aarre rr 
Laiſſe en etrant icy ter | 250 la þ 1 | 
Meſle tes pleurs au miens. Quo)? 45 1 diſcours 
N' arment point ta vertu contre mes triſtes jours ? 
Mon crime redoubl6 n emeut point ta colere ? 


| Que Camille oft heureuſe! elle a pd te diplaire, 
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Inſtead of clouding it, my Glory ſhare, 
And without ſtripping me my Triumphs wear. 
Art thou ſo great a Foe unto my Fame, 
That I ſhould pleaſe thee better clad in ſhame? 
Diſcover now the Virtue of that flame 
That ſeats a Husband in his ſov'reign claim 
Above th'inferior intereſt of Blood, 

And learn by my Example to be good. 

Jab. Some nobler Soul to imitate you chuſe; 
I blame thee not, alas! for what I loſe: 
My thoughts are govern'd as they ought to be, 
And I do rather blame Miſchance than thee. 
But I all claim to Roman Virtue: quit, 
If Inhumanity muſt purchaſe it; 
Nor can I in my own eſteem appear 
Wife unto him, who is the Conqueror: 
But that at once I ſee my ſelf again 
The deplorable Siſter of the ſlain. 
Let us in publick, publick Conqueſts own, 
Lament domeſtick miſeries at home. 
And not regard a Good derives to all, 
When on our ſelves peculiar Miſchiefs fall. 
Why (cruel Man) doſt thou thoſe Trophies wear? 
Lay by thoſe Laurels when thou enter ſt here, 
And joyn with me in tears. Will not this raiſe 
Thy Virtue's ſpleen to end my wretched days? 
Can my repeated Crime not move thine Ire? 
Camilla's bleſt could raiſe thy Fury's fire! 


— - 
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Elli à receu de toy ce qu'elle a pretends 
Et recouvre la bas tout ce quielle 4 perdu. 
Cher Epoux, cher auteur du tourment qui me preſſe, 
Ecoute la pitic, ſi ta colere ceſſe, 
Exerce Pune ou Pautre apres de tels malbeurs. 
A punir ma foibleſſe, ou finir mes douleurs. 
Je demande la mort pour grace ou pour ſupplice: 
Quelle ſoit un effet d amour, ou de Juſtice, 
Nimporte, tous ſes traits wauront rien que de doux, 
Si je les voy partir de la main d un Fboux. 

Hor. Qu elle injuſtice aux Dieux dabandonner aux 

Femmes, 

Un empire fi grand ſur les plus belles ames, 
Et de ſe plaire à voir de ſi foibies Vainqucur, 
| Regner ſi puiſſamment ſur les plus nobles ceurs! 
A quel point ma vertu devient-elle reduite | 
Rien ne la ſgauroit plus garantir que la fuite. 
Adieu, ne me ſuy point, ou retiens tes ſotpirs. 

Sab. ſeule. O colere! 6 pitie ſourdes à mes defirs! 
Vous negligez mon crime, & ma douleur vous laſſe, 
Et je wobtiens de vous, ny ſupplice, ny grace. 
Allons-y par nos pleurs faire encor un effort, 
Et nemployons apres que nous à noftre mort, 
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She tempted from thee, what ſhe wiſht for moſt, 
And finds below all that above ſhe loſt, 
Dear Cauſe of all the woes my Heart oppreſs, 
Incline to Pity, if thine Anger ceaſe: 
One of the Paſſions to thy choice propoſe, 
To ſcourge my frailty, or to end my woes. 
For Death by favour or deſert I move, 
Be't an effect of Juſtice or of Love, 
It ſhall be welcome, and I'll kiſs the brand 
| Performs that office from a Husband's hand. 
Hor, You are unjuſt, you Gods! why do yougive 
Imperious Women this Prerogative 
' Ofer noble Souls, and pleas d fit looking on, 
Whilſt they infult in their Dominion ? 
To what a ſtrait am I reduc'd, when I 
To ſave my Virtue am enfore'd to fly? 
-Farewel, follow me not, or dry your Tears. [ Exit. 
S ab. Oh Wrath! O Pity! deaf unto my Prayr's! 
My Crime I ſee's neglected, and my Woe 
Loes in the repetition tedious grow. 
Thus, though I tempt his Spirit various ways, 
I can obtain nor Puniſhment, nor Grace: 
But once again my Tears their pow'r ſhall try, 
And if that fail, by my own hand I'll die. 
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ACTE v. SCENE I. 
| Le vieil Horace, Horace. 


Lie vieil Hora CE. 
Etirons nos regards de cet objet fr fe 

Pour admirer icy le jugement mY 
Quand la gloire nous enfle, il ſpait bien comme il aut 
Confondre noſtre orgueil qui ele ve trop haut. 
Nos plaiſirs les plus doux ne vont point ſans triſtreſſe, 
11 meſle a nos vertus des marques de foibleſſe, 
Et rarement accorde à noſtre ambition 
Lentier & pur honneur d une bonne action 
Je ne plains point Camille, elle Etoit criminelle, 
Je me tiens plus a plaindre, &. je te plains plus qu elle, 
Moy, d avoir mis au jour un cœur ſi peu Romain, 
Toy, d avoir par ſa mort des honor ta main. 
Fe ne la trouve point injuſte ny trop prompte, 
Mais tu pouvois, mon Fils, t en tyargner la honte , 
Son crime, quoy iu c norme & digne du trivas, © 
Etoit mieux impuny, que puny par ton bras. 

Hor. Di/poſez de mon * le loix vous en font 
maiſtre. 


Fay cru devoir le fien aux lieux qui mont vi — 
Re- 
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ACT V. SCENE I 


Old Horace, Horace. 


Old HoRAcx. 


ET us from this ſad Spectacle retire; 
Heav'ns never-ſleeping Juſtice to admire, 
Which, when weſwell to Inſolence, knows how 
To ſcourge our Pride, and lay our Glories low. 
Heav'n Sorrow ever with our Joy combines, 
Sows ſeeds of frailty in the nobleſt Minds, 
And ſeldom does our braveſt Actions grown, 
With an unblemiſh'd and a true Renown. 
Camilla did offend, nor do I wear 
Theſe clouds of Sorrow in my face for her; 
I think my ſelf to be lamented more, 
And more than her, alas! I thee deplore. 
I do bewail my own finiſter fate 
To have a Daughter ſo degenerate 
And thee for having by misfortune dy'd 
Thy noble Sword in ſuch a Parricide. 
Not that I do thy Heat or Juſtice blame, 
Yet, I could wiſh thou hadſt eſcap'd the ſhame: 
Her Crime (though worthy Death) had better far 
Been ſpar'd, than thou her Executioner. 

Hor. My Life, and Death, Sir, in your Sentence lye, 
I thought that Blow due to Rome's Injury: 


But 
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Si dans vos ſentimens mon zele eſt criminel, 

Fil men faut recevoir un reproche &terneh, 

Sz ma main en devient honteuſe & profante, 

Vous pouvez d'un ſeul mot trancher ma Deſtinee. 

Reprenez tout ce ſang de qui ma laſchete 

Afi brutalement ſoitille la purete, _ 

Ma main n'a pu ſouffrir de crime en voſtre race; 

Ne ſouffrez point de tache en la maiſon d Horace. 

Ceſt en ces actions dont Phonneur eft bleſſe, 

Qu un Pere tel que vous ſe montre intereſſe, 

Son amour doit ſe taire, ou toute excuſe eft nulle, 

Luy. me ſine il y prend part lors qu'il les diſſimule, 

Et de ſa gloire il fait trop peu de cas, | 

Quand il ne punit point ce qu'il n approuve pas. 
Le vieil Hor. I/ Vuſe pas toi jours d une rigueur ex- 
treme, | 

11 epargne ſes Fils bien ſouvent pour ſog-meſme, 

Sa vieilleſſe ſur eux aime a ſe ſotenir, 

Et ne les punit point de peur de ſe punir. 

Fe te voy d'un autre til que tu ne te regardes, 

Fe ſpa... Mais le Roy vient, je vois entrer ſes Gardes. 
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But if that Zeal do criminal appear, 
If I eternal brands of ſhame muſt wear, 
And if my Arm be infamous become, 
With one ſole word you may pronounce my doom. 
Take back that Blood which my rg hand 
Has by a coward act ſo baſely ſtain'd. 
I could not ſuffer in your virtuous Race 
A Crime that might your noble Name Amen: | 
Nor ſhould you with an over-partial Eye p 
Suffer this blemiſh in your Family. | 
In acts where Honour ſuffers tis diſcern'd, 
That ſuch a Father as you are's concern'd. 
T*excuſe ill Sons, even Fathers ſhould forbear; 
Whilſt they conceal our faults, they faulty are; 
And his own Fame that Father little moves, 
Who ſpares that Guilt his Virtue diſapproves. 
Old Hor. Fathers ſometimes from harſh extreams 
And often ſpare theirSons,themſelvesto ſpare.[ forbear, 
Our Age leans on their youthful ſtrength, and ſpare® 
Them, ſince in them we muſt be Sufferers. 
1 look upon thee with a diff*rent eye 
From that thou cenſur'ſt thine own Virtue by: 
And though thy Reputation blemiſh'd ſtand, 
I know but ſee the Guards, the King's at hand, 
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SCENE UI. 


"Tulle, Valere, Le vieil Horace, Horace, 
Troupe de Gardes, 


AP 


Levieil Hor. Ah, Sive, un tel bonneur a rap Fexeds 
pour may, 
Ce neſt point en te lieu que je dy voir mon Ry, 
Permettez qu à genoux. 
| Tulle. Non, levez-vous, mon Pere, 

Je fais ce qu en ma place un bon Prince doit faire. 
Un {i rare ſervice, & ſi fort important 

Veut Phonneur te plus rare, & le plas eclatant : 
Vous en avies deja ſa parole pour gage, 

Je ne lay par voulu differer davantage. 
Faß ſteu par ſon rapport (& je wen doutois pas) 
Comme te vor deux Fils vous portez le trepas, 

Et que deja voſtre ame tant trop reſolue, 

Ma conſolation vous ſeroit ſuperflus; 

Mais je viens de ſęa voir quel etrange malheur 
D'un Fils vittorieux a ſuivy la valeur, 

Et que ſon trop d amour pour la caufe publique 
Par ſes mrins a ſon Pere ofte une Fille unique. 
(e coup eſt un peu rude a Peſprit le plus fort, 

Et je doute comment vous portes cette mort, 


Le 
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SCENE 1. 


Tullus, Valerius, Horace the Father, 
| Horace, and Guards. 


Old Hor. Great Sir, you do your Servant too much 
I bluſh to ſee you in ſo mean a place. grace, 
Permit me that in gratitude thus low —— 

Tull. No, Father, riſe, and let your Merit know 
I pay in this the leaſt of what is due 
From virtuotis Princes to ſuch Men as you. 
Such Services pretend to all whate'er 
Subjects can merit, or their Kings confer. 
Valerius word was paſt ; nor could I be 
Juſt ro my ſelf, till I had ſet him free, 
I heard from him; nor did I doubt before, 
With what a noble Conſtancy you bete 
Your brave Sons deaths, and know that to a Soul 
So fortify'd as yours, ſo right, and whole, 
What comforts I could bring would only yy 
Unneceſſary complements of Love: 
But now that I have heard what a ſad fate 
Does on your conqu'ring Son's brave Valour wait, 
And that his zeal to th'publick cauſe has led 
His ſudden fury to commit a deed, 
Deprives you of an onely Daughter ; then 
Whilſt I confider the moſt brave are Men, 
I muſt confeſs I cannot chuſe but fear 
How, your great Heart, ſo great a blow can bear; 
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Le vieil Hor. Sire, avec deplaiſir, mais aver pa- 
| tience. 

Tulle. C Peffer vertueux de voſtre experience. 
Beaucoup par un long Age ont appris comme vous 
Que le malbeur ſuccede au bonheur Ie plus doux; 
Peu ſęavent comme vous Sappliquer ce remede, 
Et dans leur intereſt toute leur vertu cede. 

Si vous pouvez trouver dans ma compaſſion 

Quelque ſoulagement pour voſtre afflittion, 1 

Aznſi que voſtre mal ſgachez qu elle et extreme, 

Et que je vous en plains autant que je Vous aime. 
Val. Sire, puiſque.le Ciel entre les mains des Roit, 

Depoſe ſa. juſtice,” & la force des loixy - 

Et que PEtat demande aux Princes legitimer 

Des prix pour les vertus, des peines pour les crimes, 

Souffrez qu un bon Sujet vous faſſe Jouvenir ' © 
Que vous plaigneæ beaucoup ce qu'il vous * punir. 
Souffrez — 

Le vieil Hor. Quay? qu on envoye un Paingueur 
au ſupplice ? 
Tulle. Permettez qu'il nn en je feray ju 
ſtice. 
Jaime a la rendre à tous, d toute berre, & tout 
lieu, 
C'eſt par elle un Roy ſe fait un demy- Dien, 


Et 
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Od Hor. Sir, with a troubled, but a patient Senſe- 

Tull. A brave effect of your Experience. 
Many by living long have learnt to know 
That happineſs is but a ſtep to woe: ; 

But few apply that Knowledge to the beſt, 
And moſt Mens Virtues truckle, when oppreſt. 
If in your King's compaſſion you can find 

A comfort to th afflictions of your Mind, 
Believe it great as them, and that I do 

With the ſame Friendſhip love, and pity you. 

Val. Since, mighty Sir, into the hands of Kings 
Heay'n delegates the Law to order things, 
And that within their ſacred Power lies 
Reward for Virtue, Puniſhment for Vice: 
Permit a loyal Subject, in this caſe, 

To prompt that Juſtice your Compaſſion ſtays, 
And ſay you ſeem-this Murther to forget, 
Whilſt you lament, and do not * it. 
Permit —— 

Old Hor. What! that Rome'sconqu'ring Champion 
And have his ſervice paid with Infamy ? {dis, 

Tull. Let him ſay on, Horatio, and forbear, 
who am to determine, ought to hear; 

And do not fear but I will do you right, 
It is at once my Duty, and Delight. 
Wh Juſtice even and unbiaſs d flows, 

She then a Monarch for a Monarch — 
Divinity ſhines round about him then, 
Above the common race of common Men: 
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Et ceſt dont je Vous plains qu après un tel ſervice 
On puiſſe contre luy me demander juſtice. 
Val. Joufrez auen 6 1 Roy, te oy _ des 

Rois, 

Qu tous lex gens te a vous parlent ber ma voix. 
Non que nos ceurs alm de ſes honneurs Pirritent, : 
S'il en refoit beaucoup, ſes hauts faits les meritent, 

\ AjouſteZ-y plutoſt que den diminucr, W 
Nous ſommes tous encor preſts diy contribuer. 
Mais puiſque d un tel crime il ce. montr# capable. 
Qu'il triomphe en Vaingucur, & peri 72 en en 
Arretes ſa fureur, l & ſuures de ſes mains,.. 

Si vous voulez regnery le reſte des Romains, 
Il y va de la perte, ou du ſalut du refte. 

La guerre avoit un cours ſi ſanglant, f funeſte, 
Et les neuds de ¶ Hymen durant nos bons Deſtins 1 
Ont tant de fois uny des Ferpler fi f voii 1 
Qu il eft peu de Romaihis que le party contraire 
N'intereſſe en la mort d'un Gendre, on . 

aufrere, | 
Et qui ne ſoient forcez de * 5 IE 
Dans le bonheur publit à leurs propres malbeur c. 
S Ceft offenſer Rome, & que I heur de ſer 


L'autkoriſe à punir ce crime de nos larmes, * 8 
„ 
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And that which makes me moſt eommiſerate 
The wretched fortune of your: ſad Eſtate, | 
Is, to hear Juſtice clamqur'd an your Son, 
Who has for Rome ſo brave a Service done. 


Val. Permit then, juſteſt Monarch, that in me 


All virtuous Men appeal for Equity. ; 4 
Tis not, alas! that our repining Hearts 
Envy thoſe Honours, crown his brave Deſerts ; 
All you can give, ſhort of his merit fall, 
His glorious Actions ſhine above them all, 
Add new, and greater ſtill to thoſe dee 
We all are willing to contribute more: 
But let him, ſince he could obſcure his Fame 
By ſuch an act of horror, and of ſhame, 
At once for Merit, and a Crime ſo high, 
A Victor triumph, an Offender dye, 
Check his wild Rage, and reſcue thoſe remain 
Of Rome's brave Off. ſpring, it you mean to xeign. 
Your People's ruin, or their fafety lies, 
Or in his Pardon, o or his Sacrifice. 
Few Nyman ever could in Alba hoaſt 
Of Alba's loſs, but they in Alba loſt 
Some ſuch Relation, as might force their Eyes 
To private Tears in publick Victories. 
If ſuch a virtuous Sorrow then become 
Criminal to the Intereſt of Rome; 
If his Succeſs oblige you to diſpence, 
And privilege ſo great an Inſolence; 


* 
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RQuel ſung tpargnera ce barbare vainqueur 

Qui ne pardonne pas à celuy de ſa ſcrur, 

Et ne peut excuſer cette douleur preſſante 

Rue la mort dun amant jette au caur d une amante, 
Quand pres defire &claires; du nuptial flambeas _ 
Ellie voit avec luy ſon eſpoir au tombeau ? 
Faiſant triompher Rome, il ſe Peſt aſſervie, 

Il a fur nous un droit, & de mort, & de vie, 
Et nos jours criminels ne pourront plus durer, 

Qu autant qu à ſa clemence il plaira lendurer. 

Je pourrois ajouſter aux intereſts dle Rome 
Combien un pareil coup eſt indighe d'un homme, - 
Fe pourrois demander qu on miſt devant vos yeux 
Ce grand & rare exploit d un bras vidtorieux, 
Vous verriez un beau ſang, pour accuſer, ſa rages | 
Tyan frere ſi criiel rejallir au viſage, 

Vous verrieg des horreurs qu'on ne peut conce voir, 
Jon age, & ſa beauté vous pourroient #mouvoir: 
Mais je hay ces maren: qui i ſentent . 1 
Vous avez d demain remis le ſacrifice, . | . 
Penſez-vous que les Dieux, Vangeurs te inmocens, 
D'une main parricide acceptent de Pencens ? © 

Sur vous ce ſacrilege attireroit ſa peine, 

Ne le conſiderez qu en objet de leur Haine, 
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Who will this barbarous Conqueror forbear, 
Whoſe fury would not his own Siſter ſpare; 
Nor yet excuſe the Sorrow all approve + 
In a chaſte Virgin raviſh'd of her Love ? 
Rome, though ſhe triumphs, is Horatio's' Slave, 
He has the ſovereign Pow'r to kill, or ſave 
Nor have we now a longer Time to live, 
Than as he's pleas d to ſentence, or forgive. | 

I could to Rome's concernment add how baſe, 
Mean, and below a Man, the Action was; 
I could demand to have the murther'd Maid, 
His Valour's Triumph, in your Preſence laid: 
You then would ſee the yet warm Crimſon riſe, 
And bluſhing blame a Brother's cruelties. 
So ſad a ſight no Advocate would need, 
Her Youth and Beauty would for Juſtice plead: 
But J abhor in ſuch a caſe as this, 
All ways that bear a ſhew of Arifice. 

To Morrow you have ſet apart to pay 
Your Vows to Heav'n for this victorious Day: 
And can you think thoſe Deities, that bear 
Thunder t'avevge the innocent Sufferer, 
Will deign t accept of Incenſe from a Hand 
In a black Parricide ſo lately ſtain'd ? 
So great a Sacrilege would draw on you 
The Vengeance that to him alone is due. 
Look on him then as one whom Heav'n does hate, 


And that wherein he has been fortunate, 
| Rome's 
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Et croyes avec nous qu en tous ſos trois combats 
Le bon Deſtin ds Rome a plus fait que ſon bras, © 
Puiſque ces meſmes Dieux autheurs de ſa victoire 
Ont permis qu auſſi toff it en ſouillaſt Ia gloire, 

Et qu un /+ grand courage apres ce noble ort GET 
Fuſt digne en ;meſic jour de triomphe & de mort. \ 
Sire, cet ce qu'il faut qus ugſtre Arreſt decide, + 

En ce lieu .@ veu le premier parricide, 1 
Ls ſuite en ef Ja la haine des Cicux- 
Sawvez-nous de ſa main, © redoutez les Dieux. 

Tulle. Defendez+yous, Horace. 
Hor. A quoy bon me defender? 
Vous ſtaves baction, vous la venes dentendre, 
Ce que vous en croyet me doit eftre une ley. 

Sire, on ſe defend mal contre Favis d un Rey, 
Et le plus innocent deuient ſanddin coupable " 
| Quand aux yeux de ſon Prince il paroit condamnable. 5 
Cn crime qu envers luy ſe vouloir excuſer, | 
 Nofire ſang eft ſon bien, il en peut diſpoſor, - 
Et cf d nous de ergire alars gu il en diſpoſe” ' = 
Qu il ne ren prive point ſans une -juſte cauſe.” 
Sire, prononcez done, je ſuis preſt 3 age 
D'autres aiment le vie, & je la doy hair: 

Je ne reproche point à Tardeur de Valerre 
Q en amant de * ſew il ra e, . 3 Sy 
a £ 
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Rome's, Stars have more by their own influence done 
Than by the Valour of their Champion: 
Since the ſame Gods who did his Canqueſt cr crown, 
Permit him thus to blemiſh his Renown, . | 
And in one day, after Explojts ſo high, 
To claim a Triumph, and deferve to dye. 
This, Sir, is that your Judgment muſt OY, 
Rome here has ſuffer'd the firſt Parricide, 
The conſequence, and Heaven's diſpleaſure, ars 
The things Religion teaches us to fearz 
Preſerve your. People from his Inſolence, © 
And appeaſe Heav'n by cens ring his Offence. 
Tull. Horace, make your Defence. 
Hor. Sir, to what end 
Should 1 an a& you know ſo well defend? 
Your Judgment's Law, tliough it pronounce me dead. 
Gainſt Kings reſults, Offenders vainly „ | 
And the moſt innocent the Sun can ſhow, + 
When Kings conclude them criminal, are fo. 
Nay, *tis a Crime texcuſe our ſelves to thoſe . 
Who, by their Title, may our Lives diſpoſe z _. 
And when they cut us off we muſt believe 
It is becauſe we are unfit to live. 
Pronounce my doom then Sir, I will obey'tz _. 
The Life that othets love, I ought to hate: 2VY 
No do I think Valerius too ſevere, Sk nn tt 
He proſecutes his Miſtreſs Murthere. 
I do with him againſt my ſelf conſpire, 
He would my Death, and *tis my own deſire he a 
it 
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Mes ven avec les fiens conſpirent aujourd buy, 
Il demande ma mort, je la veux comme luy. 
Un ſeul point entre nous met cette difference, 
Que mon honneur par. Ia cherche ſon aſſeurance, 
Et qu ce meſine but nous voulons arriver, © 
Ly, pour fleſtrir ma gloire, & moy, pour la ſauver. 
Sire, Ceft rarement qu il S offre une matiere 
| A monirer d un grand caur la vertu toute entire: 
Suivant Voccaſiom elle agit plus, ou moins, © 
Et paroit forte, ou foible, aux yeux de ſes temoins. 
Le Peuple gui voit tout ſeulemint pas Pecoree = 
Sattache a ſon Fer pour junger de [a force, | 
I veut que ſes dehors gardent an meſme cours, 
Qu ayant fait un miracle, elle en faſſe toljcurs. 
Ares une action pleine, haute, eclatante, 
Tout ce qui brille moins remplit mal ſon attente : 
II vent qu n ſoit gal en tout Fewps, en raus lieux, 
11 examine point ſi lors on powvoit mieux, "a 
Ny que gil ne voit pas ſans ceſſe une merveille, 


occaſion oft moindre, & ds vertu pareille. 

| Son injuſtice accable & detruit les grands noms, 

L bonneur des premiers faits ſe perd par tes ſeconds, 
Et quand la Renomme a paſſe Pordinaire, 

& Por en veut dechoir, il feut ne plus 7 rien faire. 
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With this diſtinction, that I think by that 

To keep my Honour in its preſent height; 
Whereas he thinks thereby to blot that Name 
I would perpetuate to live in Fame. 
Ve rarely meet occaſions, Sir, w | 
A Heart's whole ſtock of Courage may be ſeen: 
Valour acts more, or lefs, as time doth fits 

And as occaſion ſerves or hinders it, 

And manly, or effeminate, appears 

At the diſcretion of the Cenſurers. 
The common ſort, whoſe Underſtandings be 
By Ignorance limited to what they ſee, .- 
Proportion force by its effects, and gueſs 
At Valour, as effects are more or leſs; 
Expecting vainly, that who Wonders do; 
Bleſt once by Fortune, thould do always ſo. 
After an act illuſtriouſly bright, 

All that ſeem leſs darken that Actions light. 
Men look we always ſhould in ev'ry plate © 
Perform our actions with an equal grace; 
Without conſidering in thoccaſion 8x * 
What could have been, er more, or better done z 
. Nor ſeeing that in Actions of leſs Fame, 
Th'occafion's leſs, the Virtue ſtill the fame, 
Great Names by this Injuſtice are. defac'd, 
Mens firſt Acts honours periſh in their laſt: 
And who once reaches a ſupream Renown, 
If he will hold it there, muſt there fit down. 
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Je ne Yanteray point les exploits de mon bras, 
Voſtre Majefts, Sire, a ven mes trois combats, 
11 oft biew malaiſe qu un pareil les ſeconde, 
Qu une 6 vecafion & celle-cy reponde, : 
Et que t courage, apres de fi grande coups, 
Pervienne tes ſucces qui Maillent au deſſous „ 
Si bien que pon Jaiffer une illuſtre memoire, =» 
La mort ſeule au gad buy peut conſerver ma gloire. 
Encor la falloit-1 il 2 que j eus vaincu, 
Puiſque pour man honneur j ay deja trop vecu. 
Un bomme 4 que moy voit ſa gloire ternie 
Quand il tombg en peril de quelque ignominie, 
Et ma main aurait ſem deja men garantir ; 
Mais [aus yoſtre cum i mon Jeng woſe ſortir, 
Comme il vaus appartient, voſtre aven doit feprendre, 
Ceſt voas E defrober pu uutremum le ripandre. 
Rome ne manque point de genereux guerriers, 
| AD d ausrer ſens moy ſoittiendront vos lauriers, 
Nue vopre Majeſte deſormais men diſpenſe ; 
E ce que 7 ay fait vaut quelque recompenſe, 
Permettezs, 6 grand Roy, que de ce bras uaingucur 
Je m'immale à ws gioire, & non pas à ma Sur. 
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I ſhall not boaſt what Honour I have got, 
Your ſelf, great Sir, ſaw my three Combats fought : 
But twill be hard ever again to find | 
And opportunity of ſuch a kind, 
To crown my Valour's worth with a ſucceſs 
That muſt not after theſe Exploits go leſs. 
So that to give my Fame immortal breath, 
I have no way, but by immediate Death. 
1 ſhould have dy'd before, nor liv'd ſo long; | 
T've liv'd already to my Glory's wrong. 
A Man like me perceives his Name decays, 
When but in danger of the leaft diſgrace; | 
And my own hand &er this had clear d the doubt, 
But my Blood's yours, and dare not ſally out, 
Without your leave: Sir, your allowance muſt 
Precede that action, elſe 1t were unjuſt. 
Rome wants no generous Warriors, there are thoſe, 
When I am gone, well fight her braveſt Foes 
As well as I have done, and pluck frefh boughs 
Of greener Laurel to adorn her Brows. g 

Then with an uſeleſs Man (great Sir) difpence; | 
And if my acts deſerve a Reeompence, 
Let this be it, that with this conqu'ring Arm, 
Still with the vigour of late action warm, 
I ſacrifice my ſelf to my own Fame, 
Without a mention of my Siſter's Name. 


I 
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SCENE III. 

Tulle, Valere, Le vicil Horace, Horace, Sabine: 
Sab. Sire, ecoutes Sabine, & voyes dans ſoname 
Les douleurt & une ſirur; & celles dune femme, 
Qui toute deſolte à vos ſacrez genoux 
Pleure pour fa famille, & craint pour ſon Hour. 
Ce neſt pas que je veuille avec cet artiſice 
Deſrober un coupable au bras de la juſtice, 
Quoy qu il ait fait pour vous, traitez-le comme tel, 
E puniſſez en moy ce noble criminel; * 
De mon ſang malbeureux expiez tout ſon crime, 
Vous ne changerez point pour cela de victime, 
Ce wen ſera point prendre une injuſte pitie, 
Mais en ſacrifier la plus chere moitie, 
Les neuds de PHymente & ſon amour extreſme 
Font quil vit plus en moy qu'il ne vit en luy-meſme, 
Et ſi vous maccordez de mourir aujourd'huy, ' 
I! mourra plus en moy quil ne mourroit en luy. 
La mort que je demande, & qu'il faut que J obtienne, 
Augmentera ſa peine, & finira la mienne. 
Sire, woyez Vexces de mes triftes ennuis, 
Et Heffrojable etat ou mes jours ſont reduits. 
Quelle horreur > OE Hg un homme dont ow 
De toute ma famille a la trame coupee, 
Et quelle impiëtẽ de hair un.epoux 
Pour avoir bien ſervy les ſiene, PEtat, & vous! 
| Aimee 
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SCENE I 


Tullus, Valerius, Old Horace, Horace, 
Sabina, and Fulia. 
Sab. Oh hear her Sir, in whoſe afflicted Mind 
A Wife's and Siſter's ſorrows are combin d; 
Who deſolate at your ſacred feet, in tears 
Laments her Race, and for her Husband fears, 
Not that I would by Artifice withdraw 
A guilty Man from the offended Law; 
Uſe him like one, maugre his Victories, 
But the brave Criminal in me chaſtiſe. 
Let my unhappy Blood his forfeit pay, 
The Victim's {till the ſame, nor can you ſay 
Your Juſtice is by Pity overcome, | 
Whilſt I, his dearer part, abide your doom. 
His matchleſs Love makes it appear he lives 
In his own Perſon leſs, than in his Wife's; 
And he, if I be facritic'd, thereby 
A ſadder death, than in himſeif, ſhall dye. 
The death I beg, and which I muſt obtain, 
Will finiſh mine, but aggravate his pain, 
Bchold Sir, here thexceſſes of my woe, 
And the ſad ſtate my Life's reduc d unto, 
How can I without horror e er embrace 
A Man whoſe Sword has murther'd all my Race; 
And without wickedneſs a Husband hate, 
For his brave Service to his Prince and State? 
Nn Wo 
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Aimer un bras ſowille du ſang de tous mes freres! 
N' aimer pas un mary qui finit nos miſeres ! 
Sire, delivrez-moy par un heureux trepas 
Des crimes de Paimer & de ne Paimer pas. 
Jen nommeray I Arreſt une faveur bien grande. 
Ma main peut me donner ce que je vous demande, 
Mais ce trepas enfin me ſera bien plus dux 
Si je puis de ſa honte affranchir mon eponx, 
Si je puis par mon ſung appai ſer la colere 
Des Dieux qu'a pi faſther ſa vertu trop ſevere, 
Satisfaire en mourant aux Manes de [a ſur, 
Et conſerver à Rome un fi bon Wefenſeur. 

Le vieil Horace au Roy. 

Sire, Ceft donc à moy de repondre a Valere, 

Mes enfans avec luy conſpirent contre un pere, 
Tous trois veulent me perdre, & $'\arment ſans raiſon 
Contre ſi peu de ſang qui reſte en ma maiſon. 

| A Sabine. 

Toy, qui par des douleurs à ton devoir contraires 
Jeux quitter un mary pour rejaindre tes freres, 
Va plitoſt conſulter leurs Manes genereux ; 

Ils ſont morts,mais pour Albe, & Sen tiennent heureux. 
Puiſque le Ciel vouloit qu elle fuſt aſſervie, 
S quelque ſentiment demeure apres la vie, 
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By death then, Sir, preſerve me from the Crime 
Either of loving, or not loving him. 
In this extremity I ſhall embrace 
The heavieſt Sentence for the Greateſt grace. 
I ſoon, alas! with this weak arm could do 
The thing for which I do ſo humbly ſue : 
But Death will be more welcome, if thereby 
I may redeem my Husband's Infamy : 
If by my Blood Imay thoſe Deities, 
His ſevere Virtue may have mov'd, appeaſe, 
Atone Camilla angry Ghoſt, and ſave 
To Rome a Man ſo ſortunate and brave. 
Old Horace, ſpeaking to the King. 
I that defence, Sir, then muſt undertake, 
My Son and Daughter unconcern'd forſake ; 
They with Valerius fide, and are all three 
Combin'd together in Conſpiracy 
Againſt that little Blood does yet remain 
From War and Ruin, to reſtore my Name. 
Speaking to Sabina. 
Thou who by fruitleſs Sorrows, which oppoſe 

The duty that a Wife the Husband owee, 
Thy Husband wouldſt forſake, and deſperate, 
Accompany thy Brothers in their Fate: 
Go rather, and conſult their gen'rous Ghoſts; 
Tis true, their Lives by Horace hand they loſt: 
But twas in A/ba's quarrel that they dy d, 
And they in that are fully ſatisfy d. 

Nn 2 Since 
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Ce mal leur ſemble moindre, & moins rudes ſes coups 
Voyant que tout Phonneur en retombe ſur nous. | 
Tous trois deſavotiront la douleur qui te touche, 
Les larmes de tes Jeux, les ſodpirs de ta bouche, 
Lhorreur que tu fais voir Fun mary vertiieux. 


Sabine, ſois leur ſeur, ſuy ton devoir comme eux. 
Au Roy. 
Contre ce cher tpoux Valere en vain s$ . 


Un premier mouvement ne fut jamais un crime, 
Et la louange eſt deuè au lieu du chatiment 
Quand la vertu produit ce premier nou vement. 
Aimer nos ennemis auer idolat rie, | 

De rage en leur trepas maudire la Patrie, 
Soubaiter a PEtat un malbeur infiny, + 

C'eſt ce qu'on nomme crime, & ce qu'il a puny. 
Le ſeul amour de Rome a ſa main anime, 

Il ſeroit innocent il Pavoit moins aimee. 

Qui ay. je dit, Sire? il leſt, & ce bras paternel 
L'aaroit deja puny Sil etoit criminet, 

Faurois ſceu micux uſer de Fentiere puiſſance 
Que me donnent ſur luy les droits de la naiſſance, 
| Jaime 
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Since Heav'n deſtin'd Alba for a Slave, 

(If there remain remembrance in the Grave) 
They leſs repine at their miſhap and wounds, 
Being the Glory unto us redounds. 

Thy frantick ſorrow they will all diſclaim, 

Thy fighs, and tears, will diſapprove, and blame, 
And will condemn the horror thou put'ſt on, 

For ſuch a Husband has ſo bravely done. 


Savina be their Siſter, dry your Tears, 
And do your duty, as they have done theirs. 
Speaking to the King. 
Valerius animates himſelf in vain, 
Againſt this noble Hero to complain. 
A ſudden Paſſion in the courſe of time 
Was never yet reputed for a Crime; 


Rather than Puniſhment, it merits Praiſe 
When Virtue does that ſudden. Paſſion raife. 


To love even to Idolatry our Foes, 


And curſe our Country for their Overthrows 
Theſe are call'd Crimes, theſe the Offences were, 
He could nat even in his Siſter ſpare. 
His Love to Rome, and her concerns alone 
Prompted his hand to execution. 
Had not his Country's love tempted his ſpleen, 
He at this inſtant innocent had been. 
How ſtrangely do I talk! what wav I meant 
To ſay he had been? he is innocent : 

| Nn 3 Al 
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Jaime trop Fhonneur, Sire, & ne ſuis point de 
Tang 
A ſouffrir ny 4 affront, ny de crime en mon ſang. 
C'eſt dont je ne veux point de temoin que Valere, 
11 a ven quel accueil luy gardoit ma colere, 
Lors quignorant encor la moitie du combat 
Fe croyoir que ſa fuite avoit trahy Etat. 
Qui le fait ſe charger des ſoins de ma famille? 
Qui le fait malgre moy vouloir vanger ma fille? 
Et par quelle raiſon dans ſon juſte iripas 
Prena-il un intereſt qu un pere ne prend pas? 
On craint qu après ſa ſirur il en maltraite d autres 
Hire, nous n avons part qu d la honte des noſtres, 
Et de quelque fagon qu un autre puiſſeag ir, 
Qui ne nous touche point ne nous fait point rougir. 
A Valcre. 
Tu peux pleurer, Valere, & meſme aux yeux d Ho- 
race, | 
Il ne prend intereſt qu'aux crimes de ſa race, 
Qui neſt point de ſon ſang ne peut faire d' affront 
Aux lauriers immortels qui luy ceignent le front. 
Lauriers,ſacrezrameaux qu on veut reduire en poudre, 
Vous qui mettez ſa teſte d convert de la foudre, 
La- 
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Or Sir, I had with my own hand e er this 

Puniſh'd the forfeit, had he done amiſs ; 

I ſhould have made the ſovereign pow'r known, 
That Nature gives a Father o'er his Son. 

Sir, I love Honour, nor can brook Diſgrace, 

Much leſs a Crime unpuniſh'd in my Race. 

Of which I only ſhall his witneſs need, [ Poin- 


[ting to Valerius. 
He can reſolve you what my Rage decreed, 


When (ign'rant yet of one half of the tight) 

I thought Rome ruin'd inhis ſhameful Flight. 

I wonder who bids him buſie his cares 

About my private Family-affairs ? 

I wonder whence the Privilege he draws, 

Without my leave to plead my Daughter's cauſe ? 

Or by what right does he an Int'reſt claim, 

Where J her Father unoffended am? | 

But tis objected, as a politick care, 

That others may the like Misfortune ſhare. 

Sir, we are only jealous of the ſhame 

That in particular concerns our Name 

And letting others Infamies alone, 

Do only bluſh at thoſe which are our own. 
Turning to Valerius. 

Thou may'ſt, Yalerius, weep before his face, 
He's only angry at the Crimes on's Race: 


None, ſave thoſe of his blood, can blaſt thoſe boughs 


Of Living Laurel that adorn his Brows. 
* Nn 4 


Ye 
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L'abandonnereg- vous & Pinfame collieau 
Qui fait choir les mechans ſous la main d un bour- 
reau ? . 
Romains, ſoufſrirez-vous fu on Vous  immole un 


homme 
Sans qui Rome aujourd buy ceſſeroit deftre Rome, 


Et qu'un Romain Sefforce a tacher le renom 
D'un guerrier 4 qui tous doivent un ſi beau nom? 
Dy, Valere, dy-nous, fi tu veux qu il periſſe, 
Os tu penſes choiſir un lieu pour ſon ſupplice ? 
Serc- ce entre ces murs, que mille & mille voix 
Font reſonner encor du bruit de ſes exploits ? 
Sera-ce hors des murs, au milieu de ces places 
Qu on voit fumer encor du ſang des Curiaces, 
Entre leurs trois tombeaux, & dans ce champ d hon. 
neur | 
Temoin de ſa vaillance, & de noſtre bonheur ? 
Tu ne ſcaurois cacher ſa peine d ſa victoire, 
Dans les murs, hors des murs, tout parle de fe 


gloire, 
Tout S oppoſe a I:ffort de ton injuſte amour, 


Qui veut d un ji bon ſang ſouiller un ſi beau jour. 
Alle 
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Ye ſacred wreaths; that Envy wiſhes dead, 
You, who from Thunder have ſecur d his head; 
Will you that ſacred Head abandon now, 

Unto a deſpicable Hangman's blow ? 

Will ye, O Romans, on a day like this, 

See and permit the bloody Sacrifice 

Of that victorious Champion; but for whom, 
And his brave Valour, Rome had been no Nome? 
And ſuffer here a Roman to defame 

With Accuſations his illuſtrious Name! 

Valerius, ſay, where would'ſt thou have him dye, 
What Scene is proper for his Tragedy? 

Within theſe Walls, where ſtill the People raiſe 
High Acclamations to his Valours praiſe? 

Or in the Camp, yet fuming with a flood 

Of the late conquer'd Curiatiis Blood? 

Or elſe amongſt the A/ban Heroes Tombs? 

Sure that place worſt the Tragedy becomes. 

That honourable Field that witneſſes 

At once his Proweſs and our brave Succeſs. 

Thou canſt not poſſibly chuſe out a place, 

To be the Theatre of his diſgrace, 

Wherein his noble Conqueſts will not riſes 

In Glory, to reproach your Cruelties. 

The Camp, the Liſts, within, without the Town, 
All places eccho with his high Renown. 

All things oppoſe, and all Men diſapprove 
The vain attempts of thy unjuſter Love, 


That 
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Ale ne pourra pas ſouffrir un tel ſpectacle, 
Et Rome par ſes pleurs y mettra trop ae, 


Au Roy. 
Vous les previendrez, Sire, & par un juſte Ar- 


re 
Vous 1 embraſſer bien mieux ſon intereſt 
Ce qu il a fait pour elle il peut encor be faire, 
11 peut la garantir encor d un ſort contraire. 
Sire, ne donnez rien à mes debiles ans, 
Rome, aujourd'huy ma veu pers de quatre enfans, 
Trois en ce meſme jour ſont morts pour ſa querelle, 
lues reſte encor un, conſervez-le pour elle, 
Noftez pas a ſes murs un ſi puiſſant appuy, 
Et ſouffrez pour finir que je madareſſe & luy. 

A Horace. 

Horace, me eroy pas que te Peuple ſupide 
Soit le maiſtre abſolu d un renom bien ſolide. 
Sa voix tumultueuſe aſſet ſouvent fait bruit, 

Mats un moment Peleve, un moment le detruit, 

Et ce qu'il contribye a naſtre Renommee 

Toi jours en moins de rien ſe diſſipe en fumce. 

C'eſt aux Rois, Ceſt aux Grands, eſt aux eſprits 
bien faits, 

A voir la vertu pleine en ſes momares effets, 


C 
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That would with Blood ſo Roman, and fo pure 
The Glory of ſo bright a day obſcure. 
Alba her ſelf that Object cannot ſee, 5 
And Nome with tears will ſtay that Tragedy. 
| | Speaking to the King. 
But Sir, your Juſtice will prevent that doom, 
You underſtand the intereſts of Rome. 
What he has done he yet may do again, 
And once more may her Liberty maintain 
Give nothing to my Age, Sir, in this caſe. 
To day I Father of four Children was, | 
Of which three in Rome's Quarrels buried are, 
One I have left, reſerve him, Sir, for her. 
Rob not this City, by his Sacrifice, 
Of that defence which in his Valour lies; 
And give me your Permiſſion, that I may 
Dire& to him, what I have left to ſay, 
Speaking to Horace. 

Horatis, do not think the common bruit 
Can raiſe, or leſſen a brave Man's repute. 
The Rabble ever do delight in noiſe, 
But in a trice, change their inconſtant Voice: 
And the renown they give us bears no date, 
But periſhes as illegitimate. 
It is for Kings great ones, for Souls that are 
Advanc'd above the common pitch by far, 
To cenſure Virtue, to diſcern, and know 
The noble Spirits from the mean and low. 


From 
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Ceſt deux ſeuls qu on repoit la veritable gloire, 
Eux ſeuls de vrais Heros aſſeurent la memoire. 
V toljours en Horace, & toi jours aupres deux 
Ton nom demeurera grand, illuſtre, fameux, 
Bien que loccaſion moins haute, ou moins brillante, 
D'un vulgaire ignorant trompe J injuſte attente. 
Ne hay done plus la vie, & du moins vy pour may, 
Et pour ſervir encor ton pais & ton Roy. 

Sire, j en ay trop dit, mais Faffaire vous N 
Et Rome toute entiere a parle par ma bouche. 

Val. Sire, permettezZ-moy — — 

Tulle. Yalere, ceſt aſſes, 

Vos diſcours par les leurs ne ſont pas effacez, 
Jen garde en mon eſprit les forces plus preſſantes, 
Et toutes vos raiſons me ſont encor preſentes. 

Cette enorme action faite preſque.a nos yeux 
Outrage la Nature, & bleſſe juſqu'aux Dieux. 
Un premier mouvement qui produit un tel crime 
Ne. ſcauroit luy ſervir dexcuſe ligitime, | 
Les moins ſeveres loix es ce point ſont S accord, 
Et fi nous les ſuivons, il eſt digne de mort 
Si d ailleurs nous voulons reg arder te roles; 
Ce crime, quoy que grand, enorme, inexcuſable, 
Vient de la meſme pee, & part du meſine bras 
Qui me fait aujourd huy maiſtre de deux Etats. 
| Deux 
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From then alone a true Renown proceeds, 

And they alone record illuſtrious deeds. 

Do always like thy ſelf, thy Glory then 

Shall live, and flouriſh amongſt worthy Men; 

Although a leſs occaſion may perchance 

Abuſe ſhort-fighted vulgar Ignorance. 

Abhor thy life no more, but live, at leaſt , 

For mine, thy King's, and Country's intereſt. 

Live, Rome's Oppoſers bravely to oppoſe, 

And fight her Battels with the braveſt Foes. 
Sir, I have ſaid too much, though the affair 

May well excuſe a Father in his Care. 

I have pronounc'd the general ſenſe of Rome, 

And now expecting ſtay your final doom. 
Vat. Sir, give me leave. 

Tull. Valerius, no more, 

I yet retain all you have ſaid before, 

And have conſider d every Circumſtance, 

Reaſon, and Word, that ſerves to prove th Offence. 
This bloody fa&, committed in deſpight 

Of Law, and Juſtice, almoſt in our ſight, 

Violates Nature, nay doth higher riſe, 

With human rage to wound the Deities; 

Arid ſudden paſlions that ſuch crimes produce, 

For facts like this, are but a weak excuſe. 

Our moſt indulgent Laws herein ſpeak high, 

And by their cenſure he deſerves to die, 

If by another way, and leſs ſevere, 

We do conſider the Offender here. His 


| 
| 
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Deux ſceptres en ma main, Albe a Rome aſſer ie, 
Parlent bien hautement en faveur de ſa vie. 
Sans luy j obeirots on je donne la loy, 
Et je ſerois Sujet ou je ſuis deux fois Roy. 
Aſſez de bons Sujets dans toutes les Provinces 
Par des veux impuiſſans g acquitent vers leurs 
Princes. 

Tous les pewvent aimer, mais tous ne peuuent pas 
Par di illuſtres effets aſſeurer leurs Etats, 
Et Part & le pon voir d affermir des Couronnes 
Sont des dons que le Ciel fait a peu de perſonnes, 
De pareils ſerviteurs ſont les forces des Rois, 
Et de pareils auſſi ſont au deſſus des loix. 
Qwelles ſe taiſent donc, que Rome diſſimule 
Ce que des ſa naiſſance elle vit en Romule; 
Elle peut bien ſouffrir en ſon liberateur 
Ce quelle a bien ſouſſrir en ſon premier auteur. 

V donc, Horace, vy, guerrier trop magnanime, 
Ta vertu met ta gloire an deſſus de ton crime, 
Sa chaleur genereuſe a produit ton forfait, 
Dune cauſe ſi belle il faut ſouffrir Peffer. 
V pour ſervir P Etat, uy, mais aime Valere, 
Qu'il ne reſte entre vous, ny haine ny colere, 


Et 
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His Crime, though inexcuſable, proceeds 
From the ſame Sword and Arm have done thoſe deeds; 
By whoſe effects Rome bravely overcame, 
And Ia King of two great People am. 
The double Crown on Rome's Imperial Head, 
In favour of his Life does highly plead: 
But for his Valour, I who now do ſway 
A two-fold Scepter, had been fore d tobey; 
And where I fit a double Monarch Crown'd, 
Had been a Captive made, ſubdu'd, and bound. 
Many good Subjects in their Countries Wars 
Can only ſerve their Princes by their Pray'rs. 
All Men may love their Kings, but every one 
Cannot ſecure their States as he has done. 
The art, and power to eſtabliſh Thrones, 
Are Virtues Heaw'n gives few private ones. 
Such Servants are the Nerves, and Strength of Kings, 
The Props of Kingdoms, and the glorious things 
They do and ſuffer in their Country's Cauſe, 
Seats them above the cenſure of the Laws. 
Let them be filent then, and here let Rome 
Forbear to utter an ungrateful doom 
On an offence ſhe ſaw before, when yet 
She had no Name, her Romulus commit; 
In her Deliverer ſhe may forbear 
The fault ſhe could in her raſh Founder ſpare. 
Live then brave Soldier, Spirit too ſublime, 
Thy Virtue ſets thy Glory *bove thy Crime. 
Since 
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Et ſoit qu'il ait ſuiuy Famour, ou le devoir, © 
Sans aucun ſentiment reſous-toy de le voir. 
Sabine, ecoutez moins la douleur qui vous preſſe, 
Chaſſez de ce grand ceur ces marques de foibleſſe, 


Ceſt en ſechant vos pleurs que vous vous montrereg 


La veritable ſæur de ceux que vous pleurex. 
Mais nous devons aux Dieux demain un ſacrifice, 

Et nous aurions le Ciel à nos væux mal propice, 
Si nos Preſires-avant que de ſacrifier. *: "Ml 

Ne trou voient les moyens de le purifier. | 
Sen pere en prendra ſoin ; il luy ſera facile 
D appaiſer tout d un temps les Manes de Camille. 
Fe la plains, & pour rendre à ſon fort rigoureux, 
Ce que peut ſouhaiter ſon eſprit amoureux, 
Puiſquen un me ſine jour Fardeur d un meſme ⁊cle 
Acheve le Deſtin de ſon amant, & delle, 
Je veux qu un meſme jour temoin de leur deux morts 
En un meſme tombeau voye enfermer leurs corps. 


Fin du cinquieme & dernier Ade, 


Since 
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Since Generoſity th Offence did make, > 
Th Effect we pardon for the Cauſe's ſake. 
Live to thy Country's nobleſt, braveſt Ends; 
But I muſt have you and Valerius Friends; 
And in a Friendſhip, ſuch as ſhall permit 
Fury nor Malice to extinguiſh it. 

And whether Love, or Obligation were 

The Motives made him proſecute you here, 
Of what is paſt no Memory retain, 

But reconcile him to your Love again. 

And ſweet Sabina, let your great Heart chaſe 
Theſe Marks of Frailty from your lovely Face. 
You can their Siſter you lament expreſs 

In nothing more, than in lamenting leſs. 

But we to Morrow ſet apart to pay 

Thanks to the Gods for this victorious Day; 
And Heav'n would with an averted Face 
Receive qur Vows, and would withdraw his Grace, 
Should not our Prieſts, e er we begin, take care 
To purifie th'unhappy Conqueror. 

Be that his Father's Task, he may with eaſe 
At the ſame time Camilla's Ghoſt appeaſe. 

I pity her, and wiſh her Soul may have 

What Satisfaction can be in the Grave; 

Since in one Day, one Zeal's ungovern'd Heat 
Did her brave Lover's and her Fate compleat. 


O o The 
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The Day that ſaw them die, &er hence he goes, 
Shall ſee one Monument their Corps encloſe. - 

[The King riſes, and all follow him excepr * 

SCENE W. 

Jul. Heav'n ſweet Camilla did forcrll, 


The Tragical Event drew nigh; / 


But did the fecret Part conceal, | 
From the moſt piercing Judgment's Eye: 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak of Nuptial Joys; 1 
It ſeemd to ſooth thy Innocence, © | 
And did thy Death the while diſguiſe, 
Nan our Kinelligence, — 


> Alba and Rome to ee ſhall furceaſe 
« Their Fars,thy Vows are heard, they ſbull have Peace, 
« And thou be join d to Curiace in @ Tie, 
« Never to be diſſoby'd by Deſtiny, 
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